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THE  EISE  or  THE  "SHOET  STOEY" 

By  Bret  Harte 

As  it  has  been  the  custom  of  good-natured  reviewers  to  associate 
the  present  wi-iter  with  the  origin  of  the  American  "  short  story," 
he  may  nave  a  reasonable  excuse  for  offering  the  following  re- 
flections,— partly  the  result  of  his  own  observations  during  the  last 
thirty  years,  and  partly  from  his  experience  in  the  introduction  of 
this  form  of  literature  to  the  pages  of  the  western  Magazine  of 
which  he  was  editor  at  the  beginning  of  that  period.  But  he  is 
far  from  claiming  the  invention,  or  of  even  attributing  its  genesis 
to  that  particular  occasion.  The  short  story  was  familiar  enough 
in  form  in  America  during  the  early  half  of  the  century ;  perhaps 
the  proverbial  haste  of  American  life  was  some  inducement  to  its 
brevity.  It  had  been  the  medium  through  which  some  of  the 
most  characteristic  work  of  the  best  American  writers  had  won 
the  approbation  of  the  public.  Poe — a  master  of  the  art,  as  yet 
unsurpassed — had  written  ;  Longfellow  and  Hawthorne  had  lent  it 
the  graces  of  the  English  classics.  But  it  was  not  the  American 
short  story  of  to-day.  It  was  not  characteristic  of  American  life, 
American  habits,  nor  American  thought.  It  was  not  vital  and 
instinct  with  the  experience  and  observation  of  the  average 
American ;  it  made  no  attempt  to  follow  his  reasoning  or  to 
understand  his  peculiar  form  of  expression — which  it  was  apt  to 
consider  vulgar ;  it  had  no  sympathy  with  those  dramatic  contrasts 
and  surprises  which  are  the  wonders  of  American  Civilisation ;  it 
took  no  account  of  the  modifications  of  environment  and  of 
geographical   limitations ;    indeed,   it   knew   little    of    American 
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geography.  Of  all  that  was  distinctly  American  it  was  evasive — 
when  it  was  not  apologetic.  And  even  when  graced  by  the  style 
of  the  best  masters,  it  was  distinctly  provincial. 

It  would  be  easier  to  trace  the  causes  which  produced  this 
than  to  assign  any  distinct  occasion  or  period  for  the  change. 
"What  was  called  American  literature  was  still  limited  to  English 
methods  and  upon  English  models.  The  best  writers  either 
wandered  far  afield  for  their  inspiration,  or,  restricted  to  home 
material,  were  historical  or  legendary ;  artistically  contemplative 
of  their  own  country,  but  seldom  observant.  Literature  abode  on 
a  scant  fringe  of  the  Atlantic  seaboard  gathering  the  drift  from 
other  shores,  and  hearing  the  murmur  of  other  lands  rather  than 
the  voices  of  its  own ;  it  was  either  expressed  in  an  artificial 
treatment  of  life  in  the  cities,  or,  as  with  Irving,  was  frankly 
satirical  of  provincial  social  ambition.  There  was  much  "fine" 
writing ;  there  were  American  Addisons,  Steeles,  and  Lambs — there 
were  provincial  "  Spectators  "  and  "  Tatlers."  The  sentiment  was 
English.  Even  Irving  in  the  pathetic  sketch  of  "  The  Wife " 
echoed  the  style  of  "  Eosamund  Grey."  There  were  sketches  of 
American  life  in  the  form  of  the  English  Essayists,  with  no 
attempt  to  understand  the  American  character.  The  literary  man 
had  little  sympathy  with  the  rough  and  half-civilised  masses  who 
were  making  his  country's  history ;  if  he  used  them  at  all  it  was 
as  a  foil  to  bring  into  greater  relief  his  hero  of  the  unmistakable 
English  pattern.  In  his  sla\dsh  imitation  of  the  foreigner,  he  did 
not,  however,  succeed  in  retaining  the  foreigner's  quick  appreciation 
of  novelty.  It  took  an  Englishman  to  first  develop  the  humour 
and  picturesqueness  of  American  or  "  Yankee  "  dialect,  but  Judge 
IlaUburton  succeeded  better  in  reproducing  "  Sam  Slick's  "  speech 
than  his  character.  Dr.  Judd's  "Margaret," — one  of  the  earlier 
American  stories, — although  a  vivid  picture  of  ^Tew  England  farm- 
life  and  strongly  marked  with  local  colour,  was  in  incident  and 
treatment  a  mere  imitation  of  English  rural  tragedy.  It  would, 
indeed,  seem  that  while  the  American  people  had  shaken  off  the 
English  yoke  in  Government,  politics,  and  national  progression, 
while  they  liad  already  startled  the  Old  World  with  invention  and 
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originality  in  practical  ideas,  they  had  never  freed  themselves 
from  the  trammels  of  English  literary  precedent.  The  old  sneer : 
"  Who  reads  an  American  book  ? "  might  have  been  answered  by 
another :  "  There  are  no  American  books." 

But  while  the  American  literary  imagination  was  still  under 
the  influence  of  English  tradition,  an  unexpected  factor  was 
developing  to  diminish  its  power.  It  was  Humour — of  a  quality 
as  distinct  and  original  as  the  country  and  civilisation  in  which  it 
was  developed.  It  was  at  first  noticeable  in  the  anecdote  or 
"  story,"  and,  after  the  fashion  of  such  beginnings,  was  orally 
transmitted.  It  was  common  in  the  bar-rooms,  the  gatherings  in 
the  "  country  store,"  and  finally  at  public  meetings  in  the  mouths 
of  "stump  orators."  Arguments  were  clinched,  and  political 
principles  illustrated  by  "a  funny  story."  It  invaded  even  the 
camp  meeting  and  pulpit.  It  at  last  received  the  currency  of  the 
public  press.  But  wherever  met  it  was  so  distinctly  original  and 
novel,  so  individual  and  characteristic,  that  it  was  at  once  known 
and  appreciated  abroad  as  "  an  American  story."  Crude  at  first, 
it  received  a  literary  polish  in  the  press,  but  its  dominant  quality 
remained.  It  was  concise  and  condense,  yet  suggestive.  It  was 
delightfully  extravagant — or  a  miracle  of  understatement.  It 
voiced  not  only  the  dialect,  but  the  habits  of  thought  of  a  people 
or  locality.  It  gave  a  new  interest  to  slang.  From  a  paragraph 
of  a  dozen  lines  it  grew  into  a  half  column,  but  always  retaining 
its  conciseness  and  felicity  of  statement.  It  was  a  foe  to  pro- 
lixity of  any  kind,  it  admitted  no  fine  writing  nor  affectation  of 
style.  It  went  directly  to  the  point.  It  was  burdened  by  no 
conscientiousness ;  it  was  often  irreverent ;  it  was  devoid  of  all 
moral  responsibility  —  but  it  was  original !  By  degrees  it 
developed  character  with  its  incident,  often,  in  a  few  lines,  gave  a 
striking  photograph  of  a  community  or  a  section,  but  always 
reached  its  conclusion  without  an  unnecessary  word.  It  became — 
and  still  exists — as  an  essential  feature  of  newspaper  literature. 
It  was  the  parent  of  the  American  "  short  story." 

But  although  these  beginnings  assumed  more  of  a  national 
character    than  American  serious    or  polite  literature  they  were 
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still  purely  comic,  and  their  only  immediate  result  was  the 
development  of  a  number  of  humorists  in  the  columns  of  the 
daily  press — all  possessing  the  dominant  national  quality  with  a 
certain  individuality  of  their  own.  For  a  while  it  seemed  as  if 
they  were  losing  the  faculty  of  story-telling  in  the  elaboration  of 
eccentric  character — chiefly  used  as  a  vehicle  for  smart  sayings, 
extravagant  incident,  or  political  satire.  They  were  eagerly 
received  by  the  public  and,  in  theii"  day,  were  immensely  popular, 
and  probably  were  better  known  at  home  and  abroad  than  the 
more  academic  but  less  national  humorists  of  New  York  or 
Boston.  The  national  note  was  always  struck  even  in  their 
individual  variations,  and  the  admirable  portraiture  of  the  shrewd 
and  humorous  showman  in  "  Artemus  Ward "  survived  hi&  more 
mechanical  bad  spelling.  Yet  they  did  not  invade  the  current 
narrative  fiction ;  the  short  and  long  story-tellers  went  with  their 
old-fashioned  methods,  their  admirable  morals,  their  well-worn 
sentiments,  their  colourless  heroes  and  heroines  of  the  first  ranks 
of  provincial  society.  Neither  did  social  and  political  convulsions 
bring  anything  new  in  the  way  of  Eomance.  The  Mexican  war 
gave  us  the  delightful  satires  of  Hosea  Bigelow,  but  no  dramatic 
narrative.  The  anti-slavery  struggle  before  the  War  of  the 
Eebellion  produced  a  successful  partisan  political  novel — on  the 
old  lines — with  only  the  purely  American  characters  of  the  negro 
"Topsy,"  and  the  New  England  "Miss  Ophelia."  The  War 
itself,  prolific  as  it  was  of  poetry  and  eloquence — was  barren  of 
romance,  except  for  Edward  Everett  Hale's  artistic  and  sympathetic 
The  Man  without  a  Country.  The  tragedies  enacted,  the  sacri- 
fices offered,  not  only  on  the  battlefield  but  in  the  division  of 
families  and  households;  the  conflict  of  superb  Quixotism  and 
reckless  gallantry  against  Reason  and  Duty  fought  out  in  quiet 
border  farmhouses  and  plantations ;  the  re-incarnation  of  Puritan 
and  Cavalier  in  a  wild  environment  of  trackless  wastes,  pestilential 
swamps,  and  rugged  mountains ;  the  patient  endurance  of  both 
the  conqueror  and  the  conquered — all  these  found  no  echo  in  the 
romance  of  the  period.  Out  of  the  battle  smoke  that  covered  half 
a  continent,  drifted  into  the  pages   of  magazines,  shadowy  but 
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correct  figures  of  blameless  virgins  of  the  North — heroines  or 
fashionable  belles — habited  as  hospital  nurses,  bearing  away  the 
deeply  wounded  but  more  deeply  misunderstood  Harward  or  Yale 
graduate  lover  who  had  rushed  to  bury  his  broken  heart  in  the 
conflict.  It  seems  almost  incredible  that,  until  the  last  few  years, 
nothing  worthy  of  that  tremendous  episode  has  been  preserved  by 
the  pen  of  the  romancer. 

But  if  the  war  produced  no  characteristic  American  story  it 
brought  the  literary  man  nearer  his  work.  It  opened  to  him 
distinct  conditions  of  life  in  his  own  country,  of  which  he  had  no 
previous  conception ;  it  revealed  communities  governed  by  customs 
and  morals  unUke  his  own,  yet  intensely  human  and  American. 
The  lighter  side  of  some  of  these  he  had  learned  from  the  humor- 
ists before  alluded  to ;  the  grim  realities  of  war  and  the  stress  of 
circumstances  had  suddenly  given  them  a  pathetic  or  dramatic 
reality.  Whether  he  had  acquired  this  knowledge  of  them  with  a 
musket  or  a  gilded  strap  on  his  shoulder,  or  whether  he  was 
later  a  peaceful  -'carpet  bagger"  into  the  desolate  homes  of  the 
south  and  south  -  west,  he  knew  something  personally  of  their 
romantic  and  picturesque  value  in  story.  Many  cultivated 
aspirants  for  literature,  as  well  as  many  seasoned  writers  for  the 
press,  were  among  the  volunteer  soldiery.  Again,  the  composition 
of  the  army  was  heterogeneous :  regiments  from  the  West  rubbed 
shoulders  with  regiments  from  the  East;  spruce  city  clerks  hob- 
nobbed with  backwoodsmen,  and  the  student  fresh  from  college 
shared  his  rations  with  the  half-educated  western  farmer.  The 
Union  for  the  first  time  recognised  its  competent  parts ;  the 
natives  knew  each  other.  The  literary  man  must  have  seen  heroes 
and  heroines  where  he  had  never  looked  for  them,  situations  that  he 
had  never  dreamt  of.  Yet  it  is  a  mortifying  proof  of  the  strength 
of  inherited  literary  traditions,  that  he  never  dared  until  quite 
recently  to  make  a  test  of  them.  It  is  still  more  strange  that  he 
should  have  waited  for  the  initiative  to  be  taken  by  a  still  more 
crude,  wild,  and  more  western  civilisation — that  of  CaKfornia ! 

The  gold  discovery  had  drawn  to  the  Pacific  slope  of  the  con- 
tinent a  still  more  heterogeneous  and  remarkable  population.     The 
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immigration  of  1849  and  1850  had  taken  farmers  from  the  plough, 
merchants  from  their  desks,  and  students  from  their  books,  while 
every  profession  was  represented  in  the  motley  crowd  of  gold- 
seekers.  Europe  and  her  colonies  had  contributed  to  swell  these 
adventurers  —  for  adventurers  they  were  whatever  their  purpose  ; 
the  risks  were  great,  the  journey  long  and  difficult  —  the  nearest 
came  from  a  distance  of  over  a  thousand  miles ;  that  the  men  were 
necessarily  pre-equipped  with  courage,  faith,  and  endurance  was 
a  foregone  conclusion.  They  were  mainly  young ;  a  grey  -  haired 
man  was  a  curiosity  in  the  mines  in  the  early  days,  and  an  object 
of  rude  respect  and  reverence.  They  were  consequently  free  from 
the  trammels  of  precedent  or  tradition  in  arranging  their  lives 
and  making  their  rude  homes.  There  was  a  singular  fraternity 
in  this  ideal  republic  into  which  all  men  entered  free  and  equal. 
Distinction  of  previous  position  or  advantages  were  unknown, 
even  record  and  reputation  for  ill  or  good  were  of  little  benefit  or 
embarrassment  to  the  possessor ;  men  were  accepted  for  what  they 
actually  were,  and  what  they  could  do  in  taking  their  part  in  the 
camp  or  settlement.  The  severest  economy,  the  direst  poverty,  the 
most  menial  labour  carried  no  shame  nor  disgrace  with  it ;  indi- 
vidual success  brought  neither  envy  or  jealousy.  "WTiat  was  one 
man's  fortune  to-day  might  be  the  luck  of  another  to-morrow. 
And  to  this  Utopian  simplicity  of  the  people,  the  envii-onment  of 
magnificent  scenery,  an  unique  climate,  and  a  vegetation  that  was 
marvellous  in  its  proportions  and  spontaneity  of  growth ;  let  it  be 
further  considered  that  the  strongest  relief  was  given  to  this 
picture  by  its  setting  among  the  crumbling  ruins  of  early  Spanish 
possession — whose  monuments  still  existed  in  Mission  and  Presidio, 
and  whose  legitimate  Castilian  descendants  still  lived  and  moved 
in  picturesque  and  dignified  contrast  to  their  energetic  invaders — 
and  it  must  be  admitted  that  a  condition  of  romantic  and  dramatic 
possibilities  was  created  unrivalled  in  history. 

But  the  earlier  literature  of  the  Pacific  slope  was,  like  that  of 
the  Atlantic  seaboard,  national  and  characteristic  only  in  its 
humour.  The  local  press  sparkled  with  wit  and  satire,  and  as,  in 
the   East,  developed   its  usual   individual   liumorists.     Of  these 
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should  be  mentioned  the  earliest  pioneers  of  Californian  humour — 
Lieut.  Derby,  an  U.S.  army  engineer  officer,  author  of  a  series  of 
delightful  extravagances  known  as  the  "  Squibob  Papers,"  and  the 
later  and  universally  knov/n  "  Mark  Twain  "  who  contribvited  "  The 
Jumping  Frog  of  Calaveras  "  to  the  columns  of  the  weekly  press. 
The  San  Francisco  JVetvs  Letter,  whose  whilom  contributor.  Major 
Bierce,  has  since  written  some  of  the  most  graphic  romances  of 
the  Civil  War ;  The  Golden  Era,  in  which  the  present  writer  pub- 
lished his  earlier  sketches,  and  The  Californian,  to  which,  as 
editor,  in  burlesque  imitation  of  the  enterprise  of  his  journalistic 
betters,  he  contributed  "  The  Condensed  Novels,"  were  the  fore- 
most literary  weeklies.  These  were  all  more  or  less  characteristic- 
ally American,  but  it  was  again  remarkable  that  the  more  literary, 
romantic,  and  imaginative  romances  had  no  national  flavour.  The 
better  remembered  serious  work  in  the  pages  of  the  only  literary 
magazine  The  Pioneer,  was  a  romance  of  spiritualism  and 
psychological  study,  and  a  poem  on  the  Chandos  picture  of 
Shakespeare ! 

With  this  singular  experience  before  him,  the  present  writer 
was  called  upon  to  take  the  editorial  control  of  the  Overland 
Monthly,  a  much  more  ambitious  magazine  venture  than  had  yet 
appeared  in  California.  The  best  writers  had  been  invited  to 
contribute  to  its  pages.  But  in  looking  over  his  materials  on  pre- 
paring the  first  number,  he  was  discouraged  to  find  the  same  not- 
able lack  of  characteristic  fiction.  There  were  good  literary  articles, 
sketches  of  foreign  travel,  and  some  essays  in  description  of  the 
natural  resources  of  California — excellent,  from  a  commercial  and 
advertising  view-point.  But  he  failed  to  discover  anything  of 
that  wild  and  picturesque  life  which  had  impressed  him,  first  as  a 
truant  schoolboy,  and  afterwards  as  a  youthful  schoolmaster  among 
the  mining  population.  In  this  perplexity  he  determined  to 
attempt  to  make  good  the  deficiency  himself.  He  wrote  "  The  Luck 
of  Eoaring  Camp."  However  far  short  it  fell  of  his  ideal  and  his 
purpose,  he  conscientiously  believed  that  he  had  painted  much  that 
"  he  saw,  and  part  of  which  he  was,"  that  his  subject  and  characters 
were  distinctly  Californian,  as  was  equally  his  treatment  of  them. 
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But  an  unexpected  circumstance  here  intervened.  The  publication 
of  the  story  was  objected  to  by  both  printer  and  publisher,  virtually 
for  not  Ijeing  in  the  conventional  line  of  subject,  treatment,  and 
morals !  Tlie  introduction  of  the  abandoned  outcast  mother  of  the 
foundling  "  Luck,"  and  the  language  used  by  the  characters, 
received  a  serious  warning  and  protest.  The  writer  was  obliged  to 
use  his  right  as  editor  to  save  his  unfortunate  contribution  from 
oblivion.  When  it  appeared  at  last,  he  saw  with  consternation 
that  the  printer  and  publisher  had  really  voiced  the  local  opinion ; 
that  the  press  of  California  was  still  strongly  dominated  by  the 
old  conservatism  and  conventionalism  of  the  East,  and  that  when 
"  The  Luck  of  Eoaring  Camp  "  was  not  denounced  as  "  improper  " 
and  "  corrupting,"  it  was  coldly  received  as  being  "  singular  "  and 
"  strange."  A  still  more  extraordinary  instance  of  the  "  provincial 
note "  was  struck  in  the  criticism  of  a  religious  paper  that  the 
story  was  strongly  "  unfavourable  to  immigration  "  and  decidedly 
unprovocative  of  the  "  investment  of  foreign  capital."  However, 
its  instantaneous  and  cordial  acceptance  as  a  new  departure  by  the 
critics  of  the  Eastern  States  and  Europe,  enabled  the  writer  to 
follow  it  with  other  stories  of  a  like  character.  More  than  that, 
he  was  gratified  to  find  a  disposition  on  the  part  of  his  contributors 
to  shake  off  their  conservative  trammels,  and  in  an  admirable  and 
original  sketch  of  a  wandering  Circus  attendant,  called  "  Centrepole 
Bill,"  he  was  delighted  to  recognise  and  welcome  a  convert.  The 
term  "  imitators,"  often  used  by  the  critics  who,  as  previously 
stated,  had  claimed  for  the  present  writer  the  invention  of  this 
kind  of  literature,  could  not  fairly  apply  to  those  who  had  cut 
loose  from  conventional  methods,  and  sought  to  honestly  describe 
the  life  around  them,  and  he  can  only  claim  to  have  shown  them 
that  it  could  be  done.  How  well  it  has  since  been  done,  what 
charm  of  individual  flavour  and  style  has  been  brought  to  it  by 
such  writers  as  Harris,  Cable,  Page,  Mark  Twain  in  Huckleberry 
Finn,  the  author  of  the  Pro'phet  of  the  Great  Smohj  Mountains, 
and  Mrs.  Wilkins,  the  average  reader  need  not  be  told.  It  would 
seem  evident,  therefore,  that  the  secret  of  the  American  short  story 
was  the  treatment  of  characteristic  American  life,  with  absolute 
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kuowledge  of  its  peculiarities  and  sympathy  with  its  methods ; 
with  no  fastidious  ignoring  of  its  habitual  expression,  or  the  in- 
choate poetry  that  may  be  found  even  hidden  in  its  slang  ;  with  no 
moral  determination  except  that  which  may  be  the  legitimate  out- 
come of  the  story  itself;  with  no  more  ehminatiou  than  may  be 
necessary  for  the  artistic  conception,  and  never  from  the  fear  of 
the  "  fetish  "  of  conventionalism.  Of  such  is  the  American  short 
story  of  to-day — the  germ  of  American  literature  to  come. 
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THE  LANDING   OF  THE   PILGRIM  FATHERS  IN 

NEW   ENGLAND. 

By  FELICIA  D.  HEMANS. 

The  breaking  waves  dashed  high 

On  a  stern  and  rock-bound  coast, 
And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky 

Their  giant  branches  tossed ; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 
The  hills  and  waters  o'er, 
\  When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  true-hearted,  came ; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame ; 

Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence  and  in  fear ;  — 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang, 

And  the  stars  heard  and  the  sea ; 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free ! 

The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam ; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared  — 
This  was  their  welcome  home ! 
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There  were  men  with  hoary  hair 

Amidst  that  pilgrim  band ;  — 
Why  had  they  come  to  wither  there, 

Away  from  their  childhood's  land  ? 

There  was  woman's  fearless  eye, 

Lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 

And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar  ? 

Bright  jewels  of  the  mine? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war  ?  — 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine ! 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground, 

The  soil  where  first  they  trod. 
They  have  left  unstained  what  there  they  found  — 

Freedom  to  worship  God. 
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By  WASHINGTON  IRVING. 

(From  "  Knickerbocker's  History  of  New  York.") 

[Washington  Irving,  the  distinguished  American  author,  was  the  son  of  an 
Orkney  Island  emigrant  merchant,  born  in  New  York  city,  April  3,  1783.  lie 
studied  law  but  found  literature  more  congenial,  and  after  a  visit  to  Europe 
undertook  the  publication  of  Salmagundi,  a  humorous  magazine ;  and  in 
1809  he  brought  out  "The  History  of  New  York,  by  Diedrich  Knickerbocker," 
which  at  once  established  his  literary  position.  In  1815  he  went  to  Europe,  and 
remained  abroad  for  seventeen  years,  traveling  widely.  About  1817  the  com- 
mercial house  in  which  he  was  a  partner  failed,  and  he  was  compelled  for  a  time 
to  devote  himself  to  literature  for  a  subsistence.  He  became  secretary  of  the 
American  embassy  (1829) ;  United  States  minister  to  Spain  (1842)  ;  and  after  his 
return,  four  years  later,  passed  the  rest  of  his  days  at  Sunnyside,  on  the  banks  of 
the  Hudson  river,  near  Tarrytown,  N.Y.,  where  he  died  Nov.  28,  1859.  Among 
his  best-known  works  are  :  "The  SKetch  Book"  (1820),  "Bracebridge  Hall," 
''Life  of  Columbus,"  "Conquest  of  Granada,"  "The  Alhambra,"  "Astoria," 
"  Wolfert's  Roost,"  "  Life  of  Washington." 

Grievous  and  very  much  to  be  commiserated  is  the  task  of 
the  feeling  historian  who  writes  the  history  of  his  native  land. 
If  it  fall  to  his  lot  to  be  the  sad  recorder  of  calamity  or  crime, 
the  mournful  page  is  watered  with  his  tears  —  nor  can  he  recall 
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the  most  prosperous  and  blissful  era,  without  a  melancholy  sigh 
at  the  reflection  that  it  has  passed  away  forever  !  I  know  not 
whether  it  be  owing  to  an  immoderate  love  for  the  simplicity 
of  former  times,  or  to  that  certain  tenderness  of  heart  incident 
to  all  sentimental  historians  ;  but  I  candidly  confess  that  I 
cannot  look  back  on  the  happier  days  of  our  city,  which  I  now 
describe,  without  a  sad  dejection  of  the  spirits.  With  a  fal- 
tering hand  do  I  withdraw  the  curtain  of  oblivion  that  veils 
the  modest  merit  of  our  venerable  ancestors,  and  as  their  fig- 
ures rise  to  my  mental  vision,  humble  myself  before  the  might}'' 
shades. 

Such  are  my  feelings  when  I  revisit  the  family  mansion  of 
the  Knickerbockers,  and  spend  a  lonely  hour  in  the  chamber 
where  hang  the  portraits  of  my  forefathers,  shrouded  in  dust, 
like  the  forms  they  represent.  With  pious  reverence  do  I  gaze 
on  the  countenances  of  those  renowned  burghers  who  have 
preceded  me  in  the  steady  march  of  existence  —  whose  sober 
and  temperate  blood  now  meanders  through  my  veins,  flowing 
slower  and  slower  in  its  feeble  conduits,  until  its  current  shall 
soon  be  stopped  forever  ! 

These,  say  I  to  myself,  are  but  frail  memorials  of  the  mighty 
men  who  flourished  in  the  days  of  the  patriarchs  ;  but  who, 
alas,  have  long  since  moldered  in  that  tomb  towards  which  my 
steps  are  insensibly  and  irresistibly  hastening !  As  I  pace  the 
darkened  chamber,  and  lose  myself  in  melancholy  musings, 
the  shadowy  images  around  me  almost  seem  to  steal  once  more 
into  existence  —  their  countenances  to  assume  the  animation  of 
life  —  their  eyes  to  pursue  me  in  every  movement  !  Carried 
away  by  the  delusions  of  fancy,  I  almost  imagine  myself  sur- 
rounded by  the  shades  of  the  departed,  and  holding  sweet  con- 
verse with  the  worthies  of  antiquity!  Ah,  hapless  Diedrich! 
born  in  a  degenerate  age,  abandoned  to  the  buffetings  of  for- 
tune —  a  stranger  and  a  weary  pilgrim  in  thy  native  land  — 
blest  with  no  weeping  wife,  nor  family  of  helpless  children  ; 
but  doomed  to  wander  neglected  through  those  crowded  streets, 
and  elbowed  by  foreign  upstarts  from  those  fair  abodes  where 
once  thy  ancestors  held  sovereign  empire! 

Let  me  not,  however,  lose  the  historian  in  the  man,  nor  suffer 
the  doting  recollections  of  age  to  overcome  me,  while  dwelling 
with  fond  garrulity  on  the  virtuous  days  of  the  patriarchs  —  on 
those  sweet  days  of  simplicity  and  ease,  which  nevermore  will 
daAvn  on  the  lovely  island  of  Manna-hata! 


6828     THE   GOLDEN   REIGN  OF  WOUTER  VAN  TWILLER. 

The  renowned  Wouter  (or  Walter)  Van  Twiller  was  de- 
scended from  a  long  line  of  Dutch  burgomasters,  wlio  had 
successively  dozed  away  their  lives,  and  grown  fat  upon  the 
bench  of  magistracy  in  Rotterdam  ;  and  who  had  comported 
themselves  with  such  singular  wisdom  and  propriety,  that  they 
were  never  either  heard  or  talked  of  —  which,  next  to  being 
universally  applauded,  should  be  the  object  of  ambition  of  all 
sage  magistrates  and  rulers. 

The  surname  of  Twiller  is  said  to  be  a  corruption  of  the 
original  Tivijjle?',  which  in  English  means  doubter^  a  name  ad- 
mirably descriptive  of  his  deliberative  habits.  For,  though  he 
was  a  man  shut  up  within  himself  like  an  oyster,  and  of  such  a 
profoundly  reflective  turn  that  he  scarcely  ever  spoke  except 
in  monosyllables,  yet  did  he  never  make  up  his  mind  on  any 
doubtful  point.  This  was  clearly  accounted  for  by  his  adher- 
ents, who  affirmed  that  he  always  conceived  every  object  on  so 
comprehensive  a  scale,  that  he  had  not  room  in  his  head  to  turn 
it  over  and  examine  both  sides  of  it,  so  that  he  always  remained 
in  doubt,  merely  in  consequence  of  the  astonishing  magnitude 
of  his  ideas! 

There  are  two  opposite  ways  by  which  some  men  get  into 
notice  —  one  by  talking  a  vast  deal  and  thinking  a  little,  and 
the  other  by  holding  their  tongues,  and  not  thinking  at  all. 
By  the  first,  many  a  vaporing,  superficial  pretender  acquires  the 
rej)utation  of  a  man  of  quick  parts  —  by  the  other,  many  a 
vacant  dunderpate,  like  the  owl,  the  stupidest  of  birds,  comes  to 
be  complimented  by  a  discerning  world  with  all  the  attributes 
of  wisdom.  This,  by  the  way,  is  a  mere  casual  remark,  which 
I  would  not  for  the  universe  have  it  thought  I  apply  to  Gov- 
ernor Van  Twiller.  On  the  contrary,  he  was  a  very  wise 
Dutchman,  for  he  never  said  a  foolish  thing  —  and  of  such  in- 
vincible gravity,  that  he  was  never  known  to  laugh,  or  even 
to  smile,  through  the  course  of  a  long  and  prosperous  life. 
Certain,  however,  it  is,  there  never  was  a  matter  proposed, 
however  simple,  and  on  which  your  common  narrow-minded 
mortals  would  rashly  determine  at  the  first  glance,  but  what 
the  renowned  Wouter  put  on  a  mighty,  mysterious,  vacant 
kind  of  look,  shook  his  capacious  head,  and,  having  smoked 
for  five  minutes  with  redoubled  earnestness,  sagely  observed 
that  "he  had  his  doubts  about  the  matter"  — which  in  process 
of  time  gained  him  the  character  of  a  man  slow  in  belief,  and 
not  easily  imposed  on. 
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The  person  of  this  illustrious  old  gentleman  was  as  regularly 
formed,  and  nobly  proportioned,  as  though  it  had  been  molded 
by  the  hands  of  some  cunning  Dutch  statuary,  as  a  model  of 
majesty  and  lordly  grandeur.  He  was  exactly  five  feet  six 
inches  in  height,  and  six  feet  five  inches  in  circumference.  His 
head  was  a  perfect  sphere,  and  of  such  stupendous  dimensions, 
that  dame  Nature,  with  all  her  sex's  ingenuity,  would  have 
been  puzzled  to  construct  a  neck  capable  of  supporting  it; 
wherefore  she  wisely  declined  the  attempt,  and  settled  it  firmly 
on  the  top  of  his  backbone,  just  between  the  shoulders.  His 
body  was  of  an  oblong  form,  particularly  capacious  at  bottom ; 
which  was  wisely  ordered  by  Providence,  seeing  that  he  was  a 
man  of  sedentary  habits,  and  very  averse  to  the  idle  labor  of 
walking.  His  legs,  though  exceeding  short,  were  sturdy  in  pro- 
portion to  the  weight  they  had  to  sustain ;  so  that  when  erect 
he  had  not  a  little  the  appearance  of  a  robustious  beer  barrel, 
standing  on  skids.  His  face,  that  infallible  index  of  the  mind, 
presented  a  vast  expanse,  perfectly  unfurrowed  or  deformed  by 
any  of  those  lines  and  angles  which  disfigure  the  human  coun- 
tenance with  what  is  termed  expression.  Two  small  gray  eyes 
twinkled  feebly  in  the  midst,  like  two  stars  of  lesser  magni- 
tude in  the  hazy  firmament ;  and  his  full-fed  cheeks,  which 
seemed  to  have  taken  toll  of  everything  that  went  into  his 
mouth,  were  curiously  mottled  and  streaked  with  dusky  red, 
like  a  Spitzenberg  apple. 

His  habits  were  as  regular  as  his  person.  He  daily  took  his 
four  stated  meals,  appropriating  exactly  an  hour  to  each ;  he 
smoked  and  doubted  eight  hours,  and  he  slept  the  remaining 
twelve  of  the  four  and  twenty.  Such  was  the  renowned  Wou- 
ter  Van  Twiller  —  a  true  philosopher,  for  his  mind  was  either 
elevated  above,  or  tranquilly  settled  below,  the  cares  and  per- 
plexities of  this  world.  He  had  lived  in  it  for  years,  without 
feeling  the  least  curiosity  to  know  whether  the  sun  revolved 
round  it,  or  it  round  the  sun  ;  and  he  had  watched,  for  at  least 
half  a  century,  the  smoke  curling  from  his  pipe  to  the  ceiling, 
without  once  troubling  his  head  with  any  of  those  numerous 
theories,  by  which  a  philosopher  would  have  perplexed  his  brain, 
in  accounting  for  its  rising  above  the  surrounding  atmosphere. 

In  his  council  he  presided  with  great  state  and  solemnity. 
He  sat  in  a  huge  chair  of  solid  oak,  hewn  in  the  celebrated 
forest  of  the  Hague,  fabricated  by  an  experienced  timmerman 
of  Amsterdam,  and  curiously  carved  about  the  arms  and  feet, 
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into  exact  imitations  of  gigantic  eagle's  claws.  Instead  of  a 
scepter,  he  swayed  a  long  Turkish  pipe,  wrought  with  jasmin 
and  amber,  which  had  been  presented  to  a  Stadtholder  of  Hol- 
land, at  the  conclusion  of  a  treaty  with  one  of  the  petty  Bar- 
bary  powers.  In  this  stately  chair  would  he  sit,  and  this 
magnificent  pipe  would  he  smoke,  shaking  his  right  knee  with  a 
constant  motion,  and  fixing  his  eye  for  hours  together  upon 
a  little  print  of  Amsterdam,  which  hung  in  a  black  frame 
against  the  opposite  wall  of  the  council  chamber.  Nay,  it  has 
even  been  said  that  when  any  deliberation  of  extraordinary 
length  and  intricacy  was  on  the  carpet,  the  renowned  Wouter 
would  absolutely  shut  his  eyes  for  full  two  hours  at  a  time, 
that  he  might  not  be  disturbed  by  external  objects  —  and  at 
such  times  the  internal  conmiotion  of  his  mind  was  evinced  by 
certain  regular  guttural  sounds,  which  his  admirers  declared 
were  merely  the  noise  of  conflict,  made  by  his  contending 
doubts  and  opinions. 

It  is  with  infinite  difficulty  I  have  been  enabled  to  collect 
these  biographical  anecdotes  of  the  great  man  under  considera- 
tion. The  facts  respecting  him  were  so  scattered  and  vague, 
and  divers  of  them  so  questionable  in  point  of  authenticity, 
that  I  have  had  to  give  up  the  search  after  many,  and  decline 
the  admission  of  still  more,  which  would  have  tended  to  heisrhten 
the  coloring  of  his  portrait. 

I  have  been  the  more  anxious  to  delineate  fully  the  person 
and  habits  of  the  renowned  Van  Twiller,  from  the  considera- 
tion that  he  was  not  only  the  first,  but  also  the  best,  governor 
that  ever  presided  over  this  ancient  and  respectable  province ; 
and  so  tranquil  and  benevolent  was  his  reign  that  I  do  not  find 
throughout  the  whole  of  it  a  single  instance  of  any  offender 
being  brought  to  punishment  —  a  most  indubitable  sign  of  a 
merciful  governor,  and  a  case  unparalleled,  excepting  in  the 
reign  of  the  illustrious  King  Log,  from  whom,  it  is  hinted,  the 
renowned  Van  Twiller  was  a  lineal  descendant. 

The  very  outset  of  the  career  of  this  excellent  magistrate 
was  distinguished  by  an  example  of  legal  acumen,  that  gave 
flattering  presage  of  a  wise  and  equitable  administration.  The 
morning  after  he  had  been  solemnly  installed  in  office,  and  at 
the  moment  that  he  was  making  his  breakfast,  from  a  pro- 
digious earthen  dish,  filled  with  milk  and  Indian  pudding,  he 
was  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  one  Wandle 
Schoonhoven,  a  very  important  old  burgher  of  New  Amster- 
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dam,  who  complained  bitterly  of  one  Barent  Bleecker,  inasmuch 
as  he  fraudulently  refused  to  come  to  a  settlement  of  accounts, 
seeing  that  there  was  a  heavy  balance  in  favor  of  the  said 
Wandle.  Governor  Van  Twiller,  as  I  have  already  observed, 
was  a  man  of  few  words ;  he  was  likewise  a  mortal  enemy 
to  multiplying  writings  —  or  being  disturbed  at  his  breakfast. 
Having  listened  attentively  to  the  statement  of  Wandle  Schoon- 
hoven,  giving  an  occasional  grunt,  as  he  shoveled  a  spoonful 
of  Indian  pudding  into  his  mouth  —  either  as  a  sign  that  he 
relished  the  dish,  or  comprehended  the  story  —  he  called  unto 
him  his  constable,  and  pulling  out  of  his  breeches  pocket  a 
huge  jackknife,  dispatched  it  after  the  defendant  as  a  sum- 
mons, accompanied  by  his  tobacco  box  as  a  warrant. 

This  summary  process  was  as  effectual  in  those  simple  days 
as  was  the  seal  ring  of  the  great  Haroun  Alraschid  among 
the  true  believers.  The  two  parties  being  confronted  before 
him,  each  produced  a  book  of  accounts  written  in  a  language 
and  character  that  would  have  puzzled  any  but  a  High  Dutch 
commentator,  or  a  learned  decipherer  of  Egyptian  obelisks,  to 
understand.  The  sage  Wouter  took  them  one  after  the  other, 
and  having  poised  them  in  his  hands,  and  attentively  counted 
over  the  number  of  leaves,  fell  straightway  into  a  very  great 
doubt,  and  smoked  for  half  an  hour  without  saying  a  word  ;  at 
length,  laying  his  finger  beside  his  nose,  and  shutting  his  eyes 
for  a  moment,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  just  caught  a 
subtle  idea  by  the  tail,  he  slowly  took  his  pipe  from  his  mouth, 
puffed  forth  a  column  of  tobacco  smoke,  and  with  marvelous 
gravity  and  solemnity  pronounced  —  that  having  carefully 
counted  over  the  leaves  and  weighed  the  books,  it  was  found 
that  one  was  just  as  thick  and  as  heavy  as  the  other — therefore 
it  was  the  final  opinion  of  the  court  that  the  accounts  were 
equally  balanced  —  therefore  Wandle  should  give  Barent  a 
receipt,  and  Barent  should  give  Wandle  a  receipt  —  and  the 
constable  should  pay  the  costs. 

This  decision,  being  straightway  made  known,  diffused  gen- 
eral joy  throughout  New  Amsterdam,  for  the  people  imme- 
diately perceived  that  they  had  a  very  wise  and  equitable 
magistrate  to  rule  over  them.  But  its  happiest  effect  was, 
that  not  another  lawsuit  took  place  throughout  the  whole  of 
his  administration  —  and  the  office  of  constable  fell  into  such 
decay,  that  there  was  not  one  of  those  losel  scouts  known  in 
the  province  for  many  years.     I  am  the  more  particular  in 
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dwelling  on  this  transaction,  not  only  because  I  deem  it  one  of 
the  most  sage  and  righteous  judgments  on  record,  and  well 
worthy  the  attention  of  modern  magistrates,  but  because  it 
was  a  miraculous  event  in  the  history  of  the  renowned  Wouter 

—  being  the  only  time  he  was  ever  known  to  come  to  a  decision 
in  the  whole  course  of  his  life. 

In  treating  of  the  early  governors  of  the  province,  I  must 
caution  my  readers  against  confounding  them,  in  point  of 
dignity  and  power,  with  those  worthy  gentlemen  A^ho  are 
whimsically  denominated  governors  in  this  enlightened  repub- 
lic— a  set  of  unhappy  victims  of  popularity,  who  are  in  fact  the 
most  dependent,  henpecked  beings  in  the  community  :  doomed 
to  bear  the  secret  goadings  and  corrections  of  their  own  party, 
and  the  sneers  and  revilings  of  the  whole  world  beside ;  —  set 
up,  like  geese  at  Christmas  holidays,  to  be  pelted  and  shot  at 
by  every  whipster  and  vagabond  in  the  land.  On  the  con- 
trary, the  Dutch  governors  enjoyed  that  uncontrolled  authority 
vested  in  all  commanders  of  distant  colonies  or  territories. 
They  were  in  a  manner  absolute  despots  in  their  little  domains, 
lording  it,  if  so  disposed,  over  both  law  and  gospel,  and  ac- 
countable to  none  but  the  mother  country ;  wdiich  it  is  well 
known  is  astonishingly  deaf  to  all  comj^laints  against  its  gov- 
ernors, provided  they  discharge  the  main  duty  of  their  station 

—  squeezing  out  a  good  revenue.  This  hint  will  be  oi  im- 
portance, to  prevent  my  readers  from  being  seized  with  doubt 
and  incredulity,  -whenever,  in  the  course  of  this  authentic 
history,  they  encounter  tlie  uncommon  circumstance  of  a 
governor  acting  with  independence,  and  in  opposition  to  the 
opinions  of  the  multitude. 

To  assist  the  doubtful  "VVouter  in  the  arduous  business  of 
legislation,  a  board  of  magistrates  was  appointed,  which  pre- 
sided immediately  over  the  police.  This  potent  body  consisted 
of  a  schout  or  bailiff,  with  powders  between  those  of  the  present 
mayor  and  sheriff  —  five  burgermeesters,  who  were  equivalent 
to  aldermen,  and  five  schepens,  who  officiated  as  scrubs,  sub- 
devils,  or  bottle  holders  to  the  burgermeesters,  in  the  same 
manner  as  do  assistant  aldermen  to  their  principals  at  the 
present  day  ;  it  being  their  duty  to  fill  the  pipes  of  the  lordly 
burgermeesters  —  hunt  the  markets  for  delicacies  for  corpora- 
tion dinners,  and  to  discharge  such  other  little  offices  of  kind- 
ness as  were  occasionally  required.     It  was,  moreover,  tacitly 
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understood,  though  not  specifically  enjoined,  that  they  should 
consider  themselves  as  butts  for  the  blunt  wits  of  the  burger- 
nieesters,  and  should  laugh  most  heartily  at  all  their  jokes  ; 
but  this  last  was  a  duty  as  rarely  called  in  action  in  those 
days  as  it  is  at  present,  and  was  shortly  remitted,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  tragical  death  of  a  fat  little  schepen  —  who 
actually  died  of  suffocation,  in  an  unsuccessful  effort  to  force 
a  laugh  at  one  of  the  burgermeester  Van  Zandt's  best 
jokes. 

In  return  for  these  humble  services,  they  were  permitted  to 
say  yes  and  710  at  the  council  board,  and  to  have  that  enviable 
privilege,  the  run  of  the  public  kitchen  —  being  graciously 
permitted  to  eat,  and  drink,  and  smoke,  at  all  snug  junketings 
and  public  gormandizings,  for  which  the  ancient  magistrates 
were  equally  famous  with  their  modern  successors.  The  post 
of  schepen,  therefore,  like  that  of  assistant  alderman,  was 
eagerly  coveted  by  all  your  burghers  of  a  certain  description, 
who  have  a  huge  relish  for  good  feeding,  and  an  humble  ambi- 
tion to  be  great  men  in  a  small  way  —  who  thirst  after  a  little 
brief  authority,  that  shall  render  them  the  terror  of  the  alms- 
house and  the  bridewell  —  that  shall  enable  them  to  lord  it 
over  obsequious  poverty,  vagrant  vice,  outcast  prostitution, 
and  hunger-driven  dishonesty — that  shall  give  to  their  beck 
a  lioundlike  pack  of  catchpoles  and  bumbailiffs  —  tenfold 
greater  rogues  than  the  culprits  they  hunt  down  I  —  M}^  readers 
will  excuse  this  sudden  warmth,  which  I  confess  is  unbecoming 
of  a  grave  historian  —  but  I  have  a  moral  antipathy  to  catch- 
poles,  bumbailiffs,  and  little  great  men. 

The  ancient  magistrates  of  this  city  corresponded  with  those 
of  the  present  time  no  less  in  form,  magnitude,  and  intellect, 
than  in  prerogative  and  privilege.  The  burgomasters,  like  our 
aldermen,  were  generally  chosen  by  weight — and  not  only  the 
weight  of  the  body,  but  likewise  the  weight  of  the  head.  It 
is  a  maxim  practically  observed  in  all  honest,  plain-thinking, 
regular  cities,  that  an  alderman  should  be  fat  —  and  the  wis- 
dom of  this  can  be  proved  to  a  certainty.  That  the  body  is  in 
some  measure  an  image  of  the  mind,  or  rather  that  the  mind  is 
molded  to  the  body,  like  melted  lead  to  the  clay  in  which  it 
is  cast,  has  been  insisted  on  by  many  philosophers,  who  have 
made  human  nature  their  peculiar  study  —  for  as  a  learned 
gentleman  of  our  own  city  observes,  "  there  is  a  constant  rela- 
tion between  the  moral  character  of  all  intelligent  creatures, 
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and  their  physical  constitution  —  between  their  habits  and  the 
structure  of  their  bodies."  Thus  we  see  that  a  lean,  spare, 
dhninutive  body  is  generally  accompanied  by  a  petulant,  rest- 
less, meddling  mind  —  either  tlie  mind  wears  down  the  body, 
by  its  continual  motion  ;  or  else  the  body,  not  affording  the 
mind  sufficient  houseroom,  keeps  it  continually  in  a  state  of 
fretfulness,  tossing  and  worrying  about  from  the  uneasiness 
of  its  situation.  Whereas  your  round,  sleek,  fat,  unwieldy 
periphery  is  ever  attended  by  a  mind  like  itself,  tranquil,  torpid, 
and  at  ease  ;  and  we  may  always  observe  that  your  well-fed, 
robustious  burghers  are  in  general  very  tenacious  of  their  ease 
and  comfort  ;  being  great  enemies  to  noise,  discord,  and  dis- 
turbance—  and  surely  none  are  more  likely  to  study  the  public 
tranquillity  than  those  who  are  so  careful  of  their  own.  Who 
ever  hears  of  fat  men  heading  a  riot,  or  herding  together  in 
turbulent  mobs  ?  —  no  —  no  —  it  is  your  lean,  hungry  men,  who 
are  continually  worrying  society,  and  setting  the  whole  com- 
munity by  the  ears. 

The  divine  Plato,  whose  doctrines  are  not  sufficiently  at- 
tended to  by  philosophers  of  tlie  present  age,  allows  to  every 
man  three  souls  —  one  immortal  and  rational,  seated  in  the  brain, 
that  it  may  overlook  and  regulate  the  body  —  a  second  consist- 
ing of  the  surly  and  irascible  passions,  which,  like  belligerent 
powers,  lie  encamped  around  the  heart  —  a  third  mortal  and 
sensual,  destitute  of  reason,  gross  and  brutal  in  its  propensities, 
and  enchained  in  the  belly,  that  it  may  not  disturb  the  divine 
soul  by  its  ravenous  bowlings.  Now,  according  to  this  excel- 
lent theory,  what  can  be  more  clear  than  that  your  fat  alderman 
is  most  likely  to  have  the  most  regular  and  well-conditioned 
mind.  His  head  is  like  a  huge  spherical  chamber,  containing 
a  prodigious  mass  of  soft  brains,  whereon  the  rational  soul  lies 
softly  and  snugly  couched,  as  on  a  feather  bed ;  and  the  eyes, 
which  are  the  windows  of  the  bedchamber,  are  usually  half 
closed,  that  its  slumberings  may  not  be  disturbed  by  external 
objects.  A  mind  thus  comfortably  lodged,  and  protected  from 
disturbance,  is  manifestly  most  likely  to  perform  its  functions 
with  regularity  and  ease.  By  dint  of  good  feeding,  moreover, 
the  mortal  and  malignant  soul,  which  is  confined  in  the  belly, 
and  which,  by  its  raging  and  roaring,  puts  the  irrital)le  soid  in 
the  neighborhood  of  the  heart  in  an  intolerable  passion,  and 
thus  renders  men  crusty  and  quarrelsome  when  hungry,  is  com- 
pletely pacified,  silenced,  and  put  to  rest — whereupon  a  liost  of 
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honest  good-fellow  qualities  and  kind-hearted  affections,  which 
had  lain  perdue,  slyly  peeping  out  of  the  loopholes  of  the 
heart,  finding  this  Cerberus  asleep,  do  pluck  up  their  spirits, 
turn  out  one  and  all  in  their  holiday  suits,  and  gambol  up  and 
down  the  diaphragm  —  disposing  their  possessor  to  laughter, 
good  humor,  and  a  thousand  friendly  offices  towards  his  fellovr- 
mortals. 

As  a  board  of  magistrates,  formed  on  this  model,  think  but 
very  little,  they  are  less  likely  to  differ  and  wrangle  about 
favorite  opinions  —  and  as  they  generally  transact  business  upon 
a  hearty  dinner,  they  are  naturally  disposed  to  be  lenient  and 
indulgent  in  the  administration  of  their  duties.  Charlemagne 
was  conscious  of  this,  and,  therefore  (a  pitiful  measure,  for 
which  I  can  never  forgive  him)  ordered  in  his  cartularies  that 
no  judge  should  hold  a  court  of  justice,  except  in  the  morning, 
on  an  empty  stomach  —  a  rule  which,  I  warrant,  bore  hard 
upon  all  the  poor  culprits  in  his  kingdom.  The  more  enlight- 
ened and  humane  generation  of  the  present  day  have  taken  an 
opposite  course,  and  have  so  managed  that  the  aldermen  are 
the  bost-fed  men  in  the  community  ;  feasting  lustily  on  the  fat 
things  of  the  land,  and  gorging  so  heartily  oysters  and  turtles, 
that  in  process  of  time  they  acquire  the  activity  of  the  one,  and 
the  form,  the  waddle,  and  the  green  fat  of  the  other.  The 
consequence  is,  as  I  have  just  said,  these  luxurious  feastings  do 
produce  such  a  dulcet  equanimity  and  repose  of  the  soul,  rational 
and  irrational,  that  their  transactions  are  proverbial  for  unvary- 
ing monotony— and  the  profound  laws  which  they  enact  in 
their  dozing  moments,  amid  the  labors  of  digestion,  are  quietly 
suffered  to  remain  as  dead  letters,  and  never  enforced,  when 
awake.  In  a  word,  your  fair,  round-bellied  burgomaster,  like  a 
full-fed  mastiff",  dozes  quietly  at  the  house  door,  always  at  home, 
and  always  at  hand  to  watch  over  its  safety —  but  as  to  electing 
a  lean,  meddling  candidate  to  the  office,  as  has  now  and  then 
been  done,  I  would  as  lief  put  a  greyhound  to  watch  the  house,  or 
a  race  horse  to  drag  an  ox  wagon. 

The  burgomasters  then,  as  I  have  already  mentioned,  were 
wisely  chosen  by  weight,  and  the  schepens,  or  assistant  alder- 
men, were  appointed  to  attend  upon  them,  and  help  them  eat ; 
but  the  latter,  in  the  course  of  time,  when  they  had  been  fed 
and  fattened  into  sufficient  bulk  of  body  and  drowsiness  of 
brain,  became  very  eligible  candidates  for  the  burgomasters' 
chairs,  having  fairly  eaten  themselves  into  office,  as  a  mouse  eats 
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his  way  into  a  comfortable  lodgment  in  a  goodly,  blue-nosed, 
skimmed-milk,  New  England  cheese. 

Nothing  could  equal  the  profound  deliberations  that  took 
place  between  the  renowned  Wouter  and  these  his  worthy 
compeers,  unless  it  be  the  sage  divans  of  some  of  our  modern 
corporations.  They  would  sit  for  hours  smoking  and  dozing 
over  public  affairs,  without  speaking  a  word  to  interrupt  tluit 
perfect  stillness  so  necessary  to  deep  reflection.  Under  the 
sober  sway  of  AVouter  Van  Twiller,  and  these  his  worthy  coad- 
jutors, the  infant  settlement  waxed  vigorous  apace,  gradually 
emerging  from  the  swamps  and  forests,  and  exhibiting  that 
mingled  appearance  of  town  and  country  customary  in  new 
cities,  and  which  at  this  day  may  be  witnessed  in  the  city  of 
Washington — that  immenss  metropolis,  which  makes  so  glori- 
ous an  appearance  on  paper. 

It  was  a  pleasing  sight,  in  those  times,  to  beliold  the  honest 
burgher,  like  a  patriarch  of  yore,  seated  on  the  bench  at  the 
door  of  his  whitewashed  house,  under  the  shade  of  some  gigantic 
sycamore  or  overhanging  willow.  Here  would  he  smoke  his 
pipe  of  a  sultry  afternoon,  enjoying  the  soft  southern  breeze, 
and  listening  with  silent  gratulation  to  the  clucking  of  his  hens, 
the  cackling  of  his  geese,  and  the  sonorous  grunting  of  his 
swine ;  that  combination  of  farmyard  melody  which  may  truly 
be  said  to  have  a  silver  sound,  inasmuch  as  it  conveys  a  certain 
assurance  of  profitable  marketing. 

The  modern  spectator,  who  wanders  through  the  streets  of 
this  populous  city,  can  scarcely  form  an  idea  of  the  different 
appearance  they  presented  in  the  primitive  days  of  the  Doubter. 
The  busy  hum  of  multitudes,  the  shouts  of  revelry,  the  rum- 
bling equipages  of  fashion,  the  rattling  of  accursed  carts,  and 
all  the  spirit-grieving  sounds  of  brawling  commerce,  were  un- 
known in  the  settlement  of  New  Amsterdam.  The  grass  grew 
quietly  in  the  highways  —  the  bleating  sheep  and  frolicsome 
calves  sported  about  the  verdant  ridge  where  now  the  Broad- 
way loungers  take  their  morning  stroll  —  the  cunning  fox  or 
ravenous  wolf  skulked  in  the  woods  where  now  are  to  be  seen 
the  dens  of  Gomez  and  his  righteous  fraternity  of  money 
brokers  —  and  flocks  of  vociferous  geese  cackled  about  the 
fields  where  now  the  great  Tammany  wigwam  and  the  patriotic 
tavern  of  Martling  echo  with  tlie  wranglings  of  the  mob. 

In  these  good  times  did  a  true  and  enviable  equality  of  rank 
and  property  prevail,  equally  removed  from   the  arrogance  of 
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wealth,  and  the  servility  and  heartburnings  of  repining  poverty 
—  and  what  in  my  mind  is  still  more  conducive  to  tranquil- 
lity and  harmony  among  friends,  a  happy  equality  of  intellect 
was  likewise  to  be  seen.  The  minds  of  the  good  burghers  of 
New  Amsterdam  seemed  all  to  have  been  cast  in  one  mold,  and 
to  be  those  honest,  blunt  minds  which,  like  certain  manufac- 
tures, are  made  by  the  gross,  and  considered  as  exceedingly 
good  for  common  use. 

Thus  it  happens  that  your  true  dull  minds  are  generally 
preferred  for  public  employ,  and  especially  promoted  to  city 
honors,  —  your  keen  intellects,  like  razors,  being  considered  too 
sharp  for  common  service.  I  knov/  that  it  is  common  to  rail  at 
the  unequal  distribution  of  riches,  as  the  great  source  of  jeal- 
ousies, broils,  and  heartbreakings ;  v/hereas,  for  my  part,  I 
verily  believe  it  is  the  sad  inequality  of  intellect  that  prevails, 
that  embroils  communities  more  than  anything  else  ;  and  I 
have  remarked  that  your  knowing  people,  who  are  so  much 
wiser  than  anybody  else,  are  eternally  keeping  society  in  a  fer- 
ment. Happily  for  New  Amsterdam,  nothing  of  the  kind  was 
known  within  its  walls  —  the  very  words  of  learning,  education, 
taste,  and  talents  were  unheard  of  —  a  bright  genius  was  an 
animal  unknown,  and  a  bluestocking  lady  would  have  been 
regarded  with  as  much  wonder  as  a  horned  frog  or  a  fiery 
cli-agon.  No  man,  in  fact,  seemed  to  knoAV  more  than  his  neigh- 
bor, nor  any  man  to  know  more  than  an  honest  man  ought  to 
know,  who  has  nobody's  business  to  mind  but  his  own  ;  the 
parson  and  the  council  clerk  were  the  only  men  that  could  read 
in  the  community,  and  the  sage  Van  T wilier  always  signed  his 
name  with  a  cross. 

Thrice  happj'  and  ever  to  be  envied  little  burgh  !  existing 
in  all  the  security  of  harmless  insignificance  —  unnoticed  and 
unenvied  by  the  world,  without  ambition,  without  vainglory, 
without  riches,  without  learning,  and  all  their  train  of  carking 
cares  —  and  as  of  yore,  in  the  better  daj's  of  man,  the  deities 
were  wont  to  visit  him  on  earth  and  bless  his  rural  habitations, 
so  we  are  told,  in  the  sylvan  days  of  New  Amsterdam,  the  good 
St.  Nicholas  would  often  make  his  appearance  in  his  beloved 
city,  of  a  holiday  afternoon,  riding  jollily  among  the  tree  tops, 
or  over  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  now  and  then  drawing  forth 
magnificent  presents  from  his  breeches  pockets,  and  dropping 
them  down  the  chimneys  of  his  favorites.  Whereas  in  these 
degenerate  days  of  iron  and  brass,  he  never  shows  us  the  light 
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of  his  countenance,  nor  ever  visits  us,  save  one  night  in  the 
year  ;  when  he  rattles  down  the  chimneys  of  the  descendants  of 
the  patriarchs,  confining  liis  presents  merely  to  the  children,  in 
token  of  the  degeneracy  of  the  parents. 

Such  are  the  comfortable  and  thriving  effects  of  a  fat  gov- 
ernment. The  province  of  the  New  Netherlands,  destitute  of 
wealth,  possessed  a  sweet  tranquillity  that  Avealth  could  never 
purchase.  There  Avere  neither  public  commotions,  nor  private 
quarrels  ;  neither  parties,  nor  sects,  nor  schisms  ;  neither  per- 
secutions, nor  trials,  nor  punishments  ;  nor  were  there  counsel- 
ors, attorneys,  catchpoles,  or  hangmen.  Every  man  attended 
to  what  little  business  he  was  lucky  enough  to  have,  or  neg- 
lected it  if  he  pleased,  without  asking  the  opinion  of  his  neigh- 
bor. In  those  days,  nobody  meddled  with  concerns  above  his 
comprehension,  nor  thrust  his  nose  into  other  people's  affairs  ; 
nor  neglected  to  correct  his  own  conduct,  and  reform  his  own 
character,  in  his  zeal  to  pull  to  pieces  the  characters  of  others 

—  but  in  a  word,  every  respectable  citizen  ate  when  he  was  not 
luingry,  drank  when  he  was  not  thirsty,  and  went  regularly  to 
bed  when  the  sun  set,  and  the  fowls  went  to  roost,  whether 
he  were  sleepy  or  not ;  all  which  tended  so  remarkably  to  the 
population  of  the  settlement,  that  I  am  told  every  dutiful  wife 
throughout  New  Amsterdam  made  a  point  of  enriching  her 
husband  with  at  least  one  child  a  year,  and  very  often  a  brace 

—  this  superabundance  of  good  things  clearly  constituting  the 
true  luxury  of  life,  according  to  the  favorite  Dutch  maxim, 
that  "more  than  enough  constitutes  a  feast."  Everything, 
therefore,  Avent  on  exactly  as  it  should  do  ;  and  in  the  usual 
words  employed  by  historians  to  express  the  welfare  of  a  coun- 
try, "  the  profoundest  tranquillity  and  repose  reigned  throughout 
the  province." 

Manifold  are  the  tastes  and  dispositions  of  the  enlightened 
literati,  who  turn  over  the  pages  of  history.  Some  there  be 
whose  hearts  are  brimful  of  the  yeast  of  courage,  and  Avhose 
bosoms  do  work,  and  swell  and  foam,  with  untried  valor,  like 
a  barrel  of  new  cider,  or  a  trainband  captain,  fresh  from  under 
the  hands  of  his  tailor.  This  doughty  class  of  readers  can 
be  satisfied  with  nothing  but  bloody  battles  and  liorrible  en- 
counters ;  they  must  bo  continually  storming  forts,  sacking 
cities,  springing  mines,  marching  up  to  the  muzzles  of  cannon, 
■charging  bayonet  through  every  page,  and  reveling   in   gun- 
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powder  and  carnage.  Others,  who  are  of  a  less  martial  but 
equally  ardent  imagination,  and  who,  withal,  are  a  little  given 
to  the  marvelous,  will  dwell  with  wondrous  satisfaction  on 
descriptions  of  prodigies,  unheard-of  events,  hairbreadth  es- 
capes, hardy  adventures,  and  all  those  astonishing  narrations 
that  just  amble  along  the  boundary  line  of  possibility.  A  third 
class,  who,  .not  to  speak  slightly  of  them,  are  of  a  lighter  turn, 
and  skim  over  the  records  of  past  times,  as  they  do  over  the 
edifying  pages  of  a  novel,  merely  for  relaxation  and  inno- 
cent amusement,  do  singularly  delight  in  treasons,  executions, 
Sabine  rapes,  Tarquin  outrages,  conflagrations,  murders,  and 
all  the  other  catalogue  of  hideous  crimes  that,  like  cayenne  in 
cookery,  do  give  a  pungency  and  flavor  to  the  dull  detail  of 
history  —  while  a  fourth  class,  of  more  philosophic  habits,  do 
diligently  pore  over  the  musty  chronicles  of  time,  to  investigate 
the  operations  of  the  human  kind,  and  watch  the  gradual 
changes  in  men  and  manners  effected  by  the  progress  of  knowl- 
edge, the  vicissitudes  of  events,  or  the  influence  of  situation. 

If  the  three  first  classes  find  but  little  wherewithal  to  solace 
themselves  in  the  tranquil  reign  of  Wouter  Van  Twiller,  I 
entreat  them  to  exert  their  patience  for  a  while,  and  bear  with 
the  tedious  picture  of  happiness,  prosperity,  and  peace,  which 
my  duty  as  a  faithful  historian  obliges  me  to  draw  ;  and  I 
promise  them  that  as  soon  as  I  can  possibly  light  upon  any- 
thing horrible,  uncommon,  or  impossible,  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I 
will  make  it  afford  them  entertainment.  This  being  promised, 
I  turn  with  great  complacency  to  the  fourth  class  of  my  read- 
ers, who  are  men,  or,  if  possible,  women,  after  my  own  heart  : 
grave,  philosophical,  and  investigating  ;  fond  of  analj'zing 
characters,  of  taking  a  start  from  first  causes,  and  so  hunting  a 
nation  down,  through  all  the  mazes  of  innovation  and  improve- 
ment. Such  will  naturally  be  anxious  to  witness  the  first 
development  of  the  newly  hatched  colony,  and  the  primitive 
manners  and  customs  prevalent  among  its  inhabitants,  during 
the  halcyon  reign  of  Van  Twiller,  or  the  Doubter. 

I  will  not  grieve  their  patience,  however,  by  describing 
minutely  the  increase  and  improvement  of  New  Amsterdam. 
Their  own  imaginations  will  doubtless  present  to  them  the 
good  burghers,  like  so  many  painstaking  and  persevering 
beavers,  slowly  and  surely  pursuing  their  labors  —  they  will 
behold  the  prosperous  transformation  from  the  rude  log  hut 
to  the  stately  Dutch  mansion,  with  brick  front,  glazed  win- 
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dows,  and  tiled  roof,  from  the  tangled  thicket  to  the  luxuriant 
cabbage  garden,  and  from  the  skulking  Indian  to  the  ponder- 
ous burgomaster.  In  a  word,  they  will  picture  to  themselves 
the  steady,  silent,  and  undeviating  march  to  prosperity,  inci- 
dent to  a  city  destitute  of  pride  or  ambition,  cherished  by  a  fat 
government,  and  whose  citizens  do  nothing  in  a  hurry. 

The  sage  council,  as  has  been  mentioned  in  a  preceding 
chapter,  not  being  able  to  determine  upon  any  plan  for  the 
building  of  their  city  —  the  cows,  in  a  laudable  fit  of  patriotism, 
took  it  under  tlieir  peculiar  charge,  and  as  they  went  to  and 
from  pasture,  established  paths  through  the  bushes,  on  each 
side  of  which  the  good  folks  built  their  houses ;  which  is  one 
cause  of  the  rambling  and  picturesque  turns  and  labyrinths 
which  distinguish  certain  streets  of  New  York  at  this  very  day. 

The  houses  of  the  higher  class  were  generally  constructed 
of  wood,  excepting  the  gable  end,  which  was  of  small  black  and 
yellow  Dutch  bricks,  and  always  faced  on  the  street,  as  our 
ancestors,  like  their  descendants,  were  very  much  given  to  out- 
ward show,  and  were  noted  for  putting  the  best  leg  foremost. 
The  house  was  always  furnished  with  abundance  of  large  door^ 
and  small  windows  on  every  floor  ;  the  date  of  its  erection  was 
curiously  designated  by  iron  figures  on  the  front ;  and  on  the 
top  of  the  roof  was  perched  a  fierce  little  weathercock,  to  let 
the  family  into  the  important  secret  which  way  the  wind  l)lcw. 
These,  like  the  weathercocks  on  the  tops  of  our  steeples,  pointed 
so  many  different  ways,  that  every  man  could  have  a  wind  to 
his  mind; — the  most  stanch  and  loyal  citizens,  however,  al- 
ways went  according  to  the  weathercock  on  the  top  of  the  gov- 
ernor's house,  which  was  certainly  the  most  correct,  as  he  had 
a  trusty  servant  employed  every  morning  to  climb  up  and  set 
it  to  the  right  quarter. 

In  those  good  days  of  simplicity  and  sunshine,  a  passion  for 
cleanliness  was  the  leading  principle  in  domestic  economy,  and 
the  universal  test  of  an  able  housewife  —  a  character  which 
formed  the  utmost  ambition  of  our  unenlightened  grandmothers. 
The  front  door  was  never  opened  except  on  marriages,  funerals, 
new-year's  days,  the  festival  of  St.  Nicholas,  or  some  such  great 
occasion.  It  was  ornamented  with  a  gorgeous  brass  knocker, 
curiously  wrought,  sometimes  in  the  device  of  a  dog,  and  some- 
times of  a  lion's  head,  and  was  daily  burnished  with  such  reli- 
gious zeal,  that  it  was  ofttimes  worn  out  by  the  very  precautions 
taken  for  its  preservation.     The  whole  house  was  constantly  in 
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a  state  of  inundation,  under  the  discipline  of  mops  and  brooms 
and  scrubbing  brushes ;  and  the  good  housewives  of  those  days 
were  a  kind  of  amphibious  animal,  delighting  exceedingly  to 
be  dabbling  in  water  —  insomuch  that  a  historian  of  the  day 
gravely  tells  us  that  many  of  his  townswomen  grew  to  have 
webbed  fingers  like  unto  a  duck ;  and  some  of  them,  he  had 
little  doubt,  could  the  matter  be  examined  into,  would  be  found 
to  have  the  tails  of  mermaids  —  but  this  I  look  upon  to  be  a  mere 
sport  of  fancy,  or  what  is  worse,  a  willful  misrepresentation. 

The  grand  parlor  was  the  sanctum  sanctorum,  where  the 
passion  for  cleaning  was  indulged  without  control.  In  this 
sacred  apartment  no  one  was  permitted  to  enter,  excepting  the 
mistress  and  her  confidential  maid,  who  visited  it  once  a  week, 
for  the  purpose  of  giving  it  a  thorough  cleaning,  and  putting 
things  to  rights  —  always  taking  the  precaution  of  leaving  their 
shoes  at  the  door,  and  entering  devoutly  in  their  stocking  feet. 
After  scrubbing  the  floor,  sprinkling  it  with  fine  white  sand, 
which  was  curiously  stroked  into  angles,  and  curves,  and  rhom- 
boids, with  a  broom  —  after  washing  the  windows,  rubbing  and 
polishing  the  furniture,  and  putting  a  new  bunch  of  evergreens 
in  the  fireplace  —  the  window  shutters  were  again  closed  to 
keep  out  the  flies,  and  the  room  carefully  locked  up  until  the 
revolution  of  time  brought  round  the  weekly  cleaning  day. 

As  to  the  family,  they  always  entered  in  at  the  gate,  and 
most  generally  lived  in  the  kitchen.  To  have  seen  a  numerous 
household  assembled  around  the  fire,  one  would  have  imagined 
that  he  was  transported  back  to  those  happy  days  of  primeval 
simplicity,  which  float  before  our  imaginations  like  golden 
visions.  The  fireplaces  were  of  a  truly  patriarchal  magnitude, 
where  the  whole  family,  old  and  young,  master  and  servant, 
black  and  white,  nay,  even  the  very  cat  and  dog,  enjoyed  a 
community  of  privilege,  and  had  each  a  right  to  a  corner. 
Here  the  old  burgher  would  sit  in  perfect  silence,  pufSng  his 
pipe,  looking  in  the  fire  with  half-shut  eyes,  and  thinking  of 
nothing  for  hours  together  ;  the  goede  vrouw  on  the  opposite 
side  would  employ  herself  diligently  in  spinning  yarn  or  knit- 
ting stockings.  The  young  folks  would  crowd  around  the 
hearth,  listening  with  breathless  attention  to  some  old  crone  of 
a  negro,  who  was  the  oracle  of  the  family,  and  who,  perched 
like  a  raven  in  a  corner  of  the  chimney,  would  croak  forth  for 
a  long  winter  afternoon  a  string  of  incredible  stories  about 
New  England   witches  —  grisly  ghosts,  horses  without  heads 
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—  and  hairbreadth  escapes  and  bloody  encounters  among  the 
Indians. 

In  those  happy  days  a  well-regulated  family  always  rose 
with  the  dawn,  dined  at  eleven,  and  went  to  bed  at  sundown. 
Dinner  was  invariably  a  private  meal,  and  the  fat  old  burghers 
showed  incontestable  symptoms  of  disapprobation  and  uneasi- 
ness at  being  surprised  by  a  visit  from  a  neighbor  on  such  occa- 
sions. But  though  cur  worthy  ancestors  were  thus  singularly 
averse  to  giving  dinners,  yet  the)''  kept  up  the  social  bands  of 
intimacy  by  occasional  banquetings,  called  tea  parties. 

These  fashionable  parties  were  generally  confined  to  the 
higher  classes,  or  noblesse,  that  is  to  say,  such  as  kept  their 
own  cows,  and  drove  their  own  wagons.  The  company  com- 
monly assembled  at  three  o'clock,  and  went  away  about  six, 
unless  it  was  in  winter  time,  when  the  fashionable  hours  were 
a  little  earlier,  that  the  ladies  might  get  home  before  dark. 
The  tea  table  was  crowned  with  a  huge  earthen  dish,  well 
stored  with  slices  of  fat  pork,  fried  brown,  cut  up  into  morsels, 
and  swimming  in  gravy.  The  company  being  seated  around 
the  genial  board,  and  each  furnished  with  a  fork,  evinced  their 
dexterity  in  launching  at  the  fattest  pieces  in  this  mighty  dish 

—  in  much  the  same  manner  as  sailors  harpoon  porpoises  at 
sea,  or  our  Indians  spear  salmon  in  the  lakes.  Sometimes  the 
table  was  graced  with  immense  apple  pies,  or  saucers  full  of 
preserved  peaches  and  pears  ;  but  it  wa,s  always  sure  to  boast 
an  enormous  dish  of  balls  of  sweetened  dough,  fried  in  hog's 
fat,  and  called  doughnuts,  or  olykoeks — a  delicious  kind  of 
cake,  at  present  scarce  known  in  this  city,  excepting  in  genuine 
Dutch  families. 

The  tea  was  served  out  of  a  majestic  delft  teapot,  orna- 
mented with  paintings  of  fat  little  Dutch  shepherds  and  shep- 
herdesses tending  pigs  —  with  boats  sailing  in  the  air,  and 
houses  built  in  the  clouds,  and  sundry  other  ingenious  Dutch 
fantasies.  The  beaux  distinguished  themselves  by  their  adroit- 
ness in  replenishing  this  pot  from  a  huge  copper  teakettle, 
which  would  have  made  the  pygmy  macaronies  of  these  degen- 
erate days  sweat  merely  to  look  at  it.  To  sweeten  the  beverage, 
a  lump  of  sugar  was  laid  beside  each  cup  —  and  the  company 
alternately  nibbled  and  sipped  with  great  decorum,  until  an 
improvement  was  introduced  by  a  shrewd  and  economic  old 
lady,  which  was  to  suspend  a  large  lump  directly  over  the  tea 
table,  by  a  string  from  the  ceiling,  so  that  it  could  be  swung 
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from  mouth  to  mouth — an  ingenious  expedient  which  is  still 
kept  up  by  some  families  in  Albany  ;  but  Avhich  prevails  with- 
out exception  in  Communipaw,  Bergen,  Flatbush,  and  all  our 
uncontarainated  Dutch  villages. 

At  these  primitive  tea  parties  the  utmost  propriety  and  dig- 
nity of  deportment  prevailed.  No  flirting  nor  coquetting  —  no 
gambling  of  old  ladies,  nor  hoyden  chattering  and  romping  of 
young  ones  —  no  self-satisfied  struttings  of  wealthy  gentlemen, 
witli  their  brains  in  their  pockets  —  nor  amusing  conceits,  and 
monkey  divertisements,  of  smart  young  gentlemen  with  no 
brains  at  all.  On  the  contrary,  the  young  ladies  seated  them- 
selves demurely  in  their  rush-bottomed  chairs,  and  knit  their 
own  woolen  stockings  :  nor  ever  opened  their  lips,  excepting  to 
say,  yah  3Ipiheer,  or  yah  yah  Vrouio,  to  any  question  that  was 
asked  them  ;  behaving,  in  all  things,  like  decent,  well-educated 
damsels.  As  to  the  gentlemen,  each  of  them  tranquilly  smoked 
his  pipe,  and  seemed  lost  in  contemplation  of  the  blue  and 
white  tiles  with  which  the  fireplaces  were  decorated  ;  wherein 
sundry  passages  of  Scripture  were  piously  portrayed  —  Tobit 
and  his  dog  figured  to  great  advantage  ;  Haman  swung  con- 
spicuously on  his  gibbet  ;  and  Jonah  appeared  most  manfully 
bouncing  out  of  the  whale,  like  Harlequin  through  a  barrel  of  fire. 

The  parties  broke  up  without  noise  and  without  confusion. 
They  were  carried  home  by  their  own  carriages,  that  is  to  say, 
by  the  vehicles  Nature  had  provided  them,  excepting  such  of 
the  wealthy  as  could  afford  to  keep  a  wagon.  The  gentlemen 
gallantly  attended  their  fair  ones  to  their  respective  abodes, 
and  took  leave  of  them  with  a  hearty  smack  at  the  door  ; 
which,  as  it  was  an  established  piece  of  etiquette,  done  in  per- 
fect simplicity  and  honesty  of  heart,  occasioned  no  scandal  at 
that  time,  nor  should  it  at  the  present  —  if  our  great-grand- 
fathers approved  of  the  custom,  it  would  argue  a  great  want  of 
reverence  in  their  descendants  to  say  a  word  against  it. 


-<>o>&;oo- 
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By  henry  W.  LONGFELLOW, 

[Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  :  An  American  poet;  born  at  Portland, 
Me.,  February  27,  1807.  He  graduated  from  Bowdoin  College  at  eighteen,  hav- 
ing Nathaniel  Hawthorne  and  Franklin  Pierce  as  clas.smates.    Appointed  shortly 
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after  to  the  professorship  of  modern  languages  there,  he  spent  two  years  in 
European  travel  to  fit  himself  before  assuming  it.  In  1836  he  became  professor 
of  modern  languages  and  literature  at  Harvard,  and  held  the  chair  for  eighteen 
years.  He  died  at  his  home  in  Cambridge,  Mass.,  March  24,  1882.  His  chief 
volumes  of  poetry  are:  "Voices  of  the  Night"  (1839),  "Ballads,"  "Spanish 
Student,"  "Evangeline,"  "The  Golden  Legend,"  "The  Song  of  Hiawatha," 
"The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish,"  "  Tales  of  a  Waysids  Inn."  He  also  wrote 
in  prose  :  "  Outre-Mer,"  and  the  novels  "  Hyperion  "  and  "  Kavanagh."] 

This  is  the   forest   primeval.     The   murmuring   pines   and  the 
hemlocks, 
Bearded  with  moss,  and  in  garments  green,  indistinct  in  the  twilight, 
Stand  like  Druids  of  eld,  with  voices  sad  and  prophetic, 
Stand  like  harpers  hoar,  with  beards  that  rest  on  their  bosoms. 
Loud  from  its  rocky  ca,vern,  the  deep-voiced  neighboring  ocean 
Speaks,  and  in  accents  disconsolate  answers  the  wail  of  the  forest. 

This  is  the  forest  primeval ;  but  where  are  the  hearts  that  beneath  it 
Leaped  like  the  roe,  when  he  hears  in  the  woodland  the  voice  of  the 

huntsman  ? 
Where  is  the  thatch-roofed  village,  the  home  of  Acadian  farmers,  — 
Men  whose  lives  glided  on  like  rivers  that  water  the  woodlands. 
Darkened  by  shadows  of  earth,  but  reflecting  an  image  of  heaven  ? 
Waste  are  those  pleasant  farms,  and  the  farmers  forever  departed ! 
Scattered  like  dust  and  leaves,  when  the  mighty  blasts  of  October 
Seize  them,  and  whirl  them  aloft,  and  sprinkle  them  far  o'er  the 

ocean. 
!N'aught  but  tradition  remains  of  the  beautiful  village  of  Grand-Pre. 

Ye  who  believe  in  affection  that  hopes,  and  endures,  and  is  patient^ 
Ye  who  believe  in  the  beauty  and  strength  of  woman's  devotion, 
List  to  the  mournful  tradition  still  sung  by  the  pines  of  the  forest ; 
List  to  a  Tale  of  Love  in  Acadie,  home  of  the  happy. 

In  the  Acadian  land,  on  the  shores  of  the  Basin  of  Minas, 
Distant,  secluded,  still,  the  little  village  of  Grand-Pre 
Tjay  in  the  fruitful  valley.     Vast  meadows  stretched  to  the  eastward, 
(living  the  village  its  name,  and  pasture  to  flocks  without  number. 
Dikes,  that  the  hands  of  the  farmers  had  raised  with  labor  incessant, 
Sliut  out  the  turbulent  tides ;  but  at  stated  seasons  the  flood  gates 
Opened,  and  welcomed  the  sea  to  vv'ander  at  will  o'er  the  meadows. 
West  and  south  there  were  fields  of  flax,  and  orchards  and  cornfields 
Spreading  afar  and  unfenced  o'er  the  plain;  and  away  to  the  north- 
ward 
Blomidon  rose,  and  the  forest  old,  and  aloft  on  the  mountains 
Sea  fogs  pitched  their  tents,  and  mists  from  the  mighty  Atlantic 
Looked  on  the  happy  valley,  but  ne'er  from  their  station  descended. 
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There,  in  the  midst  of  its  farms,  reposed  the  Acadian  village. 
Strongly  built  were  the  liouses,  with  frames  of  oak  and  of  hemlock, 
Such  as  the  peasants  of  Normandy  built  in  the  reign  of  the  Henrys. 
Thatched  were  the  roofs,  with  dormer  windows ;  and  gables  projecting 
Over  the  basement  below  protected  and  shaded  the  doorway. 
There  in  the  tranquil  evenings  of  summer,  when  brightly  the  sunset 
Lighted  the  village  street  and  gilded  the  vanes  on  the  chimneys, 
Matrons  and  maidens  sat  in  snow-white  caps  and  in  kirtles 
Scarlet  and  blue  and  green,  with  distaffs  spinning  the  golden 
Flax  for  the  gossiping  looms,  whose  noisy  shuttles  within  doors 
Mingled  their  sound  with  the  whir  of  the  wheels  and  the  songs  of 

the  maidens. 
Solemnly  down  the  street  came  the  parish  priest,  and  the  children 
Paused  in  their  play  to  kiss  the  hand  he  extended  to  bless  them. 
Keverend  walked  he  among  them;  and  up  rose  matrons  and  maidens, 
Hailing  his  slow  approach  with  words  of  affectionate  welcome. 
Then  came  the  laborers  home  from  the  field,  and  serenely  the  sun 

sank 
Down  to  his  rest,  and  twilight  prevailed.     Anon  from  the  belfry 
Softly  the  Angelus  sounded,  and  over  the  roofs  of  the  village 
Columns  of  pale  blue  smoke,  like  clouds  of  incense  ascending, 
Rose  from  a  hundred  hearths,  the  homes  of  peace  and  contentment. 
Thus  dwelt  toge'her  in  love  these  simple  Acadian  farmers,  — 
Dwelt  in  the  love  of  God  and  of  man.     Alike  they  were  free  from 
Fear,  that  reigns  with  the  tyrant,  and  envy,  the  vice  of  republics. 
Neither  locks  had  they  to  their  doors,  nor  bars  to  their  windows ; 
But  their  dwellings  were  open  as  day  and  the  hearts  of  the  owners; 
There  the  richest  was  poor,  and  the  poorest  lived  in  abundance. 

Somewhat  apart  from  the  village,  and  nearer  the  Basin  of  Minas, 
Benedict  Bellefoutaine,  the  wealthiest  farmer  of  Grand-Pre, 
Dwelt  on  his  goodly  acres ;  and  with  him,  directing  his  household, 
Genlle  Evangeline  lived,  his  child,  and  the  pride  of  the  village. 
Stalworth  and  stately  in  form  was  the  man  of  seventy  winters ; 
Hearty  and  hale  was  he,  an  oak  that  is  covered  with  snowflakes ; 
White  as  the  snow  were  his  locks,  and  his  cheeks  as  broAvn  as  the 

oak  leaves. 
Fair  was  she  to  behold,  that  maiden  of  seventeen  summers. 
Black  were  her  eyes  as  the  berry  that  grows  on  the  thorn  by  the 

wayside, 
Black,  yet  how  softly  they  gleamed  beneath  the  brown  shade  of  her 

tresses ! 
Sweet  was  her  breath  as  the  breath  of  the  kine  that  feed  in  the 

meadows, 
When  in  the  harvest  heat  she  bore  to  the  reapers  at  noontide 
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Flagons  of  home-brewed  ale,  ah !  fair  in  sooth  was  the  maiden. 
Fairer  was  she  when,  on  Sunday  morn,  while  the  bell  from  its  turret 
Sprinkled  with  holy  sounds  the  air,  as  the  priest  with  his  hyssop 
Sprinkles  the  congregation  and  scatters  blessings  upon  them, 
Down  the  long  street  she  passed  with  her  chaplets  of  beads  and  her 

missal, 
Wearing  her  Norman  cap,  and  her  kirtle  of  blue,  and  the  earrings. 
Brought  in  the  olden  time  from  France,  and  since,  as  an  heirloom, 
Handed  down  from  mother  to  child,  through  long  generations. 
But  a  celestial  brightness  —  a  more  ethereal  beauty  — 
Shone  on  her  face  and  encircled  her  form,  when,  after  confession. 
Homeward  serenely  she  walked  with  God's  benediction  upon  her. 
When  she  had  passed,  it  seemed  like  the  ceasing  of  exquisite  music. 

Firmly  built  with  rafters  of  oak,  the  house  of  the  farmer 
Stood  on  the  side  of  a  hill  commanding  the  sea ;  and  a  shady 
Sycamore  grew  by  the  door,  with  a  woodbine  wreathing  around  it. 
Rudely  carved  was  the  porch,  with  seats  beneath;  and  a  footpath 
Led  through  an  orchard  wide,  and  disappeared  in  the  meadow. 
Under  the  sycamore  tree  were  hives  overhung  by  a  penthouse. 
Such  as  the  traveler  sees  in  regions  remote  by  the  roadside, 
Built  o'er  a  box  for  the  poor,  or  the  blessed  image  of  Mary. 
Farther  down,  on  the  slope  of  the  hill,  was  the  well  with  its  moss- 
grown 
Bucket,  fastened  with  iron,  and  near  it  a  trough  for  the  horses. 
Shielding  the  house  from  storms,  on  the  north,  were  the  barns  and 

the  farmyard. 
There  stood  the  broad-wheeled  wains  and  the  antique  plows  and 

the  harrows ; 
There  were  the  folds  for  the  sheep;  and  there,  in  his  feathered 

seraglio. 
Strutted  the  lordly  turkey,  and  crowed  the  cock,  with  the  selfsame 
Voice  that  in  ages  of  old  had  startled  the  penitent  Peter. 
Bursting  v,^ith  hay  were  the  barns,  themselves  a  village.     In  each  one 
Far  o'er  the  gable  projected  a  roof  of  thatch ;  and  a  staircase. 
Under  the  sheltering  eaves,  led  up  to  the  odorous  cornloft. 
There  too  the  dovecot  stood,  with  its  meek  and  innocent  inmates 
IVIurmuring  ever  of  love;  while  above  in  the  variant  breezes 
Numberless  noisy  weathercocks  rattled  and  sang  of  mutation. 

Thus,  at  peace  with  God  and  the  world,  the  farmer  of  Grand-Pre 
Lived  on  his  sunny  farm,  and  Evangeline  governed  his  household. 
Many  a  youth,  as  he  knelt  in  the  church  and  opened  his  missal. 
Fixed  his  eyes  upon  her  as  the  saint  of  his  deepest  devotion; 
Happy  was  he  who  might  touch  her  hand  or  the  hem  of  her  garment! 
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Many  a  suitor  came  to  her  doer,  by  the  darkness  befriended, 
And,  as  he  knocked  and  waited  to  hear  the  sound  of  her  footsteps, 
Knew  not  which  beat  the  louder,  his  heart  or  the  knocker  of  iron; 
Or  at  the  joyous  feast  of  the  Patron  Saint  of  the  village, 
Bolder  grew,  and  pressed  her  hand  in  the  dance  as  he  whispered 
Hurried  words  of  love,  that  seemed  a  part  of  the  music. 
But,  among  all  who  came,  young  Gabriel  only  was  welcome ; 
Gabriel  Lajeunesse,  the  son  of  Basil  the  blacksmith. 
Who  was  a  mighty  man  in  the  village,  and  honored  of  all  men ; 
For,  since  the  birth  of  time,  throughout  all  ages  and  nations, 
Has  the  craft  of  the  smith  been  held  in  repute  by  the  people. 
Basil  was  Benedict's  friend.     Their  children  from  earliest  childhood 
Grew  up  together  as  brother  and  sister ;  and  Father  Felician, 
Priest  and  pedagogue  both  in  the  village,  had  taught  them   their 

letters 
Out  of  the  selfsame  book,  with  the  hymns  of  the  church  and  the  plain 

song. 
But  when  the  hymn  was  sung,  and  the  daily  lesson  completed, 
Swiftly  they  hurried  away  to  the  forge  of  Basil  the  blacksmith. 
There  at  the  door  they  stood,  with  wondering  eyes  to  behold  him 
Take  in  his  leathern  lap  the  hoof  of  the  horse  as  a  plaything, 
Nailing  the  sho3  in  its  place;    while  near  him  the  tire  of  the  cart 

wheel 
Lay  like  a  fiery  snake,  coiled  round  in  a  circle  of  cinders. 
Oft  on  autumnal  eves,  when  without  in  the  gathering  darkness 
Bursting  with  light  seemed  the  smithy,  through  every  crann}'  and 

crevice, 
Warmed  by  the  forge  within  they  watched  the  laboring  bellows. 
And  as  its  panting  ceased,  and  the  sparks  expired  in  the  ashes, 
Merrily  laughed,  and  said  they  were  nuns  going  into  the  chapel. 
Oft  on  sledges  in  winter,  as  swift  as  the  swoop  of  the  eagle, 
Down  the  hillside  bounding,  they  glided  away  o'er  the  meadow. 
Oft  in  the  barns  they  climbed  to  the  populous  nests  on  the  rafters. 
Seeking  with  eager  eyes  that  wondrous  stone,  which  the  swallow 
Brings  from  the  shore  of  the  sea  to  restore  the  sight  of  its  fledgelings; 
Lucky  was  he  who  found  that  stone  in  the  nest  of  the  swallow ! 
Thus  passed  a  few  swift  years,  and  they  no  longer  were  children. 
He  was  a  valiant  youth,  and  his  face,  like  the  face  of  the  morning, 
Gladdened  the  earth  with  its  light,  and  ripened  thought  into  action. 
She  was  a  woman  now,  with  the  heart  and  hopes  of  a  woman. 
"  Sunshine  of  Saint  Eulalie  "  was  she  called ;  for  that  was  the  sun- 
shine 
Which,  as  the  farmers  believed,  would  load  their  orchards  with  apples ; 
She,  too,  would  bring  to  her  husband's  house  delight  and  abundance, 
Filling  it  full  of  love  and  the  ruddy  faces  of  children.  .  .  . 
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Pleasantly  rose  next  morn  the  sun  on  the  village  of  Grand-Pre. 
Pleasantly  gleamed  in  the  soft,  sweet  air  the  Basin  of  Minas, 
Where  the  ships,  with  their  wavering  shadows,  were  riding  at  anchor. 
Life  had  long  been  astir  in  the  village,  and  clamorous  labor 
Knocked  with  its  hundred  hands  at  the  golden  gates  of  the  morning. 
Now  from  the  country  around,  from  the   farms   and   neighboring 

hamlets, 
Came  in  their  holiday  dresses  the  blithe  Acadian  peasants. 
Many  a  glad  good  morrow  and  jocund  laugh  from  the  young  folk 
Made  the  bright  air  brighter,  as  up  from  the  numerous  meadows, 
Where  no  path  could  be  seen  but  the  track  of  wheels  in  the  green- 
sward. 
Group  after  group  appeared,  and  joined,  or  passed  on  the  highway. 
Long  ere  noon,  in  the  village  all  sound  of  labor  was  silenced. 
Thronged   were  the  streets  with  people;   and  noisy  groups  at  the 

house  doors 
Sat  in  the  cheerful  sun,  and  rejoiced  and  gossiped  together. 
Every  house  was  an  inn,  where  all  were  welcomed  and  feasted ; 
For  with  this  simple  people,  who  lived  like  brothers  together. 
All  things  were  held  in  common,  and  what  one  had  was  another's. 
Yet  under  Benedict's  roof  hospitality  seemed  more  abundant : 
For  Evangeline  stood  among  the  guests  of  her  father ; 
Bright  was  her  face  with  smiles,  and  words  of  welcome  and  gladness 
Fell  from  her  beautiful  lips,  and  blessed  the  cup  as  she  gave  it. 

Under  the  open  sky,  in  the  odorous  air  of  the  orchard, 
Stript  of  its  golden  fruit,  was  spread  the  feast  of  betrothal. 
There  in  the  shade  of  the  porch  were  the  priest  and  the  notary 

seated ; 
There  good  Benedict  sat,  and  sturdy  Basil  the  blacksmith. 
Not  far  withdrawn  from  these,  by  the  cider  press  and  the  beehives, 
Michael  the  fiddler  was  placed,  with  the  gayest  of   hearts  and  of 

waistcoats. 
Shadow  and  light  from  the  leaves  alternately  played  on  his  snow- 
white 
Hair,  as  it  waved  in  the  wind;  and  the  jolly  face  of  the  fiddler 
Glowed  like  a  living  coal  when  the  ashes  are  blown  from  the  embers, 
Gayly  the  old  man  sang  to  the  vibrant  sound  of  his  fiddle. 
Tons  les  Bourgeois  cle  Cliartres,  and  le  Carillon  du  DnnTcerque, 
And  anon  with  his  wooden  shoes  beat  time  to  the  music. 
Merrily,  merrily  whirled  the  wheels  of  the  dizzying  dances 
Under  the  orchard  trees  and  down  the  path  to  the  meadows ; 
Old  folk  and  young  together,  and  children  mingled  among  them. 
FairesL  of  all  the  maids  was  Evangeline,  Benedict's  daughter ! 
Noblest  of  all  the  youths  was  Gabriel,  son  of  the  blacksmith  ! 
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So  passed  the  morning  away.     And  lo !  with  a  summons  sonorous 
Sounded  the  bell  from  its  tower,  and  over  the  meadows  a  drum  beat. 
Thronged  erelong  was  the  church  with  men.     Without,  in  the  church- 
yard. 
Waited  the  women.     They  stood  by  the  graves,  and  hung  on  the 

headstones 
Garlands  of  autumn  leaves  and  evergreens  fresh  from  the  forest. 
Then  came  the  guard  from  the  ships,  and  marching  proudly  among 

tliem 
Entered  the  sacred  portal.     With  loud  and  dissonant  clangor 
Echoed  the  sound  of  their  brazen  drums  from  ceiling  and  casement, — 
Echoed  a  moment  only,  and  slowly  the  ponderous  portal 
Closed,  and  in  silence  the  crowd  awaited  the  will  of  the  soldiers. 
Then  uprose  their  commander,  and  spake  from  the  steps  of  the  altar, 
Holding  aloft  in  his  hands,  with  its  seals,  the  royal  commission. 
'•'  You  are  convened  this  day,"  he  said,  "by  his  Majesty's  orders. 
Clement  and  kind  has  he  been ;  but  how  you  have  answered  his  kind- 
ness. 
Let  your  own  hearts  reply  !     To  my  natural  make  and  my  temper 
Painful  the  task  is  I  do,  which  to  you  I  know  must  be  grievous. 
Yet  must  I  bow  and  obey,  and  deliver  the  will  of  our  monarch ; 
Namely,  that  all  your  lands,  and  dwellings,  and  cattle  of  all  kinds 
Forfeited  be  to  the  crown ;  and  that  you  yourselves  from  this  province 
Be  transported  to  other  lands.     God  grant  you  may  dwell  there 
Ever  as  faithful  subjects,  a  happy  and  peaceable  people  ! 
Prisoners  now  I  declare  you ;  for  such  is  his  Majesty's  pleasure  ! " 
As,  when  the  air  is  serene  in  the  sultry  solstice  of  summer. 
Suddenly  gathers  a  storm,  and  the  deadly  sling  of  the  hailstones 
P)eats  down  the  farmer's  corn  in  the  field  and  shatters  his  windows, 
Hiding  the  sun,  and  strewing  the  ground  with  thatch  from  the  house 

roofs. 
Bellowing  fly  the  herds,  and  seek  to  break  their  inclosures ; 
So  on  the  hearts  of  the  people  descended  the  words  of  the  speaker. 
Silent  a  moment  they  stood  in  speechless  wonder,  and  then  rose 
Louder  and  ever  louder  a  wail  of  sorrow  and  anger. 
And,  by  one  impulse  moved,  they  madly  rushed  to  the  doorway. 
Vain  was  the  hope  of  escape ;  and  cries  and  fierce  imprecations 
Eang  through  the  house  of  prayer ;  and  high  o'er  the  heads  of  the 

others 
Pose,  with  his  arms  uplifted,  the  figure  of  Easily  the  blacksmith, 
As,  on  a  stormy  sea,  a  spar  is  tossed  by  the  billows. 
Flushed  was  his  face  and  distorted  with  passion;    and  wildly  ha 

shouted : 
"  Pown  with  the  tyrants  of  England !   we  never  have  sworn  them 
allegiance ' 
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Death  to  these  foreign  soldiers,  who  seize  ou  our  homos  and  our 

harvests ! " 
'Move  he  fain  v/ould  have  said,  but  the  merciless  hand  of  a  soldier 
Smote  him  upon  the  mouth,  and  dragged  him  down  to  the  pavement. 

In  the  midst  of  the  strife  and  tumult  of  angry  contention, 
liO  !  the  door  of  the  chancel  opened,  and  Father  Felician 
Entered,  with  serious  mien,  and  ascended  the  steps  of  the  altar. 
Kaising  his  reverend  hand,  with  a  gesture  he  awed  into  silence 
All  that  clamorous  throng ;  and  thus  he  spake  to  his  people ; 
Deep  were  his  tones  and  solemn;  in  accents  measured  and  mournful 
Spake  he,  as,  after  the  tocsin's  alarum,  distinctly  the  clock  strikes. 
•'  What  is  this  that  ye  do,  my  children  ?  what  madness  has  seized  you  ? 
Forty  years  of  my  life  have  I  labored  among  you,  and  taught  you, 
ZSTot  in  word  alone,  but  in  deed,  to  love  one  another  I 
Is  this  the  fruit  of  my  toils,  of  my  vigils  and  prayers  and  privations  ? 
Have  you  so  soon  forgotten  all  lessons  of  love  and  forgiveness  ? 
This  is  the  house  of  the  Prince  of  Peace,  and  would  you  profane  it 
Thus  with  violent  deeds  and  hearts  overflowing  with  hatred  ? 
Lo !  where  the  crucified  Christ  from  His  cross  is  gazing  upon  you ! 
See  !  in  those  sorrowful  eyes  what  meekness  and  holy  compassion  ! 
Hark!    how  those  lips  still  repeat  the  prayer,  ^0  Father,  forgive 

them  ! ' 
Let  us  repeat  that  prayer  in  the  hour  when  the  wicked  assail  us, 
Let  us  repeat  it  now,  and  say,  '  0  Father,  forgive  them  ! '  " 
Few  were  his  words  of  rebuke,  but  deep  in  the  hearts  of  his  people 
Sank  they,  and  sobs  of  contrition  succeeded  the  passionate  outbreak, 
While  they  repeated  his  prayer,  and  said,  "  0  Father,  forgive  them ! " 

Then  came  the  evening  service.      The  tapers  gleamed  from  the 

altar. 
Fervent  and  deep  was  the  voice   of  the   priest,   and  the   people 

responded, 
Xot  with  their  lips  alone,  but  their  hearts ;  and  the  Ave  Maria 
Sang  they,  and  fell  on  their  knees,  and  their  souls,  with  devotion 

translated, 
Eose  on  the  ardor  of  prayer,  like  Elijah  ascending  to  heaven. 

Meanwhile  had  spread  in  the  village  the  tidings  of  ill,  and  on  all 
sides 
Wandered,  wailing,  from  house  to  house  the  women  and  children. 
Long  at  her  father's  door  Evangeline  stood,  with  her  right  hand 
Shielding  her  eyes  from  the  level  rays  of  the  sun,  that,  descending, 
Lighted  the  village  street  with  mysterious  splendor,  and  roofed  each 
Peasant's  cottage  with  golden  thatch,  and  emblazoned  its  windows. 
Long  within  had  been  spread  the  snow-white  cloth  on  the  table ; 
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There  stood  tlie  Avheaten  loaf,  and  the  honey  fragrant  with  wild 

flowers ; 
There  stood  the  tankard  of  ale,  a.nd  the  cheese  fresh  brought  from 

the  dairy ; 
And,  at  the  head  of  the  board,  the  great  armchair  of  the  farmer. 
Thus  did  Evangeline  wait  at  her  father's  door,  as  the  sunset 
Threw  the  long  shadows  of  trees  o'er  the  broad,  ambrosial  meadows. 
Ah !  on  her  spirit  within  a  deeper  shadow  had  fallen, 
And  from  the  fields  of  her  scul  a  fragrance  celestial  ascended,  — 
Charity,  meekness,  love,  and  hope,  and  forgiveness,  and  patience ! 
Then,  all-forgetful  of  self,  she  wandered  into  the  village, 
Cheering  with  looks  and  words  the  mournful  hearts  of  the  women, 
As  o'er  the  darkening  fields  with  lingering  steps  they  departed, 
Urged  by  theii'  household  cares,  and  the  vreary  feet  of  their  children. 
Down  sank  the  great  red  sun,  and  in  golden,  glimmering  vapors 
Veiled  the  light  of  his  face,  like  a  Prophet  descending  from  Sinai. 
Sweetly  over  the  village  the  bell  of  the  Angelus  sounded. 

Meanwhile,  amid  the  gloom,  by  the  church  Evangeline  lingered. 
All  was  silent  within ;  and  in  vain  at  the  door  and  the  windows 
Stood  she,  and  listened  and  looked,  till,  overcome  by  emotion, 
"  Gabriel ! "  cried  she,  aloud  with  tremulous  voice ;  but  no  answer 
Came  from  the  graves  of  the  dead,  nor  the  gloomier  grave  of  the 

living. 
Slowly  at  length  she  returned  to  the  tenantless  house  of  her  father. 
Smoldered  the  fire  on   the   hearth,  on  the  board  was  the  supper 

untasted, 
Empty  and  drear  was  each  room,  and  haunted  with  phantoms  of 

terror. 
Sadly  echoed  her  step  on  the  stair  and  the  floor  of  her  chamber. 
In  the  dead  of  the  night  she  heard  the  disconsolate  rain  fall 
Loud  on  the  withered  leaves  of  the  sj'camore  tree  by  the  window. 
Keenly  the  lightning  flashed ;  and  the  voice  of  the  echoing  thunder 
Told  her  that  God  was  in   heaven,  and   governed   the  world   He 

created ! 
Then  she  remembered  the  tale  she  had  heard   of  the   justice   of 

heaven ; 
Soothed  was  her  troubled  soul,  and  she  peacefully  slumbered  till 

morning.  .  .  . 

Halfway  down  to  the  shore  Evangeline  waited  in  silence, 
Not  overcome  with  grief,  but  strong  in  the  hour  of  affliction,  — 
Calmly  and  sadly  she  waited,  until  the  procession  approached  her, 
And  she  beheld  the  face  of  Gabriel  pale  with  emotion. 
Tears  then  filled  her  eyes,  and,  eagerly  running  to  meet  him, 
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Clasped   she   his   hands,  and   laid  her  head  on  his   shoulder,  and 

whispered: 
"Gabriel !  be  of  good  cheer!  for  if  we  love  one  another 
Xotbing,  in  truth,  can  harm  lis,  whatever  mischances  may  happen!" 
Smiling,  she   spake  these  words;    then  suddenly  paused,  for  her 

father 
Saw  she  slowly  advancing.     Alas  I  how  changed  was  his  aspect ! 
Gone  was  the  glow  from  his  cheek,  and  the  fire  from  his  eye,  and  his 

footstep 
Heavier  seemed  with  the  weight  of  the  heavy  heart  in  his  bosom. 
But  with  a  smile  and  a  sigh,  she  clasped  his  neck  and  embraced  him. 
Speaking  words  of  endearment  where  words  of  comfort  availed  not. 
Thus  to  the  Gaspereau's  mouth  moved  on  that  mournful  procession. 

There  disorder  prevailed,  and  the  tumult  and  stir  of  embarking. 
Busily  plied  the  freighted  boats;  and  in  the  confusion 
Wives  were  torn  from  their  husbands,  and  mothers,  too  late,  saw 

their  children 
Left  on  the  land,  extending  their  arms,  with  wildest  entreaties. 
So  unto  separate  ships  were  Basil  and  Gabriel  carried. 
"While  in  despair  on  the  shore  Evangeline  stood  with  her  father.  .  .  . 

Many  a  weary  year  had  passed  since  the  burning  of  Grand-Pre, 
"Wlien  on  the  falling  tide  the  freighted  vessels  departed. 
Bearing  a  nation,  with  all  its  household  gods,  into  exile, 
Exile  without  an  end,  and  without  an  example  in  story. 
Far  asunder,  on  separate  coasts,  the  Acadians  landed  ; 
Scattered  were  they,  like  flakes  of  snow,  when  the  wind  from  the 

northeast 
Strikes  aslant  through  the  fogs  that  darken  the  Banks  of  Newfound- 
land. 
Friendless,  homeless,  hopeless,  they  wandered  from  city  to  city, 
From  the  cold  lakes  of  the  North  to  sultry  Southern  savannas,  — 
From  the  bleak  shores  of  the  sea  to  the  lands  where  the  Father  of 

Waters 
Seizes  the  hills  in  his  hands,  and  drags  them  down  to  the  ocean, 
Deep  in  their  sands  to  bury  the  scattered  bones  of  the  mammotli. 
Friends  they  sought  and  homes ;  and  many,  despairing,  heartbroken, 
Asked  of  the  earth  but  a  grave,  and  no  longer  a  friend  nor  a  fireside. 
Written  their  history  stands  on  tablets  of  stone  in  the  churchyards. 
Long  among  them  was  seen  a  maiden  who  waited  and  wandered. 
Lowly  and  meek  in  spirit,  and  patiently  suffering  all  things. 
Fair  was  she  and  young ;  but,  alas !  before  her  extended, 
Droary  and  vast  and  silent,  the  desert  of  life,  with  its  pathway 
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]\Iarked  by  the  graves  of  those  who  had  sorrowed  and  suffered  bo- 
fore  her, 
Passions  long  extinguished,  and  hopes  long  dead  and  abandoned, 
As  the  emigrant's  way  o'er  the  Western  desert  is  marked  by 
Camp  fires  long  consumed,  and  bones  that  bleach  in  the  sunshine. 
Something  there  was  in  her  life  incomplete,  imperfect,  unfinished ; 
As  if  a  morning  of  June,  with  all  its  music  and  sunshine. 
Suddenly  paused  in  the  sky,  and,  fading,  slowly  descended 
Into  the  east  again,  from  whence  it  late  had  arisen. 
Sometimes  she  lingered  in  towns,  till,  urged  by  the  fever  within  her, 
Urged  by  a  restless  longing,  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  the  spirit. 
She  would  commence  again  her  endless  search  and  endeavor ; 
Sometimes  in  churchyards  strayed,  and  gazed  on  the  crosses  and 

tombstones, 
Sat  by  some  nameless  grave,  and  thought  that  perhaps  in  its  bosom 
He  was  already  at  rest,  and  she  longed  to  slumber  beside  him. 
Sometimes  a  rumor,  a  hearsay,  an  inarticulate  whisper, 
Caire  with  its  airy  hand  to  point  and  beckon  her  forward. 
Sometimes  she  spake  with  those  who  had  seen  her  beloved  and  known 

him. 
But  it  was  long  ago,  in  some  far-off  place  or  forgotten. 
"  Gabriel  Lajeunesse  ! "  they  said;  "  0  yes  !  we  have  seen  him. 
He  was  with  Basil  the  blacksmith,  and  both  have  gone  to  the  prairies; 
Coureurs-des-Bois  are  they,  and  famous  hunters  and  trappers." 
*'  Gabriel  Lajeunesse ! ''  said  others ;  "  0  yes  !  we  have  seen  him. 
He  is  a  Voyageur  in  the  lowlands  of  Louisiana." 
Then  would  they  say,  "Dear  child!  why  dream  and  wait  for  him 

longer  ? 
Are  there  not  other  youths  as  fair  as  Gabriel  ?  others 
Who  have  hearts  as  tender  and  true,  and  spirits  as  loyal  ? 
Here  is  Baptiste  Leblanc,  the  notary's  son,  who  has  loved  thee 
Many  a  tedious  year ;  come,  give  him  thy  hand  and  be  happy ! 
Thou  art  too  fair  to  be  left  to  braid  Saint  Catherine's  tresses." 
Then  would  Evangeline  answer,  serenely  but  sadly,  "  I  cannot ! 
Whither  my  heart  has  gone,  there  follows  my  hand,  and  not  else- 
where. 
For  when  the  heart  goes  before,  like  a  lamp,  and  illumines  the  path- 
way. 
Many  things  are  made  clear,  that  else  lie  hidden  in  darkness." 
Thereupon  the  priest,  her  friend  and  father  confessor, 
Said,  %vith  a  smile,  "  0  daughter !  thy  God  thus  speaketh  within  thee  I 
Talk  not  of  wasted  affection,  affection  never  was  wasted ; 
If  it  enrich  not  the  heart  of  another,  its  waters  returning 
Back  to  their  springs,  like  the  rain,  shall  fill  them  full  of  refresh- 
ment ; 
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That  whicli  the  fountain  sends  forth  returns  ?-gain  to  the  fountain. 

Patience ;  accomplish  thy  labor ;  accomplish  thy  work  of  affection  I 

Sorrow  and  silence  are  strong,  and  patient  endurance  js  godlike. 

Therefore  accomplish  thy  labor  of  love,  till  the  heart  is  made  god- 
like, 

Purified,  strengthened,  perfected,  and  rendered  more  worthy  of 
heaven ! " 

Cheered  by  the  good  man's  words,  Evangeline  labored  and  waited. 

Still  in  her  heart  she  heard  the  funeral  dirge  of  the  ocean, 

But  with  its  sound  there  was  mingled  a  voice  that  whispered. 
"  Despair  not !  "  .  .  . 

It  was  the  month  of  IVEay.     Far  down  the  Beautiful  River, 
Past  the  Ohio  shore  and  past  the  mouth  of  the  AVabash, 
Into  the  golden  stream  of  the  broad  and  swift  jVIississippi, 
Floated  a  cumbrous  boat,  that  was  rowed  by  Acadian  boatmen. 
It  was  a  band  of  exiles ;  a  raft,  as  i(  were,  from  the  shipwrecked 
Nation,  scattered  along  the  coast,  now  floating  together, 
Bound  by  the  bonds  of  a  common  belief  and  a  common  misfortune; 
Men  and  women  and  children,  who,  guided  by  hope  or  by  hearsay, 
Sought  for  their  kith  and  their  kin  among  the  few-acred  farmers 
On  the  Acadian  coast,  and  the  prairies  of  fair  Opelousas.  .  .  . 
Then  Evangeline  slept;  but  the  boatmen  rowed  through  the  mid 

night, 
Silent  at  times,  then  singing  familiar  Canadian  boat  songs, 
Such  as  they  sang  of  old  on  their  own  Acadian  rivers, 
"While  through  the  night  were  heard  the  mysterious  sounds  of  the 

desert, 
Far  off,  —  indistinct,  —  as  of  wave  or  wind  in  the  forest. 
Mixed  with  the  whoop  of  the  crane  and  the  roar  of  the  grim  alligator. 

Thus  ere  another  noon  they  emerged  from  the  shades ;  and  before 
them 
Lay,  in  the  golden  sun,  the  lakes  of  the  Atchafalaya. 
Water  lilies  in  myriads  rocked  on  the  slight  undulations 
INIade  by  the  passing  oars,  and,  resplendent  in  beauty,  the  lotus 
Lifted  her  golden  crown  above  the  heads  of  the  boatmen. 
Faint  was  the  air  Avith  the  odorous  breath  of  magnolia  blossoms, 
And  with  the  heat  of  noon;  and  numberless  sylvan  islands, 
Fragrant  and  thickly  embowered  with  blossoming  hedges  of  roses, 
Near  to  whose  shores  they  glided  along,  invited  to  slumber. 
Soon  by  the  fairest  of  these  their  weary  oars  were  suspended. 
Under  the  bows  of  Wachita  willows,  that  grew  by  the  margin, 
Safely  their  boat  was  moored;   and  scattered  about  on  the  green- 
sward, 
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Tired  with  their  midnight  toil,  the  weary  travelers  slumbered. 

Over  them  vast  and  high  extended  the  cope  of  a  cedar. 

Swinging  from  its  great  arms,  the  trumpet  flower  and  the  grapevine 

Hung  their  ladder  of  ropes  aloft  like  the  ladder  of  Jacob, 

On  whose  pendulous  stairs  the  angels  ascending,  descending. 

Were  the  swift  humming-birds,  that  flitted  from  blossom  to  blossom. 

Such  was  the  vision  Evangeline  saw  as  she  slumbered  beneath  it. 

Filled  was  her  heart  with  love,  and  the  dawn  of  an  opening  heaven 

Lighted  her  soul  iu  sleep  with  the  glory  of  regions  celestial, 

JSTearer,  ever  nearer,  among  the  numberless  islands, 
Darted  a  light,  swift  boat,  that  sped  away  o'er  the  water, 
Urged  on  its  course  by  the  sinewy  arms  of  hunters  and  trappers. 
Northward  its  prow  was  turned,  to  the  land  of  the  bison  and  beaver. 
At  the  helm  sat  a  youth,  with  countenance  thoughtful  and  careworn. 
Dark  and  neglected  locks  overshadowed  his  brow,  and  a  sadness 
Somewhat  beyond  his  years  on  his  face  was  legibly  written. 
Gabriel  was  it,  who,  weary  with  waiting,  unhappy  and  restless, 
Sought  in  the  Western  wilds  oblivion  of  self  and  of  sorrow. 
Swiftly  they  glided  along,  close  under  the  lee  of  the  island, 
But  by  the  opposite  bank,  and  behind  a  screen  of  palmettos. 
So  that  they  saw  not  the  boat,  where  it  lay  concealed  in  the  willows, 
All  undisturbed  by  the  dash  of   their  oars,  and  unseen,  were  the 

sleepers, 
Angel  of  God  was  there  none  to  awaken  the  slumbering  maiden. 
Swiftly  they  glided  away,  like  the  shade  of  a  cloud  on  a  prairie. 
After  the  sound  of  their  oars  on  the  tholes  had  died  in  the  distance, 
As  from  a  magic  trance  the  sleepers  awoke,  and  the  maiden 
Said  with  a  sigh  to  the  friendly  priest,  "  0  Father  Felician  ! 
Something  says  in  my  heart  that  near  me  Gabriel  wanders. 
Is  it  a  foolish  dream,  an  idle  and  vague  superstition  ? 
Or  has  an  angel  passed,  and  revealed  the  truth  to  my  spirit  ?  " 
Then,  with  a  blush,  she  added,  "  Alas  for  my  credulous  fancy ! 
Unto  ears  like  thine  such  words  as  these  have  no  meaning." 
But  made  answer  the  reverend  man,  and  he  smiled  as  he  answered: 
"Daughter,  thy  words  are  not  idle;   nor  are  they  to  me  without 

meaning. 
Feeling  is  deep  and  still ;  and  the  word  that  floats  on  the  surface 
Is  as  the  tossing  buoy,  that  betrays  where  the  anchor  is  hidden. 
Therefore  trust  to  thy  heart,  and  to  what  the  world  calls  illusions. 
Gabriel  truly  is  near  thee ;  for  not  far  away  to  the  southward. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Tgche,  are  the  towns  of  St.  Maur  and  St.  Martin. 
There  the  long-wandering  bride  shall  be  given  again  to  her  bride- 
groom. 
There  the  long-absent  pastor  regain  his  flock  and  his  sheepfold. 
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Beautiful  is  tlie  land,  with  its  prairies  and  forests  of  fruit  trees ; 
Under  the  feet  a  garden  of  flowers,  and  the  bluest  of  heavens 
Bending  above,  and  resting  its  dome  on  the  walls  of  the  forest. 
They  who  dwell  there  have  named  it  the  Eden  of  Louisiana." 
With  these  Avords  of  cheer  they  arose  and  continued  their  journey.  .  .  . 

So  came  the  autumn,  and  passed,  and  the  winter, — yet  Gabriel 
came  not ; 
Blossomed  tlie  opening  spring,  and  the  notes  of  the  robin  and  blue- 
bird 
Sounded  sweet  upon  wold  and  in  wood,  yet  Gabriel  came  not. 
But  on  the  breath  of  the  summer  winds  a  rumor  was  wafted 
Sweeter  than  song  of  bird,  or  hue  or  odor  of  blossom. 
Far  to  the  north  and  east,  it  said,  in  the  Michigan  forests, 
Gabriel  had  his  lodge  by  the  banks  of  the  Saginaw  River. 
And,  with  returning  guides,  that  sought  the  lakes  of  St.  Lawrence, 
Saying  a  sad  farewell,  Evangeline  went  from  the  Mission. 
When  over  weary  ways,  by  long  and  perilous  marches. 
She  had  attained  at  length  the  depths  of  the  Michigan  forests, 
Found  she  the  hunter's  lodge  deserted  and  fallen  to  ruin ! 

Thus  did  the  long  sad  years  glide  on,  and  in  seasons  and  places 
Divers  and  distant  far  was  seen  the  wandering  maiden  ;  — 
Now  in  the  Tents  of  Grace  of  the  meek  Moravian  Missions, 
Now  in  the  noisy  camps  and  battlefields  of  the  army, 
Now  in  secluded  hamlets,  in  towns  and  populous  cities. 
Like  a  phantom  she  came,  and  passed  away  unremembered. 
Fair  was  she  and  young,  when  in  hope  began  the  long  journey; 
Faded  was  she  and  old,  when  in  disappointment  it  ended. 
Each  succeeding  year  stole  something  away  from  her  beauty. 
Leaving  behind  it,  broader  and  deeper,  the  gloom  and  the  shadow. 
Then  there  appeared  and  spread  faint  streaks  of  gray  o'er  her  fore- 
head. 
Dawn  of  another  life,  that  broke  o'er  her  earthly  horizon. 
As  in  the  Eastern  sky  the  first  faint  streaks  of  the  morning. 

In   that   delightful   land   which   is  washed   by  the   Delaware's 

waters. 
Guarding  in  sylvan  shades  the  name  of  Penn  the  apostle, 
Stands  on  the  banks  of  its  beautiful  stream  the  city  he  founded. 
There  all  the  air  is  balm,  and  the  peach  is  the  emblem  of  beauty. 
And  the  streets  still  reecho  the  names  of  the  trees  of  the  forest, 
As  if  they  fain  would   appease   the   Dryads   whose  haunts  they 

molested. 
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There  from  the  troubled  sea  had  Evangeline  landed,  an  exile, 
Finding  among  the  children  of  Penn  a  home  and  a  country. 
There  old  Eeue  Leblanc  had  died ;  and  when  he  departed. 
Saw  at  his  side  only  one  of  all  his  hundred  descendants. 
Something  at  least  there  was  in  the  friendly  streets  of  the  city, 
Something  that  spake   to  her  heart,  and  made  her  no  longer  a 

stranger ; 
And  her  ear  was  pleased  with  the  Thee  and  Thou  of  the  Quakers, 
For  it  recalled  the  past,  the  old  Acadian  country, 
Where  all  men  were  equal,  and  all  were  brothers  and  sisters. 
So,  when  the  fruitless  search,  the  disappointed  endeavor. 
Ended,  to  recommence  no  more  upon  earth,  uncomplaining, 
Thither,  as  leaves  to  the  light,  were  turned  her  thoughts  and  her 

footsteps. 
As  from  a  mountain's  top  the  rainy  mists  of  the  morning 
Roll  away,  and  far  we  behold  the  landscape  below  us, 
Sun-illumined,  with  shining  rivers  and  cities  and  hamlets, 
So  fell  the  mists  from  her  mind,  and  she  saw  the  world  far  below 

her, 
Dark  no  longer,  but  all  illumined  with  love ;  and  the  pathway 
Which  she  had  climbed  so  far,  lying  smooth  and  fair  in  the  dis- 
tance. 
Gabriel  was  not  forgotten.     Within  her  heart  was  his  image, 
Clothed  in  the  beauty  of  love  and  youth,  as  last  she  beheld  him. 
Only  more  beautiful  by  his  deathlike  silence  and  absence. 
Into  her  thoughts  of  him  time  entered  not,  for  it  was  not. 
Over  him  years  had  no  power ;  he  was  not  changed,  but  transfigured ; 
He  had  become  to  her  heart,  as  one  who  is  dead,  and  not  absent ; 
Patience  and  abnegation  of  self,  and  devotion  to  others. 
This  was  a  lesson  a  life  of  trial  and  sorrow  had  taught  her. 
So  was  her  love  diffused,  but,  like  to  some  odorous  spices. 
Suffered  no  waste  or  loss,  though  filling  the  air  with  aroma. 
Other  hope  had  she  none,  nor  wish  in  life,  but  to  follow 
Meekly,  with  reverent  steps,  the  sacred  feet  of  her  Savior. 
Thus  many  years  she  lived  as  a  Sister  of  Mercy ;  frequenting 
Lonely  and  wretched  roofs  in  the  crowded  lanes  of  the  city. 
Where  distress  and  want  concealed  themselves  from  the  sunlight. 
Where  disease  and  sorrow  in  garrets  languished  neglected. 
Night  after  night  when  the  world  was  asleep,  as  the  watchman 

repeated 
Loud,  through  the  gusty  streets,  that  all  was  well  in  the  city. 
High  at  some  lonely  window  he  saw  the  light  of  her  taper. 
Day  after  day,  in  the  gray  of  the  dawn,  as  slow  through  the  suburbs 
Plodded  the  German  farmer,  with  flowers  and  fruits  for  the  market, 
Met  he  that  meek,  pale  face,  returning  home  from  its  watchings. 
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Then  it  came  to  pass  that  a  pestilence  fell  on  the  city, 
Presaged  by  wondrous  signs,  and  mostly  by  flocks  of  wild  pigeons. 
Darkening  the  sun  in  their  flight,  with  naught  in  their  craws  but  an 

acorn. 
And,  as  the  tides  of  the  sea  arise  in  the  month  of  September, 
Flooding  some  silver  stream,  till  it  spreads  to  a  lake  in  the  meadow, 
So  death  flooded  life,  and,  o'erflowing  its  natural  margin, 
Spread  to  a  brackish  lake,  the  silver  stream  of  existence. 
Wealth  had  no  power  to  bribe,  nor  beauty  to  charm,  the  oppressor ; 
But  all  perished  alike  under  the  scourge  of  his  anger ;  — 
Only,  alas  !  the  poor,  who  had  neither  friends  nor  attendants, 
Crept  away  to  die  in  the  almshouse,  home  of  the  homeless. 
Then  in  the  suburbs  it  stood,  in  the  midst  of  meadows  and  wood- 
lands :  — 
Now  the  city  surrounds  it ;  but  still,  with  its  gateway  and  wicket 
Meek,  in  the  midst  of  splendor,  its  humble  walls  seem  to  echo 
Softly  the  words  of  the  Lord :  "  The  poor  ye  always  have  with  you." 
Thither,  by  night  and  by  day,  came  the  Sister  of  Mercy.     The  dying 
Looked  up  into  her  face,  and  thought,  indeed,  to  behold  there 
Gleams  of  celestial  light  encircle  her  forehead  with  splendor, 
Such  as  the  artist  paints  o'er  the  brows  of  saints  and  apostles. 
Or  such  as  hangs  by  night  o'er  a  city  seen  at  a  distance. 
Unto  their  eyes  it  seemed  the  lamps  of  the  city  celestial, 
Into  whose  shining  gates  erelong  their  spirits  would  enter. 

Thus,  on  a  Sabbath  morn,  through  the  streets,  deserted  and  silent, 
Wending  her  quiet  way,  she  entered  the  door  of  the  almshouse. 
Sweet  on  the  summer  air  was  the  odor  of  flowers  in  the  garden ; 
And  she  paused  on  her  way  to  gather  the  fairest  among  them. 
That   the  dying  once  more  might  rejoice  in  their   fragrance   and 

beauty. 
Then,  as  she  mounted  the  stairs  to  the  corridors,  cooled  by  the  east 

wind. 
Distant  and  soft  on  her  ear  fell  the  chimes  from  the  belfry  of  Christ 

Church, 
While,  intermingled  with  these,  across  the  meadows  were  wafted 
Sounds  of  psalms,  that  were  sung  by  the  Swedes  in  their  church  at 

Wicaco. 
Soft  as  descending  wings  fell  the  calm  of  the  hour  on  her  spirit ; 
Something  within  her  said,  "  At  length  thy  trials  are  ended  ;  " 
And,  with  light  in  her  looks,  she  entered  the  chambers  of  sickness. 
Noiselessly  moved  about  the  assiduous,  careful  attendants. 
Moistening  the  feverish  lip,  and  the  aching  brow,  and  in  silence 
Closing  the  sightless  eyes  of  the  dead,  and  concealing  their  faces, 
AVhere  on  their  pallets  they  lay,  like  drifts  of  snow  by  the  roadside. 
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Many  a  languid  head,  upraised  as  Evangeline  entered, 

Turned   on   its   pillow  of  pain  to  gaze  while   she   passed,  for  her 

presence 
Fell  on  their  hearts  like  a  ray  of  the  sun  on  the  walls  of  a  prison. 
And,  as  she  looked  around,  she  saw  how  Death,  the  consoler. 
Laying  his  hand  upon  many  a  heart,  had  healed  it  forever. 
Many  familiar  forms  had  disappeared  in  the  nighttime; 
Vacant  their  places  were,  or  filled  already  by  strangers. 

Suddenly,  as  if  arrested  by  fear  or  a  feeling  of  wonder, 
Still  she  stood,  with  her  colorless  lips  apart,  while  a  shudder 
Ran  through  her  frame,  and,  forgotten,  the  flowerets  dropped  from 

her  fingers. 
And  from  her  eyes  and  cheeks  the  light  and  bloom  of  the  morning. 
Then  there  escaped  from  her  lips  a  cry  of  such  terrible  anguish, 
That  the  dying  heard  it,  and  started  up  from  their  pillows. 
On  the  pallet  before  her  was  stretched  the  form  of  an  old  man. 
Long,  and  thin,  and  gray  were  the  locks  that  shaded  his  temples ; 
But,  as  he  lay  in  the  morning  light,  his  face  for  a  moment 
Seemed  to  assume  once  more  the  forms  of  its  earlier  manhood ; 
So  are  wont  to  be  changed  the  faces  of  those  who  are  dying. 
Hot  and  red  on  his  lips  still  burned  the  flush  of  the  fever. 
As  if  life,  like  the  Hebrew,  with  blood  had  besprinkled  its  portals. 
That  the  Angel  of  Death  might  see  the  sign,  and  pass  over. 
Motionless,  senseless,  dying,  he  lay,  and  his  spirit  exhausted 
Seemed  to  be  sinking  down  through  infinite  depths  in  the  darkness. 
Darkness  of  slumber  and  death,  forever  sinking  and  sinking. 
Then  through  those  realms  of  shade,  in  multiplied  reverberations. 
Heard  he  that  cry  of  pain,  and  through  the  hush  that  succeeded 
Whispered  a  gentle  voice,  in  accents  tender  and  saintlike, 
"  Gabriel !  0  my  beloved ! "  and  died  away  into  silence. 
Then  he  beheld,  in  a  dream,  once  more  the  home  of  his  childhood ; 
Green  Acadian  meadows,  with  sylvan  rivers  among  them. 
Village,  and  mountain,  and  woodlands;    and,  walking  under  their 

shadow, 
As  in  the  days  of  her  youth,  Evangeline  rose  in  his  vision. 
Tears  came  into  his  eyes ;  and  as  slowly  he  lifted  his  eyelids, 
Vanished  the  vision  away,  but  Evangeline  knelt  by  his  bedside. 
Vainly  he  strove  to  whisper  her  name,  for  the  accents  unuttered 
Died  on  his  lips,  and  their  motion  revealed  what  his  tongue  would 

have  spoken. 
Vainly  he  strove  to  rise ;  and  Evangeline,  kneeling  beside  him. 
Kissed  his  dying  lips,  and  laid  his  head  on  her  bosom. 
Sweet  was  the  light  of  his  eyes ;  but  it  suddenly  sank  into  darkness,' 
As  when  a  lamp  is  blown  out  by  a  gust  of  wind  at  a  casement. 
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All  was  ended  now,  the  hope,  and  the  fear,  and  the  sorrow, 
All  the  aching  of  heart,  the  restless,  unsatisfied  longing. 
All  the  dull,  deep  pain,  and  constant  anguish  of  patience ! 
And,  as  she  pressed  once  more  the  lifeless  head  to  her  bosom. 
Meekly  she  bowed  her  own,  and  murmured,  "  Father,  I  thank  Thee ! " 

Still  stands  the  forest  primeval ;  but  far  away  from  its  shadow, 
Side  by  side,  in  their  nameless  graves,  the  lovers  are  sleeping. 
Under  the  humble  walls  of  the  little  Catholic  churchyard. 
In  the  heart  of  the  city,  they  lie,  unknown  anj  unnoticed. 
Daily  the  tides  of  life  go  ebbing  and  flowing  beside  them. 
Thousands  of  throbbing  hearts,  where  theirs  are  at  rest  and  forever, 
Thousands  of  aching  brains,  where  theirs  no  longer  are  busy. 
Thousands  of  toiling  hands,  where  theirs  have  ceased  from  their 

labors. 
Thousands  of  weary  feet,  where  theirs  have  completed  their  journey ! 

Still  stands  the  forest  primeval ;    but  under  the   shade   of   its 
branches 
Dwells  another  race,  with  other  customs  and  language. 
Only  along  the  shore  of  the  mournful  and  misty  Atlantic 
Linger  a  few  Acadian  peasants,  whose  fathers  from  exile 
Wandered  back  to  their  native  land  to  die  in  its  bosom. 
In  the  fisherman's  cot  the  wheel  and  the  loom  are  still  busy ; 
Maidens  still  wear  their  Norman  caps  and  their  kirtles  of  homespun, 
And  by  the  evening  fire  repeat  Evangeline's  story, 
Wliile  from  its  rocky  caverns  the  deep-voiced,  neighboring  ocean 
Speaks,  and  in  accents  disconsolate  answers  the  wail  of  the  forest. 


oJO^oo- 
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By  himself. 

[Benjamin  Franklin,  the  celebrated  American  statesman  and  philosopher, 
was  born  in  Boston,  Mass.,  January  17, 170G,the  son  of  a  tallow  chandler.  lie 
learned  the  printer's  trade  in  the  office  of  his  elder  brother  and  at  seventeen  ran 
away  to  Philadelphia,  where  he  established  the  Pennsylvania  Gazette,  and  began 
the  publication  of  Poor  Pickard^s  Almanac  (1732).  Having  acquired  extraor- 
dinary popularity  on  account  of  his  public  spirit  and  integi'ity,  he  was  appointed 
successively  clerk  of  the  Assembly,  postmaster,  and  deputy  postma.ster-general 
of  British  North  America.  He  was  sent  to  England  as  colonial  agent  In  1757, 
and  during  a  second  visit  (17G4)  was  mainly  instrumental  in  securing  the  repeal 
of  the  obnoxious  Stamp  Act.  Despairing  of  bringing  about  any  reconciliation 
between  the  colonies  and  the  mother  country,  he  returned  to  Philadelphia  and 
became  one  of  a  committee  of  five  chosen  by  Congress  to  draw  up  the  Declara- 
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tion  of  Independence.  Ambassador  to  France  (1776-1785),  he  succeeded  in 
inducing  France  to  form  an  alliance  with  the  United  States  (1778) ;  in  conjunc- 
tion with  Jay  and  Adams  concluded  the  treaty  of  Paris  with  England  (1783)  ; 
and  was  president  of  Pennsylvania  (1785-1788).  He  died  on  the  17th  of  April, 
1790.     His  autobiography,  edited  by  John  Bigelow,  was  published  in  1868.] 

I  CONTINUED  employed  in  my  father's  business  for  two 
years,  that  is,  till  I  was  twelve  years  old  ;  and  my  brother  John, 
who  was  bred  to  that  business,  having  left  my  father,  married, 
and  set  up  for  himself  at  Rhode  Island,  there  was  all  appearance 
that  I  was  destined  to  supply  his  place,  and  become  a  tallow 
chandler.  But  my  dislike  to  the  trade  continuing,  my  father 
was  under  apprehensions  that  if  he  did  not  find  one  for  me 
more  agreeable,  I  should  break  away  and  get  to  sea,  as  his  son 
Josiah  had  done,  to  his  great  vexation.  He  therefore  some- 
times took  me  to  walk  with  him,  and  see  joiners,  bricklayers, 
turners,  braziers,  etc.,  at  their  work,  that  he  might  observe  my 
inclination,  and  endeavor  to  fix  it  on  some  trade  or  other  on 
land.  It  has  ever  since  been  a  pleasure  to  me  to  see  good 
workmen  handle  their  tools  ;  and  it  has  been  useful  to  me,  hav- 
ing learnt  so  much  by  it  as  to  be  able  to  do  little  jobs  myself 
in  my  house  when  a  workman  could  not  readily  be  got,  and  to 
construct  little  machines  for  my  experiments,  while  the  inten- 
tion of  making  the  experiment  was  fresh  and  warm  in  my  mind. 
My  father  at  last  fixed  upon  the  cutler's  trade,  and  my  uncle 
Benjamin's  son  Samuel,  who  was  bred  to  that  business  in 
London,  being  about  that  time  established  in  Boston,  I  was  sent 
to  be  with  him  some  time  on  liking.  But  his  expectations  of 
a  fee  with  me  displeasing  my  father,  I  was  taken  home  again. 

From  a  child  I  was  fond  of  reading,  and  all  the  little  money 
that  came  into  my  hands  was  ever  laid  out  in  books.  Pleased 
with  the  "Pilgrim's  Progress,"  my  first  collection  was  of  John 
Bunyan's  works  in  separate  little  volumes.  I  afterwards  sold 
them  to  enable  me  to  buy  R.  Burton's  Historical  Collections  ; 
they  were  small  chapmen's  books,  and  cheap,  40  or  50  in  all.  My 
father's  little  library  consisted  chiefly  of  books  in  polemic 
divinity,  most  of  which  I  read,  and  have  since  often  regretted 
that  at  a  time  when  I  had  such  a  thirst  for  knowledge,  more 
proper  books  had  not  fallen  in  my  way,  since  it  was  now  re- 
solved I  should  not  be  a  clergyman.  Plutarch's  "  Lives  "  there 
was  in  which  I  read  abundantly,  and  I  still  think  that  time 
spent  to  great  advantage.  There  was  also  a  book  of  DeFoe's, 
called  an  "Essay  on  Projects,"  and  another  of  Dr.  Mather's, 
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called  "  Essays  to  do  Good,"  which  perhaps  gave  me  a  turn  of 
thinking  that  had  an  influence  on  some  of  the  principal  future 
events  of  my  life. 

This  bookish  inclination  at  length  determined  my  father  to 
make  me  a  printer,  though  he  had  already  one  son  (James)  of 
that  profession.  In  1717  my  brother  James  returned  from 
England  with  a  press  and  letters  to  set  up  his  own  business  in 
Boston.  I  liked  it  much  better  than  that  of  my  father,  but 
still  had  a  hankering  for  the  sea.  To  prevent  the  apprehended 
effect  of  such  an  inclination,  my  father  was  impatient  to  have 
me  bound  to  my  brother.  I  stood  out  some  time,  but  at  last 
was  persuaded  and  signed  the  indentures  when  I  was  yet  but 
twelve  years  old.  I  was  to  serve  as  an  apprentice  till  I  was 
twenty-one  years  of  age,  only  I  was  to  be  allowed  journeyman's 
wages  during  the  last  year.  In  a  little  time  I  made  a  great 
proficiency  in  the  business,  and  became  a  useful  hand  to  my 
brother.  I  now  had  access  to  better  books.  An  acquaintance 
with  the  apprentices  of  booksellers  enabled  me  sometimes  to 
borrow  a  small  one,  Avhich  I  was  careful  to  return  soon  and 
clean.  Often  I  sat  up  in  my  room  reading  the  greatest  part  of 
the  night,  when  the  book  was  borrowed  in  the  evening  and  to 
be  returned  early  in  the  morning,  lest  it  should  be  missed  or 
wanted. 

And  after  some  time  an  ingenious  tradesman,  Mr.  Matthew 
Adams,  who  had  a  pretty  collection  of  books,  and  who  fre- 
quented our  printing  liouse,  took  notice  of  me,  invited  me  to  his 
library,  and  very  kindly  lent  me  such  books  as  I  chose  to  read. 
I  now  took  a  fancy  to  poetry,  and  made  some  little  pieces  ;  my 
brother,  thinking  it  might  turn  to  account,  encouraged  me,  and 
put  me  on  composing  occasional  ballads.  One  was  called  "  The 
Lighthouse  Tragedy,"  contained  an  account  of  the  drowning 
of  Captain  Worthilake  with  his  two  daughters :  the  other  was 
a  sailor's  song,  on  the  taking  of  Teach  (or  Blackbeard)  the 
pirate.  They  were  wretched  stuff,  in  the  Grub  Street  ballad 
style  ;  and  when  they  were  printed  he  sent  me  about  the  town 
to  sell  them.  The  first  sold  wonderfully,  the  event  being  recent, 
having  made  a  great  noise.  This  flattered  my  vanity  ;  but  my 
father  discouraged  me  by  ridiculing  my  performances,  and  tell- 
ing me  verse  makers  were  generally  beggars.  So  I  escaped 
being  a  poet,  most  probably  a  very  bad  one  ;  but  as  prose 
writing  has  been  of  great  use  to  me  in  the  course  of  my  life, 
and  was  a  principal  means  of  my  advancement,  I  shall  tell  you 
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how,  in  such  a  situation,  I  acquired  what  little  ability  I  have 
in  that  way. 

There  was  another  bookish  lad  in  the  town,  John  Collins  by 
name,  with  whom  I  was  intimately  acquainted.  We  sometimes 
disputed,  and  very  fond  we  were  of  argument,  and  very  desir- 
ous of  confuting  one  another,  which  disputatious  turn,  by  the 
way,  is  apt  to  become  a  very  bad  habit,  making  people  often 
extremely  disagreeable  in  company  by  the  contradiction  that  is 
necessary  to  bring  it  into  practice  ;  and  thence,  besides  souring 
and  spoiling  the  conversation,  is  productive  of  disgusts,  and 
perhaps  enmities,  where  you  may  have  occasion  for  friendship. 
I  had  caught  it  by  reading  my  father's  books  of  dispute  about 
religion.  Persons  of  good  sense,  I  have  since  observed,  seldom 
fall  into  it,  except  lawyers,  university  men,  and  men  of  all  sorts 
that  have  been  bred  at  Edinborough. 

A  question  was  once,  somehow  or  other,  started  between 
Collins  and  me,  of  the  propriety  of  educating  the  female  sex  in 
learning,  and  their  abilities  for  study.  He  was  of  opinion  that 
it  was  improper,  and  that  they  were  naturally  unequal  to  it. 
I  took  the  contrary  side,  perhaps  a  little  for  dispute's  sake.  He 
was  naturally  more  eloquent,  had  a  ready  plenty  of  words  ;  and 
sometimes,  as  I  thought,  bore  me  down  more  by  his  fluency 
than  by  the  strength  of  his  reasons.  As  we  parted  without 
settling  the  point,  and  were  not  to  see  one  another  again  for 
some  time,  I  sat  down  to  put  my  arguments  in  writing,  which 
I  copied  fair  and  sent  to  him.  He  answered,  and  I  replied. 
Three  or  four  letters  of  a  side  had  passed,  when  my  father 
happened  to  find  my  papers  and  read  them.  Without  entering 
into  the  discussion,  he  took  occasion  to  talk  to  me  about  the 
manner  of  my  writing ;  observed  that,  though  I  had  the  advan- 
tage of  my  antagonist  in  correct  spelling  and  pointing  (which 
I  ow'd  to  the  printing  house),  I  fell  far  short  in  elegance  of 
expression,  in  method  and  in  perspicuity,  of  which  he  convinced 
me  by  several  instances.  I  saw  the  justice  of  his  remarks  and 
thence  grew  more  attentive  to  the  manner  in  writing,  and  de- 
termined to  endeavor  at  improvement. 

About  this  time  I  met  with  an  odd  volume  of  the  Spectator. 
It  was  the  third.  I  had  never  before  seen  any  of  them.  I 
bought  it,  read  it  over  and  over,  and  was  much  delighted  with 
it.  I  thought  the  writing  excellent,  and  v/ished,  if  possible,  to 
imitate  it.  With  this  view  I  took  some  of  the  papers,  and, 
making  short  hints  of  the  sentiment  in  each  sentence,  laid  them 
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by  a  few  days,  and  then,  without  looking  at  the  book,  try'd  to 
compleat  the  papers  again,  by  expressing  each  hinted  sentiment 
at  length,  and  as  fully  as  it  had  been  expressed  before,  in  any 
suitable  words  that  should  come  to  hand.  Then  I  compared 
my  Spectator  with  the  original,  discovered  some  of  my  faults, 
and  corrected  them.  But  I  found  I  wanted  a  stock  of  words, 
or  a  readiness  in  recollecting  and  using  them,  which  I  thought 
I  should  have  acquired  before  that  time  if  I  had  gone  on  mak- 
ing verses  ;  since  the  continual  occasion  for  words  of  the  same 
import,  but  of  different  length,  to  suit  the  measure,  or  of  differ- 
ent sound  for  the  rhyme,  would  have  laid  me  under  a  constant 
necessity  of  searching  for  variety,  and  also  have  tended  to  fix 
that  variety  in  my  mind,  and  make  me  master  of  it.  Therefore 
I  took  some  of  the  tales  and  turned  them  into  verse  ;  and,  after 
a  time,  when  I  had  pretty  well  forgotten  the  prose,  turned  them 
back  again.  I  also  sometimes  jumbled  my  collections  of  hints 
into  confusion,  and  after  some  weeks  endeavored  to  reduce 
them  into  the  best  order,  before  I  began  to  form  the  full  sen- 
tences and  compleat  the  paper.  This  was  to  teach  me  method 
in  the  arrangement  of  thoughts.  By  comparing  my  work  after- 
wards with  the  original,  I  discovered  many  faults  and  amended 
them ;  but  I  sometimes  had  the  pleasure  of  fancying  that,  in 
certain  particulars  of  small  import,  I  had  been  lucky  enough  to 
improve  the  method  or  the  language,  and  this  encouraged  me 
to  think  I  might  possibly  in  time  come  to  be  a  tolerable  English 
writer,  of  which  I  was  extreamly  ambitious.  My  time  for  these 
exercises  and  for  reading  was  at  night,  after  work  or  before  it 
began  in  the  morning,  or  on  Sundays,  when  I  contrived  to  be 
in  the  printing  house  alone,  evading  as  much  as  I  could  the 
common  attendance  on  public  worship  which  my  father  used  to 
exact  of  me  when  I  was  under  his  care,  and  which  indeed  I  still 
thought  a  duty,  though  I  could  not,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  afford 
time  to  practice  it. 

When  about  16  years  of  age  I  happened  to  meet  with  a 
book,  written  by  one  Tryon,  recommending  a  vegetable  diet. 
I  determined  to  go  into  it.  My  brother,  being  yet  unmarried, 
did  not  keep  house,  but  boarded  himself  and  his  apprentices  in 
another  family.  My  refusing  to  eat  flesh  occasioned  an  incon- 
veniency,  and  I  w\as  frequently  chid  for  my  singularity.  I 
made  myself  acquainted  with  Tryon's  manner  of  preparing 
some  of  his  dishes,  such  as  boiling  potatoes  or  rice,  making 
hasty  pudding,  and   a   few  others,  and  then  proposed   to  my 
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brother,  that  if  he  would  give  me,  weekl}^,  half  the  money  he 
paid  for  my  board,  I  would  board  myself.  He  instantly  agreed 
to  it,  and  I  presently  found  that  I  could  save  half  what  he  paid 
me.  This  was  an  additional  fund  for  buying  books.  But  I 
had  another  advantage  in  it.  My  brother  and  the  rest  going 
from  the  printing  house  to  their  meals,  I  remained  there  alone, 
and,  dispatching  presently  my  light  repast,  which  often  was  no 
more  than  a  bisket  or  a  slice  of  bread,  a  handful  of  raisins  or  a 
tart  from  the  pastry  cook's,  and  a  glass  of  water,  had  the  rest 
of  the  time  till  their  return  for  study,  in  which  I  made  the 
greater  progress,  from  that  greater  clearness  of  head  and 
quicker  apprehension  which  usually  attend  temperance  in  eat- 
ing and  drinking. 

And  now  it  was  that,  being  on  some  occasion  made  asham'd 
of  my  ignorance  in  figures,  which  I  had  twice  failed  in  learn- 
ing when  at  school,  I  took  Cocker's  book  of  Arithmetick,  and 
went  through  the  whole  by  myself  with  great  ease.  I  also  read 
Seller's  and  Shermy's  books  of  Navigation,  and  became  ac- 
quainted with  the  little  geometry  they  contain  ;  but  never  pro- 
ceeded far  in  that  science.  And  I  read  about  this  time  Locke 
"On  Human  Understanding,"  and  the  "Art  of  Thinking,"  by 
Messrs  du  Port  Royal. 

While  I  was  intent  on  improving  my  language,  I  met  with 
an  English  grammar  (I  think  it  was  Greenwood's),  at  the  end 
of  which  there  were  two  little  sketches  of  the  arts  of  rhetoric 
and  logic,  the  latter  finishing  with  a  specimen  of  a  dispute  in 
the  Socratic  method  ;  and  soon  after  I  procur'd  Xenophon's 
"  Memorable  Things  of  Socrates,"  wherein  there  are  many  in- 
stances of  the  same  method.  I  was  charmed  with  it,  adopted 
it,  dropt  my  abrupt  contradiction  and  positive  argumentation, 
and  put  on  the  humble  inquirer  and  doubter.  And  being  then, 
from  reading  Shaftesbury  and  Collins,  become  a  real  doubter  in 
many  points  of  our  religious  doctrine,  I  found  this  method  safest 
for  myself  and  very  embarrassing  to  those  against  whom  I  used 
it ;  therefore  I  took  a  delight  in  it,  practic'd  it  continually, 
and  grew  very  artful  and  expert  in  drawing  people,  even  of 
superior  knowledge,  into  concessions,  the  consequences  of  which 
they  did  not  foresee,  entangling  them  in  difficulties  out  of  which 
they  could  not  extricate  themselves,  and  so  obtaining  victories 
that  neither  myself  nor  my  cause  always  deserv'd.  I  continued 
this  method  some  few  years,  but  gradually  left  it,  retaining  only 
the  habit  of  expressing  myself  in  terms  of  modest  diffidence ; 
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never  using,  when  I  advanced  anything  that  may  possibly  be 
disputed,  the  words  certainly^  undoubtedly,  or  any  others  that 
give  the  air  of  positiveness  to  an  opinion  ;  but  rather  say,  I 
conceive  or  apprehend  a  thing  to  be  so  and  so  ;  it  appears  to 
me,  or  I  should  think  it  so  or  so,  for  such  and  such  reasons  ;  or 
/  imagine  it  to  he  so ;  or  it  is  so,  if  I  am  not  mistaken.  This 
habit,  I  believe,  has  been  of  great  advantage  to  me  when  I  have 
had  occasion  to  inculcate  my  opinions,  and  persuade  men  into 
measures  that  I  have  been  from  time  to  time  engag'd  in  pro- 
moting ;  and,  as  the  chief  ends  of  conversation  are  to  inform,  or 
to  be  informed,  to  please  or  to  persuade,  I  wish  well-meaning, 
sensible  men  would  not  lessen  their  power  of  doing  good  by  a 
positive,  assuming  manner,  that  seldom  fails  to  disgust,  tends 
to  create  opposition,  and  to  defeat  every  one  of  those  purposes 
for  which  speech  was  given  to  us,  to  wit,  giving  or  receiving 
information  or  pleasure.  For,  if  you  would  inform,  a  positive 
and  dogmatical  manner  in  advancing  your  sentiments  may  pro- 
voke contradiction  and  prevent  a  candid  attention.  If  you  wish 
information  and  improvement  from  the  knowledge  of  others, 
and  yet  at  the  same  time  express  yourself  as  firmly  fix'd  in  your 
present  opinions,  modest,  sensible  men,  who  do  not  love  dispu- 
tation, will  probably  leave  you  undisturbed  in  the  possession  of 
your  error.  And  by  such  a  manner,  you  can  seldom  hope  to 
recommend  j^ourself  in  pleasing  your  hearers,  or  to  persuade 
those  whose  concurrence  you  desire.    Pope  says,  judiciously  :  — 

Men  should  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not, 
And  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot ; 

farther  recommending  to  us 

To  speak,  tho'  sure,  with  seeming  diffidence. 

And  he  might  have  coupled  with  this  line  that  which  he  has 
coupled  with  another,  I  think,  less  properly :  — 

For  want  of  modesty  is  want  of  sense. 

If  you  ask.  Why  less  properly  ?  I  must  repeat  the  lines  :   - 

Immodest  words  admit  of  no  defense, 
For  want  of  modesty  is  want  of  sense. 

Now,  is  not  want  of  sense  (where  a  man  is  so  unfortunate  as  to 
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want  it)  some  apology  for  his  iva7it  of  modesty  ?  and  would  not 
the  lines  stand  more  justly  thus  ? 

Immodest  words  admit  hut  this  defense, 
That  want  of  modesty  is  want  of  sense. 

This,  however,  I  should  submit  to  better  judgments. 

My  brother  had,  in  1720  or  1721,  begun  to  print  a  news- 
paper. It  was  the  second  that  appeared  in  America,  and  was 
called  the  New  England  Courant.  The  only  one  before  it  was 
the  Boston  Neivs  Letter.  I  remember  his  being  dissuaded  by 
some  of  his  friends  from  the  undertaking,  as  not  likely  to 
succeed,  one  newspaper  being,  in  their  judgment,  enough  for 
America.  At  this  time  (1771)  there  are  not  less  than  five 
and  twenty.  He  went  on,  however,  with  the  undertaking, 
and  after  having  worked  in  composing  the  types  and  printing 
off  the  sheets,  I  was  employed  to  carry  the  papers  thro'  the 
streets  to  the  customers. 

He  had  some  ingenious  men  among  his  friends,  who  amus'd 
themselves  by  writing  little  pieces  for  this  paper,  which  gain'd 
it  credit  and  made  it  more  in  demand,  and  these  gentlemen 
often  visited  us.  Hearing  their  conversations  and  their  ac- 
counts of  the  approbation  their  papers  were  received  with, 
I  was  excited  to  try  my  hand  among  them ;  but,  being  still 
a  boy,  and  suspecting  that  my  brother  would  object  to  print- 
ing anything  of  mine  in  his  paper  if  he  knew  it  to  be  mine, 
I  contrived  to  disguise  my  hand,  and,  writing  an  anonymous 
paper,  I  put  it  in  at  night  under  the  door  of  the  printing 
house.  It  was  found  in  the  morning,  and  communicated  to 
his  writing  friends  when  they  call'd  in  as  usual.  They  read  it, 
commented  on  it  in  my  hearing,  and  I  had  the  exquisite  pleas- 
ure of  finding  it  met  with  their  approbation,  and  that,  in  their 
different  guesses  at  the  author,  none  were  named  but  men  of 
some  character  among  us  for  learning  and  ingenuity.  I  sup- 
pose now  that  I  was  rather  lucky  in  my  judges,  and  that  per- 
haps they  were  not  really  so  very  good  ones  as  I  then  esteem'd 
them. 

Encourag'd,  however,  by  this,  I  wrote  and  convey'd  in  the 
same  way  to  the  press  several  more  papers,  which  were  equally 
approv'd ;  and  I  kept  my  secret  till  my  small  fund  of  sense 
for  such  performances  was  pretty  well  exhausted,  and  then  I 
discovered  it,  when  I  began  to  be  considered  a  little  more  by 
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my  brother's  acquaintance,  and  in  a  manner  that  did  not  quite 
please  him,  as  he  thought,  probably  with  reason,  that  it  tended 
to  make  me  too  A^ain.  And  perhaps  this  might  be  one  occa- 
sion of  the  differences  that  we  began  to  liave  about  this  time. 
Tliough  a  brother,  he  considered  himself  as  my  master,  and 
me  as  his  apprentice,  and  accordingly  expected  the  same  ser- 
vices from  me  as  he  would  from  another,  while  I  thought  he 
demean'd  me  too  much  in  some  he  required  of  me,  who  from 
a  brother  expected  more  indulgence.  Our  disputes  were  often 
brought  before  our  father,  and  I  fancy  I  was  either  generally 
in  the  right,  or  else  a  better  pleader,  because  the  judgment 
Avas  generally  in  my  favor.  But  my  brother  was  passionate, 
and  had  often  beaten  me,  which  I  took  extreamly  amiss ;  and, 
thinking  my  apprenticeship  very  tedious,  I  was  continually 
wishing  for  some  opportunity  of  shortening  it,  which  at  length 
offered  in  a  manner  unexpected. 

One  of  the  pieces  in  our  newspaper  on  some  political  point, 
which  I  have  now  forgotten,  gave  offense  to  the  Assembly. 
He  was  taken  up,  censur'd,  and  imprison'd  for  a  month,  by 
the  Speaker's  warrant,  I  suppose,  because  he  would  not  dis- 
cover his  author.  I  too  was  taken  up  and  examin'd  before 
the  council ;  but,  tho'  I  did  not  give  them  any  satisfaction, 
they  content'd  themselves  with  admonishing  me,  and  dismissed 
me,  considering  me,  perhaps,  as  an  apprentice,  who  was  bound 
to  keep  his  master's  secrets. 

During  my  brother's  confinement,  which  I  resented  a  good 
deal,  notwithstanding  our  private  differences,  I  had  the  man- 
agement of  the  paper  ;  and  I  made  bold  to  give  our  rulers 
some  rubs  in  it,  which  my  brother  took  very  kindly,  while 
others  began  to  consider  me  in  an  unfavorable  light,  as  a 
young  genius  that  had  a  turn  for  libeling  and  satire.  My 
brother's  discharge  Avas  accompany'd  Av^ith  an  order  of  the 
House  (a  very  odd  one),  that  "  James  Franklin  should  no  longer 
print  the  paper  called  the  Neiv  England  Courant.''^ 

There  Avas  a  consultation  held  in  our  printing  house  among 
his  friends,  what  he  should  do  in  this  case.  Some  proposed  to 
evade  the  order  by  changing  the  name  of  the  paper ;  but  my 
brother,  seeing  inconveniences  in  that,  it  Avas  finally  concluded 
on  as  a  better  Avay,  to  let  it  be  printed  for  the  future  under 
the  name  of  Benjamin  Franklin  ;  and  to  avoid  the  censure 
of  the  Assembly,  that  might  fall  on  him  as  still  printing  it  by 
his   apprentice,  the   contrivance   Avas  that   my   old   indenture 
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should  be  return'd  to  me,  with  a  full  discharge  on  the  back  of 
it,  to  be  shown  on  occasion,  but  to  secure  to  him  the  benefit 
of  my  service,  I  was  to  sign  new  indentures  for  the  remainder 
of  the  term,  which  were  to  be  kept  private.  A  very  flimsy 
scheme  it  was ;  however,  it  was  immediately  executed,  and 
the  paper  went  on  accordingly,  under  my  name,  for  several 
months. 

At  length,  a  fresh  difference  arising  between  my  brother 
and  me,  I  took  upon  me  to  assert  my  freedom,  presuming  that 
he  would  not  venture  to  produce  the  new  indentures.  It  was 
not  fair  in  me  to  take  this  advantage,  and  this  I  therefore 
reckon  one  of  the  first  errata  of  my  life  ;  but  the  unfairness 
of  it  weighed  little  with  me,  when  under  the  impressions  of 
resentment  for  the  blows  his  passion  too  often  urged  him  to 
bestow  upon  me,  though  he  was  otherwise  not  an  ill-natur'd 
man  ;  perhaps  I  was  too  saucy  and  provoking. 

When  he  found  I  would  leave  him,  he  took  care  to  prevent 
my  getting  employment  in  any  other  printing  house  of  the 
town,  by  going  round  and  speaking  to  every  master,  who 
accordingly  refus'd  to  give  me  work.  I  then  thought  of  going 
to  New  York,  as  the  nearest  place  where  there  was  a  printer  ; 
and  I  was  rather  inclin'd  to  leave  Boston  when  I  reflected  that 
I  had  already  made  myself  a  little  obnoxious  to  the  governing 
party,  and,  from  the  arbitrary  proceedings  of  the  Assembly  in 
my  brother's  case,  it  was  likely  I  migh':,  if  I  stay'd,  soon  bring 
myself  into  scrapes  ;  and  farther,  that  my  indiscrete  disputa- 
tions about  religion  began  to  make  me  pointed  at  with  horror 
by  good  people  as  an  infidel  or  atheist.  I  deterrain'd  on  the 
point,  but  my  father  now  siding  with  my  brother,  I  was  sensi- 
ble that,  if  I  attempted  to  go  openly,  means  would  be  used  to 
prevent  me.  My  friend  Collins,  therefore,  undertook  to  man- 
age a  little  for  me.  He  agreed  with  the  captain  of  a  New  York 
sloop  for  my  passage,  under  the  notion  of  my  being  a  young 
acquaintance  of  his,  that  had  got  a  naughty  girl  x^dth  child, 
whose  friends  would  compel  me  to  marry  her,  and  therefore  I 
could  not  appear  or  come  away  publicly.  So  I  sold  some  of 
my  books  to  raise  a  little  money,  was  taken  on  board  privately, 
and  as  we  had  a  fair  wind,  in  three  days  I  found  myself  in  New 
York,  near  300  miles  from  home,  a  boy  of  but  17,  without  the 
least  recommendation  to,  or  knowledge  of,  any  person  in  the 
place,  and  with  very  little  money  in  my  pocket. 

My  inclinations  for  the  sea  were  by  this  time  worne  out,  or 
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I  might  now  have  gratify'd  them.  But,  having  a  trade,  and 
supposing  myself  a  pretty  good  workman,  I  offer'd  my  service 
to  the  printer  in  the  phice,  old  Mr.  William  Bradford,  who  had 
been  the  first  printer  in  Pennsylvania,  but  removed  from  thence 
upon  the  quarrel  of  George  Keith.  He  could  give  me  no  em- 
ployment, having  little  to  do,  and  help  enough  already  ;  but 
says  he,  "My  son  at  Philadelphia  has  lately  lost  his  principal 
hand,  Aquila  Rose,  by  death  ;  if  you  go  thither,  I  believe  he 
may  employ  you."  Philadel2)hia  was  a  hundred  miles  further ; 
I  set  out,  however,  in  a  boat  for  Aniboy,  leaving  my  chest  and 
things  to  follow  me  round  by  sea. 

In  crossing  the  bay,  we  met  with  a  squall  that  tore  our 
rotten  sails  to  pieces,  prevented  our  getting  into  the  Kill,  and 
drove  us  upon  Long  Island.  In  our  way,  a  drunken  Dutch- 
man, who  was  a  passenger  too,  fell  overboard ;  when  he  Avas 
sinking,  I  reached  through  the  water  to  his  shock  pate,  and 
drew  him  up,  so  that  we  got  him  in  again.  His  ducking 
sobered  him  a  little,  and  he  went  to  sleep,  taking  first  out  of 
his  pocket  a  book,  which  he  desir'd  I  would  dry  for  him.  It 
proved  to  be  my  old  favorite  author,  Bunyan's  "  Pilgrim's  Prog- 
ress," in  Dutch,  finely  printed  on  good  paper,  with  copper  cuts, 
a  dress  better  than  I  had  ever  seen  it  wear  in  its  own  language. 
I  have  since  found  that  it  has  been  translated  into  most  of  the 
languages  of  Europe,  and  suppose  it  has  been  more  generally 
read  than  any  other  book,  except  perhaps  the  Bible.  Honest 
John  was  the  first  that  I  know  of  who  mix'd  narration  and  dia- 
logue ;  a  method  of  writing  very  engaging  to  the  reader,  who 
in  the  most  interesting  parts  finds  himself,  as  it  were,  brought 
into  the  company  and  present  at  the  discourse.  DeFoe  in  his 
"  Cruso,"  his  "  Moll  Flanders,"  "  Religious  Courtship,"  "  Family 
Instructor,"  and  other  pieces,  has  imitated  it  with  success  ;  and 
Richardson  has  done  the  same  in  his  "  Pamela,"  etc. 

When  we  drew  near  the  island,  we  found  it  was  at  a  place 
where  there  could  be  no  landing,  there  being  a  great  surf? 
on  the  stony  beach.  So  we  dropt  anchor,  and  swung  round 
towards  the  shore.  Some  people  came  down  to  the  water  edge 
and  liallow'd  to  us,  as  we  did  to  them  ;  but  the  wind  was  so 
high,  and  the  surff  so  loud,  that  we  could  not  hear  so  as  to 
understand  each  other.  There  were  canoes  on  the  shore,  and 
we  made  signs,  and  hallow'd  that  they  should  fetch  us ;  but 
they  either  did  not  understand  us,  or  thought  it  impracticable, 
so  they  went  away,  and  night  coming  on,  we  had  no  remedy 
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but  to  wait  till  the  wind  should  abate  ;  and,  in  the  mean  time, 
the  boatman  and  I  concluded  to  sleep,  if  we  could ;  and  so 
crowded  into  the  scuttle,  with  the  Dutchman,  who  was  still 
wet,  and  the  spray  beating  over  the  head  of  our  boat,  leak'd 
thro'  to  us,  so  that  we  were  soon  almost  as  wet  as  he.  In  this 
manner  we  lay  all  night,  with  very  little  rest ;  but  the  wind 
abating  the  next  day,  we  made  a  shift  to  reach  Amboy  before 
night,  having  been  thirty  hours  on  the  water,  without  victuals, 
or  any  drink  but  a  bottle  of  filthy  rum,  the  water  we  sail'd  on 
being  salt. 

In  the  evening  I  found  myself  very  feverish,  and  went  in  to 
bed  ;  but,  having  read  somewhere  that  cold  water  drank  plenti- 
fully was  good  for  a  fever,  I  follow'd  the  prescription,  sweat 
plentifully  most  of  the  night,  my  fever  left  me,  and  in  the 
morning,  crossing  the  ferry,  I  proceeded  on  my  journey  on  foot, 
having  fifty  miles  to  Burlington,  where  I  was  told  I  should  find 
boats  that  would  carry  me  the  rest  of  the  way  to  Philadelphia. 

It  rained  very  hard  all  the  day  ;  I  was  thoroughly  soak'd, 
and  by  noon  a  good  deal  tired  ;  so  I  stopt  at  a  poor  inn,  where 
I  stayed  all  night,  beginning  now  to  wish  that  I  had  never  left 
home.  I  cut  so  miserable  a  figure,  too,  that  I  found,  by  the 
questions  ask'd  me,  I  was  suspected  to  be  some  runaway  servant, 
and  in  danger  of  being  taken  up  on  that  suspicion.  However, 
I  proceeded  the  next  day,  and  got  in  the  evening  to  an  inn, 
within  eight  or  ten  miles  of  Burlington,  kept  by  one  Dr.  Brown. 
He  entered  into  conversation  with  me  while  I  took  some  re- 
freshment, and,  finding  I  had  read  a  little,  became  very  sociable 
and  friendly.  Our  acquaintance  continu'd  as  long  as  he  liv'd. 
He  had  been,  I  imagine,  an  itinerant  doctor,  for  there  was  no 
town  in  England,  or  country  in  Europe,  of  which  he  could  not 
give  a  very  particular  account.  He  had  some  letters,  and  was 
ingenious,  but  much  of  an  unbeliever,  and  wickedly  undertook, 
some  years  after,  to  travestie  the  Bible  in  doggrel  verse,  as 
Cotton  had  done  Virgil.  By  this  means  he  set  many  of  the 
facts  in  a  very  ridiculous  light,  and  might  have  hurt  weak 
minds  if  his  work  had  been  published  ;  but  it  never  was. 

At  his  house  I  lay  that  night,  and  the  next  morning  reach'd 
Burlington,  but  had  the  mortification  to  find  that  the  regular 
boats  were  gone  a  little  before  my  coming,  and  no  other  ex- 
pected to  go  before  Tuesday,  this  being  Saturday  ;  wherefore  I 
returned  to  an  old  woman  in  the  town,  of  whom  I  had  bought 
gingerbread  to  eat  on  the  water,  and  ask'd  her  advice.     She 
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invited  me  to  lodge  at  her  house  till  a  passage  by  water  should 
offer  ;  and  being  tired  with  my  foot  traveling,  I  accepted  the 
invitation.  She,  understanding  I  Avas  a  printer,  would  have 
had  me  stay  at  that  town  and  follow  my  business,  being  igno- 
rant of  the  stock  necessary  to  begin  with.  She  was  very  hospi- 
table, gave  me  a  dinner  of  ox  cheek  with  great  good  will,  accept- 
ing only  of  a  pot  of  ale  in  return ;  and  I  thought  myself  fixed 
till  Tuesday  should  come.  However,  walking  in  the  evening 
by  the  side  of  the  river,  a  boat  came  by,  which  I  found  was 
going  towards  Philadelphia,  with  several  people  in  her.  They 
took  me  in,  and,  as  there  was  no  wind,  we  row'd  all  the  way ; 
and  about  midnight,  not  having  yet  seen  the  city,  some  of  the 
company  were  confident  we  must  have  passed  it,  and  would 
row  no  fartlier  ;  the  others  knew  not  where  we  were  ;  so  we 
put  toward  the  shore,  got  into  a  creek,  landed  near  an  old  fence 
with  the  rails  of  which  we  made  a  fire,  the  night  being  cold,  in 
October,  and  there  we  remained  till  daylight.  Then  one  of 
the  company  knew  the  place  to  be  Cooper's  Creek,  a  little  above 
Philadelphia,  which  we  saw  as  soon  as  we  got  out  of  the  creek, 
and  arriv'd  there  about  eight  or  nine  o'clock  on  the  Sunday 
morning,  and  landed  at  the  Market  Street  wharf. 

I  have  been  the  more  particular  in  this  description  of  my 
journey,  and  shall  be  so  of  my  first  entry  into  that  city,  that 
you  may  in  your  mind  compare  such  unlikely  beginnings  with 
the  figure  I  have  since  made  there.  I  was  in  my  working 
dress,  my  best  cloaths  being  to  come  round  by  sea.  I  was 
dirty  from  my  journey  ;  my  pockets  were  stuff'd  out  with 
shirts  and  stockings,  and  I  knew  no  soul  nor  where  to  look  for 
lodging.  I  was  fatigued  with  traveling,  rowing,  and  want  of 
rest ;  I  was  very  hungry  ;  and  my  whole  stock  of  cash  consisted 
of  a  Dutch  dollar,  and  about  a  shilling  in  copper.  The  latter  I 
gave  the  people  of  the  boat  for  my  passage,  who  at  first  refus'd 
it,  on  account  of  my  rowing  ;  but  I  insisted  on  their  taking  it. 
A  man  being  sometimes  more  generous  when  he  has  but  a  little 
money  than  when  he  has  plenty,  perhaps  thro'  fear  of  being 
thought  to  have  but  little. 

Then  I  walked  up  the  street,  gazing  about  till  near  the 
market  house  I  met  a  boy  with  bread.  I  had  made  many  a 
meal  on  bread,  and,  inquiring  where  he  got  it,  I  went  immedi- 
ately to  the  baker's  he  directed  me  to,  in  Second  Street,  and 
ask'd  for  bisket,  intending  such  as  we  had  in  Boston  ;  but  they, 
it  seems,  were  not  made  in  Philadelphia.     Then  I  asked  for  a 
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threepenny  loaf,  and  was  told  tliey  had  none  such.  So  not 
considering  or  knowing  the  difference  of  money,  and  the  greater 
cheapness  nor  the  names  of  his  bread,  I  bad  him  give  me  three- 
penny worth  of  any  sort.  He  gave  me,  accordingly,  three  great 
puffy  rolls.  I  was  surpriz'd  at  the  quantity,  but  took  it,  and, 
having  no  room  in  my  pockets,  walk'd  off  with  a  roll  under 
each  arm,  and  eating  the  other.  Thus  I  went  up  Market  Street 
as  far  as  Fourth  Street,  passing  by  the  door  of  Mr.  Read,  my 
future  wife's  father  ;  when  she,  standing  at  the  door,  saw  me, 
and  thought  I  made,  as  I  certainly  did,  a  most  awkward,  ridic- 
ulous appearance.  Then  I  turned  and  went  down  Chestnut 
Street  and  part  of  Walnut  Street,  eating  my  roll  all  the  way, 
and,  coming  round,  found  myself  again  at  Market  Street  wharf, 
near  the  boat  I  came  in,  to  which  I  went  for  a  draught  of  the 
river  water  ;  and,  being  filled  with  one  of  my  rolls,  gave  the 
other  two  to  a  woman  and  her  child  that  came  down  the  river 
in  the  boat  with  us,  and  were  waiting  to  go  farther. 

Thus  refreshed,  I  walked  again  up  the  street,  which  by  this 
time  had  many  clean-dressed  people  in  it,  who  were  all  walking 
the  same  way.  I  joined  them,  and  thereby  was  led  into  the 
great  meetinghouse  of  the  Quakers  near  the  market.  I  sat 
down  among  them,  and,  after  looking  round  awhile  and  hear- 
ing nothing  said,  being  very  drowsy  thro'  labor  and  want  of 
rest  the  preceding  night,  I  fell  fast  asleep,  and  continu'd  so  till 
the  meeting  broke  up,  when  one  was  kind  enough  to  rouse 
me.  This  was,  therefore,  the  first  house  I  was  in,  or  slept  in, 
in  Philadelphia. 


THANATOPSIS. 

By  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

[William  Cullen  Bryant,  an  American  poet,  was  born  at  Cummington, 
Mass.,  November  3,  1794,  After  attending  Williams  College  for  one  year,  he 
adopted  law  as  a  profession,  but  gradually  abandoned  it  for  literary  and  journal- 
istic work.  He  became  a  voluminous  contributor  of  prose  and  verse  to  periodi- 
cals, and  for  more  than  half  a  centuiy  was  editorially  connected  with  the  New 
York  Evening  Post,  in  which  he  opposed  the  extension  of  slavery  and  supported 
the  Union.  He  began  to  write  poetry  at  an  early  age,  and  nrst  won  recognition 
with  "  Thanatopsls  "  (1816).  His  other  notable  compositions  are  :  "  The  Ages," 
"The  Flood  of  Years,"  "To  a  Waterfowl,"  and  translations  of  the  liiad  and 
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Odyssey.     His  complete  poetical  works,  edited  by  Parke  Godwin,  were  published 
in  1883.     Bryant  died  in  New  York,  June  12,  1878.] 


To  him  who  in  the  love  of  Nature  holds 
Communion  with  her  visible  forms,  she  speaks 
A  various  language ;  for  his  gayer  hours 
She  has  a  voice  of  gladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty,  and  she  glides 
Into  his  darker  musings,  with  a  mild 
And  healing  sympathy,  that  steals  away 
Their  sharpness,  ere  he  is  aware.     When  thoughts 
Of  the  last  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  spirit,  and  sad  images 
Of  the  stern  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall, 
And  breathless  darkness,  and  the  narrow  house, 
Make  thee  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at  heart ;  — 
Go  forth,  under  the  open  sky,  and  list 
To  Nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around  — 
Earth  and  her  waters,  and  the  depths  of  air,  — 
Comes  a  still  voice.  —  Yet  a  few  days,  and  thee 
The  all-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  all  his  course ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  ground. 
Where  thy  pale  form  was  laid,  with  many  tears, 
Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean,  shall  exist 
Thy  image.     Earth,  that  nourished  thee,  shall  claim 
Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  again, 
And,  lost  each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  forever  with  the  elements. 
To  be  a  brother  to  the  insensible  rock 
And  to  the  sluggish  clod,  which  the  rude  swain 
Turns  with  his  share,  and  treads  upon.     The  oak 
Shall  send  his  roots  abroad,  and  pierce  thy  mold. 
Yet  not  to  thine  eternal  resting  place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone  —  nor  couldst  thou  wish 
Couch  more  magnificent.     Thou  shalt  lie  down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  Avorld  —  with  kings, 
The  powerful  of  the  earth  —  the  wise,  the  good. 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seers  of  ages  past, 
All  in  one  mighty  sepulcher.  — The  hills 
Rock-ribbed  and  ancient  as  the  sun,  —  the  vales 
Stretching  in  pensive  quietness  between; 
The  venerable  woods  —  rivers  that  move 
In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 
That  make  the  meadows  green ;  and,  poured  round  all, 
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Old  ocean's  gray  and  melancholy  waste,  — 

Are  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 

Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.     The  golden  sun, 

The  planets,  all  the  infinite  host  of  heaven, 

Are  shining  on  the  sad  abodes  of  death, 

Through  the  still  lapse  of  ages.     All  that  tread 

The  globe  are  but  a  handful  to  the  tribes 

That  slumber  in  its  bosom.  —  Take  the  wings 

Of  morning  —  and  the  Barcan  desert  pierce, 

Or  lose  thyself  in  the  continuous  woods 

"Where  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no  sound, 

Save  his  own  dashings  —  yet  —  the  dead  are  there  j 

And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since  first 

The  flight  of  years  began,  have  laid  them  down 

In  their  last  sleep  —  the  dead  reign  there  alone. 

So  shalt  thou  rest  —  and  what  if  thou  withdraw 

Unheeded  by  the  living  —  and  no  friend 

Take  note  of  thy  departure  ?    All  that  breathe 

Will  share  thy  destiny.     The  gay  will  laugh 

When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  brood  of  care 

Plod  on,  and  each  one  as  before  will  chase 

His  favorite  phantom;  yet  all  these  shall  leave 

Their  mirth  and  their  employments,  and  shall  come, 

And  make  their  bed  with  thee.     As  the  long  train 

Of  ages  glide  away,  the  sons  of  men. 

The  youth  in  life's  green  spring,  and  he  who  goes 

In  the  full  strength  of  years,  matron,  and  maid, 

And  the  sweet  babe,  and  the  gray-headed  man,  — 

Shall  one  by  one  be  gathered  to  thy  side. 

By  those,  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow  them. 

So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan,  that  moves 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death, 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry  slave  at  night. 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon,  but,  sustained  and  soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave. 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams. 


6876  WASHINGTON. 

WASHINGTOK^ 

By  W.  M.  THACKERAY 

(From  '•  The  Virginians."''. 

[William  Makepeace  Thackehay,  English  novelist  and  humorist,  was 
born  in  Calcui^ta,  India,  July  19,  1811,  and  died  December  24,  18G3.  lie 
studied  for  an  artist,  but  could  not  learn  to  draw,  and  after  some  years  of 
struggle  began  to  make  a  name  in  Fraser''s  Magazine  by  "The  Great  Hoggaity 
Diamond,"  "The  Yellowplush  Papers,"  etc.  There  followed  "The  Paris 
Sketch  Book";  "The  Book  of  Snobs,"  "Ballads  of  Policeman  X,"  Prize 
Novelists,"  etc.,  from  Punch;  and  "The  Rose  and  the  Ring."  "  Vanity  Fair," 
♦Tendennis,"  "  Henry  Esmond,"  and  "  Tlie  Newcomes,"  his  four  great  master- 
pieces, all  came  in  the  six  years  1848-1854.  His  lectures  on  "  English  Humor- 
lst&"  and  "The  Four  Georges"  followed:  then  "The  Virginians"  (sequel  to 
"Esmond"),  "Level  the  Widower,"  "Philip,"  and  the  unflnished  "Denis 
Duval,"  contributed  to  the  CornhiU  Magazine^  which  he  edited  1859-1862,  and 
which  contained  also  "  The  Roundabout  Papers."] 

Mr.  Washington  was  the  first  to  leave  the  jovial  party 
which  were  doing  so  much  honor  to  Madam  Esmond's  hospi- 
tality. Young  George  Esmond,  who  had  taken  his  motlier's 
place  when  she  left  it,  had  been  free  with  the  glass  and  with 
the  tongue.  He  had  said  a  score  of  things  to  his  guest  which 
wounded  and  chafed  the  latter,  and  to  which  Mr.  Washington 
could  give  no  reply.  Angry  be3^ond  all  endurance,  he  left  the 
table  at  length,  and  walked  away  through  the  open  windows 
into  the  broad  veranda  or  porch  which  belonged  to  Castlewood 
as  to  all  Virginian  houses. 

Here  Madam  Esmond  caught  sight  of  her  friend's  tall  frame 
as  it  strode  up  and  down  before  the  windows ;  and,  the  even- 
ing being  warm,  or  her  game  over,  she  gave  up  her  cards  to  one 
of  the  other  ladies,  and  joined  her  good  neighbor  out  of  doors. 
He  tried  to  compose  his  countenance  as  well  as  he  could :  it 
was  impossible  that  he  should  explain  to  his  hostess  why  and 
with  whom  he  was  angry. 

"The  gentlemen  are  long  over  their  wine,"  she  said;  'gen- 
tlemen of  the  army  are  always  fond  of  it." 

"  H  drinking  makes  good  soldiers,  some  yonder  are  distin- 
guishing themselves  greatly,  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Washington. 

"And  I  dare  say  the  General  is  at  the  head  of  his  troops?" 

"  No  doubt,  no  doubt,"  answered  the  Colonel,  who  always 
received  this  lady's  remarks,  playful  or  serious,  with  a  peculiar 

'  By  permission  of  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.     (Crown  8vo.,  price  38.  Gd.') 
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softness  and  kindness.  "  But  the  General  is  the  General,  and 
it  is  not  for  me  to  make  remarks  on  his  Excellency's  doings  at 
table  or  elsewhere.  I  think  very  likely  that  military  gentlemen 
born  and  bred  at  home  are  different  from  us  of  the  colonies. 
We  have  such  a  hot  sun,  that  we  need  not  wine  to  fire  our 
blood  as  they  do.  And  drinking  toasts  seems  a  point  of  honor 
with  them.  Talmadge  hiccoughed  to  me — I  should  say,  whis- 
pered to  me  —  just  now,  that  an  officer  could  no  more  refuse  a 
toast  than  a  challenge,  and  he  said  that  it  was  after  the  greatest 
difficulty  and  dislike  at  first  that  he  learned  to  drink.  He  has 
certainly  overcome  his  difficulty  with  uncommon  resolution." 

"  What,  I  wonder,  can  you  talk  of  for  so  many  hours  ?  " 
asked  the  lady. 

"  I  don't  think  I  can  tell  you  all  we  talk  of,  Madam,  and  I 
must  not  tell  tales  out  of  school.  We  talked  about  the  war,  and 
of  the  force  jMr.  Contrecoeur  has,  and  how  we  are  to  get  at  him. 
The  General  is  for  making  the  campaign  in  his  coach,  and  makes 
light  of  it  and  the  enemy.  That  we  shall  beat  them,  if  we  meet 
them,  I  trust  there  is  no  doubt." 

"  How  can  there  be  ?  "  says  the  lady,  whose  father  had  served 
under  Marlborough. 

"  Mr.  Franklin,  though  he  is  only  from  New  England,"  con- 
tinued the  gentleman,  "  spoke  great  good  sense,  and  would  have 
spoken  more  if  the  English  gentlemen  would  let  him  ;  but  they 
reply  invariably  that  we  are  only  raw  provincials,  and  don't 
kiiow  what  disciplined  British  troops  can  do.  Had  they  not 
best  hasten  forwards  and  make  turnpike  roads  and  have  com- 
fortable inns  ready  for  his  Excellency  at  the  end  of  the  day's 
march? — ■ '  There's  some  sort  of  inns,  I  suppose,'  says  Mr.  Dan- 
vers ;  '  not  so  comfortable  as  we  have  in  England,  we  can't  expect 
that.'  —  'No,  you  can't  expect  that,'  says  Mr.  Franklin,  who 
seems  a  very  shrewd  and  facetious  person.  He  drinks  his  water 
and  seems  to  laugh  at  the  Englishmen,  though  I  doubt  whether 
it  is  fair  for  a  water  drinker  to  sit  by  and  spy  out  the  weak- 
nesses 01  gentlemen  over  their  wine." 

"  And  my  boys  ?  I  hope  they  are  prudent  ?  "  said  the  widow, 
laying  her  hand  on  her  guest's  arm.  "  Harry  promised  me,  and 
when  he  gives  his  word,  I  can  trust  him  for  anything.  George 
is  always  moderate.     Why  do  you  look  so  grave  ? "'' 

"Indeed,  to  be  frank  with  you,  I  do  not  know  what  has 
come  over  George  in  these  last  days,"  says  Mr.  Washington. 
"  He  has  some  grievance  against  me  which  I  do  not  understand, 
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and  of  which  I  don't  care  to  ask  the  reason.  He  spoke  to  me 
before  the  gentlemen  in  a  way  which  scarcely  became  him.  We 
are  going  the  campaign  together,  and  'tis  a  pity  we  begin  such 
ill  friends." 

"  He  has  been  ill.  He  is  ahvays  wild  and  wayward,  and 
hard  to  understand.  But  he  lias  the  most  affectionate  heart  in 
the  world.  You  will  bear  with  him,  you  will  protect  him  — 
promise  me  you  will." 

"  Dear  lady,  I  will  do  so  with  my  life,"  Mr.  Washington 
said  with  great  fervor.  "  You  know  I  would  lay  it  down 
cheerfully  for  you  or  any  you  love." 

"  And  my  father's  blessing  and  mine  go  with  you,  dear 
friend  !  "  cried  the  widow,  full  of  thanks  and  affection. 

As  they  pursued  their  conversation,  they  had  quitted  the 
porch  under  which  they  had  first  begun  to  talk,  and  where  they 
could  hear  the  laughter  and  toasts  of  the  gentlemen  over  their 
wine,  and  were  pacing  a  walk  on  the  rough  lawn  before  the 
house.  Young  George  Warrington,  from  his  place  at  the  head 
of  the  table  in  the  dining  room,  could  see  the  pair  as  they  passed 
to  and  fro,  and  had  listened  for  some  time  past,  and  replied  in 
a  very  distracted  manner  to  the  remarks  of  the  gentlemen  round 
about  him,  who  were  too  much  engaged  with  their  own  talk  and 
jokes,  and  drinking,  to  pay  much  attention  to  their  young  host's 
behavior.  Mr.  Braddock  loved  a  song  after  dinner,  and  Mr.  Dan- 
vers,  his  aid-de-camp,  who  had  a  fine  tenor  voice,  was  delight- 
ing his  General  with  the  latest  ditty  from  Marybone  Gardens, 
when  George  Warrington,  jumping  up,  ran  towards  the  win- 
dow, and  then  turned  and  pulled  his  brother  Harry  by  the 
sleeve,  who  sat  with  his  back  towards  the  window. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  says  Harry,  who,  for  his  part,  was  charmed 
too  with  the  song  and  chorus. 

"Come,"  cried  George,  with  a  stamp  of  his  foot,  and  the 
younger  followed  obediently. 

"  What  is  it ! "  continued  George,  with  a  bitter  oath. 
"Don't  you  see  what  it  is?  They  were  billing  and  cooing 
this  morning  ;  they  are  billing  and  cooing  now  before  going 
to  roost.  Had  we  not  better  both  go  into  the  garden,  and  pay 
our  duty  to  our  mamma  and  papa?"  and  he  pointed  to  Mr. 
Washington,  who  was  taking  the  widow's  hand  very  tenderly 
in  his. 
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A  Hot  Afternoon.  '' 

General  Braddock  and  the  other  guests  of  Castlewood  being 
duly  consigned  to  their  respective  quarters,  the  boys  retired  to 
their  own  room,  and  there  poured  out  to  one  another  their 
opinions  respecting  the  great  event  of  the  day.  They  would 
not  bear  such  a  marriage  —  no.  Was  the  representative  of  the 
Marquises  of  Esmond  to  marry  the  younger  son  of  a  colonial 
family,  who  had  been  bred  up  as  a  land  surveyor  ?  Castlewood, 
and  the  boys  at  nineteen  years  of  age,  handed  over  to  the  ten- 
der mercies  of  a  stepfather  of  three  and  twenty  1  Oh,  it  was 
monstrous  !  Harry  was  for  going  straightway  to  his  mother  in 
her  bedroom  —  where  her  black  maidens  were  divesting  her 
ladyship  of  the  simple  jewels  and  fineries  which  she  had  as- 
sumed in  compliment  to  the  feast  —  protesting  against  the 
odious  match,  and  announcing  that  they  would  go  home,  live 
upon  their  little  property  there,  and  leave  her  forever,  if  the 
unnatural  union  took  place. 

George  advocated  another  way  of  stopping  it,  and  explained 
his  plan  to  his  admiring  brother.  "  Our  mother,"  he  said, 
"can't  marry  a  man  with  whom  one  or  both  of  us  has  been 
out  on  the  field,  and  who  has  wounded  us  or  killed  us,  or 
whom  we  have  wounded  or  killed.  We  must  have  him  out, 
Harry." 

Harry  saw  the  profound  truth  conveyed  in  George's  state- 
ment, and  admired  his  brother's  immense  sagacity.  "No, 
George,"  says  he,  "you  are  right.  Mother  can't  marry  our 
murderer  ;  she  won't  be  as  bad  as  that.  And  if  we  pink  him, 
he  is  done  for.  '  Cadit  qucestio,''  as  Mr.  Dempster  used  to  say. 
Shall  I  send  my  boy  with  a  challenge  to  Colonel  George  now  ?  '* 

"  My  dear  Harry,"  the  elder  replied,  thinking  with  some 
complacency  of  his  affair  of  honor  at  Quebec,  "  you  are  not  ac- 
customed to  affairs  of  this  sort." 

"No,"  owned  Harry,  with  a  sigh,  looking  with  envy  and 
admiration  on  his  senior. 

"  We  can't  insult  a  gentleman  in  our  own  house,"  continued 
George,  with  great  majesty;  "  the  laws  of  honor  forbid  such 
inhospitable  treatment.  But,  sir,  we  can  ride  out  with  him, 
and,  as  soon  as  the  park  gates  are  closed,  we  can  tell  him  our 
mind." 

"  That  we    can,   by  George  I "    cries    Harry,   grasping   hia 
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brother's  hanrl,  "  and  that  we  will,  too.  I  say,  Georgy,  .  .  .'* 
Here  the  lad's  face  became  very  red,  and  his  brother  asked  him 
what  he  would  say  ? 

"  This  is  my  turn,  brother,"  Harry  pleaded.  "  If  5rou  go 
the  campaign,  I  ought  to  have  the  other  affair.  Indeed,  indeed, 
I  ought."     And  he  prayed  for  this  bit  of  promotion. 

"  Again  the  head  of  the  house  must  take  the  lead,  my  dear," 
George  said,  with  a  superb  air.  "  If  I  fall,  my  Harry  will 
avenge  me.  But  I  must  fight  George  Washington,  Hal  :  and 
'tis  best  I  should ;  for,  indeed,  I  hate  him  the  worst.  Was  it 
not  he  who  counseled  my  mother  to  order  that  wretch,  Ward,  to 
lay  hands  on  me  ?  " 

"  Ah,  George,"  interposed  the  more  pacable  younger  brother, 
"  you  ought  to  forget  and  forgive  !  " 

"  Forgive  ?  Never,  sir,  as  long  as  I  remember.  You  can't 
order  remembrance  out  of  a  man's  mind  ;  and  a  wrong  that  was 
a  wrong  yesterday  must  be  a  wrong  to-morrow.  I  never,  of 
my  knowledge,  did  one  to  any  man,  and  I  never  will  suffer  one, 
if  I  can  help  it.  I  think  very  ill  of  Mr.  Ward,  but  I  don't 
think  so  badly  of  him  as  to  suppose  he  will  ever  forgive  thee 
that  blow  with  the  ruler.  Colonel  Washington  is  our  enemy, 
mine  especially.  He  has  advised  one  wrong  against  me,  and  he 
meditates  a  greater.     I  tell  you,  brother,  we  must  punish  him." 

The  grandsire's  old  Bordeaux  had  set  George's  ordinarily 
pale  countenance  into  a  flame.  Harry,  his  brother's  fondest 
worshiper,  could  not  but  admire  George's  haughty  bearing  and 
rapid  declamation,  and  prepared  himself,  with  his  usual  docility, 
to  follow  his  chief.  So  the  boys  went  to  their  beds,  the  elder 
conveying  special  injunctions  to  his  junior  to  be  civil  to  all  the 
guests  so  long  as  they  remained  under  the  maternal  roof  on  the 
morrow. 

Good  manners  and  a  repugnance  to  telling  tales  out  of 
school  forbid  us  from  saying  which  of  Madam  Esmond's  guests 
Avas  the  first  to  fall  under  the  weight  of  her  hospitality.  The 
respectable  descendants  of  Messrs.  Talmadge  and  Danvers, 
aids-de-camp  to  his  Excellency,  might  not  care  to  hear  how 
their  ancestors  were  intoxicated  a  hundred  years  ago ;  and  yet 
the  gentlemen  themselves  took  no  shame  in  the  fact,  and  there 
is  little  doubt  tliey  or  their  comrades  were  tipsy  twice  or  thrice 
in  the  week.  Let  us  fancy  them  reeling  to  bed,  supported  by 
sympathizing  negroes  ;  and  their  vinous  general,  too  stout  a 
toper  to  have  surrendered  himself  to  a  half-dozen  bottles  of 
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Bordeaux,  conducted  to  his  chamber  by  the  young  gentlemen 
of  the  house,  and  speedily  sleeping  the  sleep  which  friendly 
Bacchus  gives.  The  good  lady  of  Castlewood  saw  the  condi- 
tion of  her  guests  without  the  least  surprise  or  horror ;  and 
was  up  early  in  the  morning,  providing  cooling  drinks  for  their 
hot  palates,  which  the  servants  carried  to  their  respective  cham- 
bers. At  breakfast,  one  of  the  English  officers  rallied  Mr. 
Franklin,  who  took  no  wine  at  all,  and  therefore  refused  the 
morning  cool  draught  of  toddy,  by  showing  how  the  Phila- 
delphia gentleman  lost  two  pleasures,  the  drink  and  the  toddy. 
The  young  fellow  said  the  disease  was  pleasant  and  the  remedy 
delicious,  and  laughingly  proposed  to  continue  repeating  them 
both.  The  General's  new  American  aid-de-camp.  Colonel 
Washington,  was  quite  sober  and  serene.  The  British  officers 
vowed  they  must  take  him  in  hand  and  teach  him  what  the 
ways  of  the  English  army  were  ;  but  the  Virginian  gentleman 
gravely  said  he  did  not  care  to  learn  that  part  of  the  English 
military  education. 

The  widov»%  occupied  as  she  had  been  with  the  cares  of  a 
great  dinner,  followed  by  a  great  breakfast  on  the  morning 
ensuing,  had  scarce  leisure  to  remark  the  behavior  of  her  sons 
very  closely,  but  at  least  saw  that  George  was  scrupulously 
polite  to  her  favorite,  Colonel  Washington,  as  to  all  the  other 
guests  of  the  house. 

Before  Mr.  Braddock  took  his  leave,  he  had  a  private  audi- 
ence of  Madam  Esmond,  in  which  his  Excellency  formally 
offered  to  take  her  son  into  his  family ;  and  when  the  arrange- 
ments for  George's  departure  were  settled  between  his  mother 
and  future  chief.  Madam  Esmond,  though  she  might  feel  them, 
did  not  show  any  squeamish  terrors  about  the  dangers  of  the 
bottle,  which  she  saw  were  amongst  the  severest  and  most  cer- 
tain which  her  son  would  have  to  face.  She  knew  her  boy 
must  take  his  part  in  the  world,  and  encounter  his  portion  of 
evil  and  good.  "  Mr.  Braddock  is  a  perfect  fine  gentleman 
in  the  morning,"  she  said  stoutly  to  her  aid-de-camp,  Mrs. 
Mountain ;  "  and  though  my  papa  did  not  drink,  'tis  certain 
that  many  of  the  best  company  in  England  do."  The  jolly 
General  good-naturedly  shook  hands  with  George,  who  pre- 
sented himself  to  his  Excellency  after  the  maternal  interview 
was  over,  and  bade  George  welcome,  and  to  be  in  attendance 
at  Frederick  three  days  lience  ;  shortly  after  which  time  the 
expedition  would  set  forth. 
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And  now  the  great  coach  was  again  called  into  requisition^ 
the  General's  escort  })i;u)Ced  round  it,  the  other  guests  and 
their  servants  went  to  horse.  The  lady  of  Castlewood  attended 
his  Excellency  to  the  steps  of  the  veranda  in  front  of  her 
house,  the  young  gentlemen  followed,  and  stood  on  each  side 
of  his  coach  door.  The  guard  trumpeter  blew  a  shrill  blast, 
the  negroes  shouted,  "Huzzay,  and  God  sabe  de  King,"  as 
Mr.  Braddock  most  graciously  took  leave  of  his  hospitable 
entertainers,  and  rolled  away  on  his  road  to  headquarters. 

As  the  boys  went  up  the  steps,  there  was  the  Colonel  once 
more  taking  leave  of  their  mother.  No  doubt  she  had  been 
once  more  recommending  George  to  his  namesake's  care  ;  for 
Colonel  Washington  said  :  "  With  my  life.  You  may  depend 
on  me,''  as  the  lads  returned  to  their  mother  and  the  few  guests 
still  remaining  in  the  porch.  The  Colonel  was  booted  and 
ready  to  depart.  "  Farewell,  my  dear  Harry,"  he  said.  "  With 
you,  George,  'tis  no  adieu.  We  shall  meet  in  three  days  at  the 
camp." 

Both  the  young  men  were  going  to  danger,  perhaps  to  death. 
Colonel  Washington  was  taking  leave  of  her,  and  she  was  to 
see  him  no  more  before  the  campaign.  No  wonder  the  widow 
was  very  much  moved. 

George  Warrmgton  watched  his  mother's  emotion,  and 
interpreted  it  with  a  pang  of  malignant  scorn.  "Stay  yet  a 
moment,  and  console  our  mamma,"  he  said  with  a  steady  coun- 
tenance, "  only  the  time  to  get  ourselves  booted,  and  my  brother 
and  I  will  ride  with  you  a  little  way,  George."  George  War- 
rington had  already  ordered  his  horses.  The  three  young  men 
were  speedily  under  way,  their  negro  grooms  behind  them,  and 
Mrs.  Mountain,  who  knew  she  had  made  mischief  between  them 
and  trembled  for  the  result,  felt  a  vast  relief  that  Mr.  Wash- 
ington was  gone  without  a  quarrel  with  the  brothers,  without, 
at  any  rate,  an  open  declaration  of  love  to  their  mother. 

No  man  could  be  more  courteous  in  demeanor  than  George 
Warrington  to  his  neighbor  and  namesake,  the  Colonel.  The 
latter  was  pleased  and  surprised  at  his  young  friend's  altered 
behavior.  The  community  of  danger,  the  necessity  of  future 
fellowship,  the  softening  influence  of  the  long  friendship  which 
bound  him  to  the  Esmond  family,  the  tender  adieux  which  had 
just  passed  between  him  and  the  mistress  of  Castlewood,  in- 
clined the  Colonel  to  forget  the  unpleasantness  of  the  past  days, 
and  made  him  more  than  usually  friendly  with  his  young  com- 
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panion.  George  was  quite  gay  and  easy :  it  was  Harry  who 
was  melancholy  now :  he  rode  silently  and  wistfully  by  his 
brother,  keeping  away  from  Colonel  Washington,  to  whose  side 
he  used  always  to  press  eagerly  before.  If  the  honest  Colonel 
remarked  his  young  friend's  conduct,  no  doubt  he  attributed 
it  to  Harry's  known  affection  for  his  brother,  and  his  natural 
anxiety  to  be  with  George  now  the  day  of  their  parting  was  so 
near. 

They  talked  further  about  the  war,  and  the  probable  end  of 
the  campaign  :  none  of  the  three  doubted  its  successful  termi- 
nation. Two  thousand  veteran  British  troops  with  their  com- 
mander must  get  the  better  of  any  force  the  French  could  bring 
against  them,  if  only  they  moved  in  decent  time.  The  ardent 
young  Virginian  soldier  had  an  immense  respect  for  the  experi- 
enced valor  and  tactics  of  the  regular  troops.  King  George  II. 
had  no  more  loyal  subject  than  Mr.  Braddock's  new  aid-de- 
camp. 

So  the  party  rode  amicably  together,  until  they  reached  a 
certain  rude  log  house,  called  Benson's,  of  which  the  proprietor, 
according  to  the  custom  of  the  day  and  country,  did  not  disdain 
to  accept  money  from  his  guests  in  return  for  hospitalities  pro- 
vided. There  was  a  recruiting  station  here,  and  some  officers 
and  men  of  Halkett's  regiment  assembled,  and  here  Colonel 
Washington  supposed  that  his  young  friends  would  take  leave 
of  him. 

Whilst  their  horses  were  baited,  they  entered  the  public 
room,  and  found  a  rough  meal  prepared  for  such  as  were  dis- 
posed to  partake.  George  Warrington  entered  the  place  with 
a  particularly  gay  and  lively  air,  whereas  poor  Harry's  face  was 
quite  white  and  woe-begonc. 

"  One  would  think,  Squire  Harry,  'twas  you  who  was  going 
to  leave  home  and  fight  the  French  and  Indians,  and  not  Mr. 
George,"  says  Benson. 

'•  I  may  be  alarmed  about  danger  to  my  brother,"  said  Harry, 
"  though  I  might  bear  my  own  share  pretty  well.  'Tis  not  my 
fault  that  I  stay  at  home." 

"No,  indeed,  brother,"  cries  George. 

"  Harry  Warrington's  courage  does  not  need  any  proof  i  " 
cries  Mr.  Washington. 

"  You  do  the  family  honor  by  speaking  so  well  of  us.  Colo- 
nel," says  Mr.  George,  with  a  low  bow.  "  I  dare  say  we  can 
hold  our  own,  if  need  be." 
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Whilst  his  friend  was  vaunting  his  courage,  Harry  looked, 
to  say  the  truth,  by  no  means  courageous.  As  his  eyes  met  his 
brother's,  he  read  in  George's  look  an  announcement  which 
alarmed  the  fond  faithful  lad.  "  You  are  not  going  to  do  it 
now?  "  he  whispered  his  brother. 

"  Yes,  now,"  says  Mr.  George,  very  steadily. 

"  For  God's  sake  let  me  have  the  turn.  You  are  going  on 
the  campaign,  you  ought  not  to  have  everything  —  and  there 
may  be  an  explanation,  George.     We  may  be  all  wrong." 

"Pshaw,  how  can  we?  It  must  be  done  now  —  don't  be 
alarmed.  No  names  shall  be  mentioned —  I  shuU  easily  find  a 
subject." 

A  couple  of  Halkett's  officers,  whom  our  young  gentlemen 
knew,  were  sitting  under  the  porch,  with  the  Virginian  toddy 
bowl  before  them. 

"  What  are  you  conspiring,  gentlemen  ?  "  cried  one  of  them. 
"Is  it  a  drink?" 

By  the  tone  of  their  voices  and  their  flushed  cheeks,  it  was 
clear  the  gentlemen  had  already  been  engaged  in  drinking  that 
morning. 

"  The  very  thing,  sir,"  George  sa^'d  gayly.  "  Fresh  glasses, 
Mr.  Benson!  What,  no  glasses?  Theu  we  must  have  at  the 
bowl." 

"  Many  a  good  man  has  drunk  from  it,"  says  I\Ir.  Benson  ; 
and  the  lads,  one  after  another,  and  bowing  first  to  their  mili- 
tary acquaintance,  touched  the  bowl  with  their  lips.  The  liquor 
did  not  seem  to  be  much  diminished  for  the  boy's  drinking, 
though  George  especially  gave  himself  a  toper's  airs,  and  pro- 
tested it  was  delicious  after  their  ride.  He  called  out  to  Colo- 
nel Washington,  who  was  at  the  porch,  to  join  his  friends,  and 
drink. 

The  lad's  tone  was  offensive,  and  resembled  the  manner 
lately  adopted  by  him,  and  Avhich  had  so  much  chafed  Mr. 
Washington.     He  bowed,  and  said  he  was  not  thirsty. 

"  Nay,  the  liquor  is  paid  for,"  says  George ;  "  never  fear, 
Colonel." 

"  I  said  I  was  not  thirsty.  I  did  not  say  the  liquor  was  not 
paid  for,"  said  the  young  Colonel,  drumming  with  his  foot. 

"  When  the  King's  health  is  proposed,  an  oflicer  can  hardly 
say  no.  I  drink  the  health  of  his  Majesty,  gentlemen,"  cried 
George.  "Colonel  Washington  can  drink  it  or  leave  it.  The 
King  I " 


WASHINGTON.  6885 

This  was  a  point  of  military  honor.  The  two  British  offi- 
cers of  Halkett's,  Captain  Grace  and  Mr.  Waring,  both  drank 
"The  King."  Harry  Warrington  drank  "The  King."  Colo- 
nel Washington,  with  glaring  eyes,  gulped,  too,  a  slight  draught 
from  the  bowl. 

Then  Captain  Grace  proposed  "  The  Duke  and  the  Army," 
which  toast  there  was  likewise  no  gainsajdng.  Colonel  Wash- 
ington had  to  swallow  "The  Duke  and  the  Army." 

"You  don't  seem  to  stomach  the  toast,  Colonel,"  said 
George. 

"  I  tell  you  again,  I  don't  want  to  drink,"  replied  the  Colonel. 
"  It  seems  to  me  the  Duke  and  the  Army  would  be  served  all 
the  better  if  their  healths  were  not  drunk  so  often." 

"  You  are  not  up  to  the  ways  of  regular  troops  as  yet,"  said 
Captain  Grace,  with  rather  a  thick  voice. 

"Maybe  not,  sir." 

"A  British  officer,"  continues  Captain  Grace,  with  great 
energy  but  doubtful  articulation,  "never  neglects  a  toast  of 
that  sort,  nor  any  other  duty.  A  man  who  refuses  to  drink 
the  health  of  the  Duke  —  hang  me,  such  a  man  should  be  tried 
by  a  court-martial !  " 

"  What  means  this  language  to  me  ?  You  are  drunk,  sir  !  " 
roared  Colonel  Washington,  jumping  up,  and  striking  the  table 
with  his  fist. 

"  A  cursed  provincial  officer  say  I'm  drunk  !  "  shrieks  out 
Captain  Grace.     "  Waring,  do  you  hear  that  ?  " 

"J  heard  it,  sir!"  cried  George  Warrington.  "We  all 
heard  it.  He  entered  at  ray  invitation  —  the  liquor  called  for 
was  mine :  the  table  was  mine— and  I  am  shocked  to  hear  such 
monstrous  language  used  at  it  as  Colonel  Washington  has  just 
employed  towards  my  esteemed  guest.  Captain  Waring." 

"Confound  your  impudence,  you  infernal  young  jacka- 
napes !  "  bellowed  out  Colonel  Washington.  "  You  dare  to 
insult  me  before  British  officers,  and  find  fault  with  my  lan- 
guage ?  For  months  past,  I  have  borne  with  such  impudence 
from  you,  that  if  I  had  not  loved  your  mother  —  yes,  sir,  and 
your  good  grandfather  and  your  brother  —  I  would  —  I  would 

"     Here  his  words  failed  him,  and  the  irate  Colonel,  with 

glaring  eyes  and  purple  face,  and  every  limb  quivering  with 
wrath,  stood  for  a  moment  speechless  before  his  young  enemy. 

"  You  would  what,  sir  ?  "  said  George,  very  quietly,  "  if 
you  did  not   love   my  grandfather,  and  my  brother,  and   my 
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mother  ?  You  are  making  her  petticoat  a  plea  for  some  con- 
duct of  yours  —  you  woukl  do  what,  sir,  may  1  ask  again?" 

"  I  v/ould  put  you  across  my  knee  and  whip  you,  you  snarl- 
ing little  puppy,  that's  what  I  would  do  !  "  cried  the  Colonel, 
who  had  found  breath  by  this  time,  and  vented  another  ex- 
plosion of  fury. 

"  Because  you  have  known  us  all  our  lives,  and  made  our 
house  your  own,  that  is  no  reason  you  should  insult  either  of 
us  I  "  here  cried  Harry,  starting  up.  "  What  you  have  said, 
George  Washington,  is  an  insult  to  me  and  my  brother  alike. 
You  will  ask  our  pardon,  sir  !  " 

"  Pardon  !  " 

"  Or  give  us  the  reparation  that  is  due  to  gentlemen,"  con- 
tinues Harry. 

The  stout  Colonel's  heart  smote  him  to  think  that  he  should 
be  at  mortal  quarrel  or  called  upon  to  shed  the  blood  of  one  of 
the  lads  he  loved.  As  Harry  stood  facing  him,  with  his  fair 
hair,  flushing  cheeks,  and  quivering  voice,  an  immense  tender- 
ness and  kindness  filled  the  bosom  of  the  elder  man.  "I  —  I 
am  bewildered,"  he  said.  "My  words,  perhaps,  were  very 
hasty.  What  has  been  the  meaning  of  George's  behavior  to 
me  for  months  back  ?     Only  tell  me,  and,  perhaps '* 

The  evil  spirit  was  awake  and  victorious  in  young  George 
Warrington  :  his  black  eyes  shot  out  scorn  and  hatred  at  the 
simple  and  guileless  gentleman  before  him.  "  You  are  shirk- 
ing from  the  question,  sir,  as  you  did  from  the  toast  just  now," 
he  said.  "  I  am  not  a  boy  to  suffer  under  your  arrogance. 
You  have  publicly  insulted  me  in  a  public  place,  and  I  demand 
a  reparation." 

"In  heaven's  name,  be  it  I  "  says  Mr.  Washington,  with  the 
deepest  grief  in  his  face. 

"And  you  have  insulted  wie,"  continues  Captain  Grace, 
reeling  towards  him.  "  What  was  it  he  said  ?  Confound  the 
militia  captain  —  colonel,  what  is  he  ?  You've  insulted  me  I 
Oh,  Waring  1  to  think  I  should  be  insulted  by  a  captain  of 
militia  I  "  And  tears  bedewed  the  noble  Captain's  cheek  as 
this  harrowing  thought  crossed  his  mind. 

"  I  insult  you^  you  hog  I  "  the  Colonel  again  yelled  out,  for 
he  was  little  affected  by  humor,  and  had  no  disposition  to  laugh 
as  the  others  had  at  the  scene.  And,  behold,  at  this  minute  a 
fourth  adversary  was  upon  him. 

"Great   Powers,   sir!"  said   Captain   Waring,    "are  three 
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affairs  not  enough  for  you,  and  must  I  come  into  the  quarrel, 
too  ?     You  have  a  quarrel  with  these  two  young  gentlemen." 

"  Hasty  words,  sir !  "  cries  poor  Harry  once  more. 

"  Hasty  words,  sir  I  "  cries  Captain  Waring.  "  A  gentle- 
man tells  another  gentleman  that  he  will  put  him  across  his 
knees  and  whip  him,  and  you  call  those  hasty  words  ?  Let  me 
tell  you  if  any  man  were  to  say  to  me,  '  Charles  Waring,'  or 
'  Captain  Waring,  I'll  put  you  across  my  knees  and  whip  you,' 
I'd  say,  '  I'll  drive  my  cheese-toaster  through  his  body,'  if  he 
were  as  big  as  Goliath,  I  would.  That's  one  affair  with  young 
Mr.  George  Warrington.  Mr.  Harry,  of  course,  as  a  young 
man  of  spirit,  will  stand  by  his  brother.  That's  two.  Between 
Grace  and  the  Colonel  apology  is  impossible.  And,  now  — 
run  me  through  the  body  !  —  you  call  an  officer  of  my  regiment 
—  of  Halkett's,  sir  !  —  a  hog  before  my  face  !  Great  heavens, 
sir  I  Mr.  Washington  I  are  you  ail  like  this  in  Virginia  ?  Ex- 
cuse me,  I  would  use  no  offensive  personality,  as,  by  George  1 
I  will  suffer  none  from  any  man  !  but,  by  Gad,  Colonel  I  give 
me  leave  to  tell  you  that  you  are  the  most  quarrelsome  man  I 
ever  saw  in  my  life.  Call  a  disabled  officer  of  my  regiment  — 
for  he  is  disabled,  ain't  you,  Grace?  —  call  him  a  hog  before 
me!    You  withdraw  it,  sir  —  you  withdraw  it?" 

"  Is  this  some  infernal  conspiracy  in  which  you  are  all 
leagued  against  me  ?  "  shouted  the  Colonel.  "  It  would  seem 
as  if  I  was  di'unk,  and  not  you,  as  you  all  are.  I  withdraw 
nothing.  I  apologize  for  nothing.  By  heavens  !  I  will  meet 
one  or  half  a  dozen  of  you  in  your  turn,  young  or  old,  drunk  or 
sober." 

"I  do  not  wish  to  hear  myself  called  more  names,"  cried 
Mr.  George  Warrington.  "  This  affair  can  proceed,  sir,  with- 
out any  further  insult  on  your  part.  When  will  it  please  you 
to  give  me  the  meeting? " 

"  The  sooner  the  better,  sir  1  "  said  the  Colonel,  fuming  with 
rage. 

"  The  sooner  the  better,"  hiccoughed  Captain  Grace,  with 
many  oaths  needless  to  print  —  (in  those  days,  oaths  were  the 
customary  garnish  of  all  gentlemen's  conversation)  —  and  he 
rose  staggering  from  his  seat,  and  reeled  towards  his  sv/ord, 
which  he  had  laid  by  the  door,  and  fell  as  he  reached  the 
weapon.  "  The  sooner  the  better !  "  the  poor  tipsy  wretch 
again  cried  out  from  the  ground,  waving  his  weapon  and 
knocking  his  own  hat  over  his  eyes. 
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"  At  any  rate,  this  gentleman's  business  will  keep  cool  till 
to-morrow,"  the  Militia  Colonel  said,  turning  to  the  other 
King's  oilicer.  "  You  will  hardly  bring  your  man  out  to  day, 
Captain  Waring?" 

''I  confess  that  neither  his  hand  nor  mine  are  particularly 
steady." 

"  Mine  is  !  "  cried  Mr.  Warrington,  glaring  at  his  enemy. 

His  comrade  of  former  days  was  as  hot  and  as  savage.  "  Be 
it  so  —  with  what  weapon,  sir  ?  "  Washington  said  sternly. 

"Not  with  smallswords,  Colonel.  We  can  beat  you  with 
them.  You  know  that  from  our  old  bouts.  Pistols  had  better 
be  the  word." 

"  As  you  please,  George  Warrington  —  and  God  forgive 
you,  George  !  God  pardon  you,  Harry !  for  bringing  me  into 
this  quarrel,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  face  full  of  sadness  and 
gloom. 

Harry  hung  his  head,  but  George  continued  with  perfect 
calmness  :  "  I,  sir  ?  It  was  not  I  who  called  names,  who  talked 
of  a  cane,  who  insulted  a  gentleman  in  a  public  place  before 
gentlemen  of  the  army?  It  is  not  the  first  time  you  have 
chosen  to  take  me  for  a  negro,  and  talked  of  the  whip  for  me." 

The  Colonel  started  back,  turning  very  red,  and  as  if  struck 
by  a  sudden  remembrance, 

"  Great  heavens,  George  I  is  it  that  boyish  quarrel  you  are 
still  recalling?  " 

"Who  made  you  the  overseer  of  Castlewood?"  said  the 
boy,  grinding  his  teeth.  "  I  am  not  your  slave,  George  Wash- 
ington, and  I  never  will  be.  I  hated  you  then,  and  I  hate  you 
now.  And  you  have  insulted  me,  and  I  am  a  gentleman,  and 
so  are  you.     Is  that  not  enough  ?  " 

"  Too  much,  only  too  much,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  gen- 
uine grief  on  his  face,  and  at  his  heart.  "  Do  you  bear  malice 
too,  Harry  ?     I  had  not  thought  this  of  thee  !  " 

"I  stand  by  my  brother,"  said  Harry,  turning  awaj'-  from 
the  Colonel's  look,  and  grasping  George's  hand.  The  sadness 
on  their  adversary's  face  did  not  depart.  "  Heaven  be  good  to 
us  !  'Tis  all  clear  now,"  he  muttered  to  himself.  "  The  time 
to  write  a  few  letters,  and  I  am  at  your  service,  Mr.  Warring- 
ton," he  said. 

"  You  have  your  own  pistols  at  your  saddle.  I  did  not  ride 
out  with  any,  but  will  send  Sady  back  for  mine.  That  will 
give  you  time  euoug  a.  Colonel  Washington  ?  " 
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"Plenty  of  time,  sir."  And  each  gentleman  made  the 
other  a  low  bow,  and,  putting  his  arm  in  his  brother's,  George 
walked  away.  The  Virginian  officer  looked  towards  the  two 
unlucky  captains,  who  were  by  this  time  helpless  with  liquor. 
Captain  Benson,  the  master  of  the  tavern,  was  propping  the 
hat  of  one  of  them  over  his  head. 

"It  is  not  altogether  their  fault,  Colonel,"  said  my  land- 
lord, with  a  grim  look  of  humor.  "  Jack  Firebrace  and  Tom 
Humbold  of  Spottsylvania  was  here  this  morning,  chanting 
horses  with  'em.  And  Jack  and  Tom  got  'em  to  play  cards ; 
and  they  didn't  win  —  the  British  Captains  didn't.  And  Jack 
and  Tom  challenged  them  to  drink  for  the  honor  of  Old  Eng- 
land, and  they  didn't  win  at  that  game  neither,  much.  They 
are  kind,  free-handed  fellows  when  they  are  sober,  but  they  are 
a  pretty  pair  of  fools  —  they  are." 

"  Captain  Benson,  you  are  an  old  frontier  man,  and  an  offi- 
cer of  ours,  before  you  turned  farmer  and  taverner.  You  will 
help  me  in  this  matter  with  yonder  young  gentlemen  ?  "  said 
the  Colonel. 

"  I'll  stand  by  and  see  fair  play.  Colonel.  I  won't  have  no 
hand  in  it,  beyond  seeing  fair  play.  Madam  Esmond  has 
helped  me  many  a  time,  tended  my  poor  wife  in  her  lying-in, 
and  doctored  our  Betty  in  the  fever.  You  ain't  a  goin'  to  be 
very  hard  with  them  poor  boys  ?  Though  I  seen  'em  both 
shoot :  the  fair  one  hunts  well,  as  you  know,  but  the  old  one's 
a  wonder  at  an  ace  of  spades." 

"  Will  you  be  pleased  to  send  my  man  with  my  valise.  Cap- 
tain, into  any  private  room  which  yoii  can  spare  me?  I  must 
write  a  few  letters  before  this  business  comes  on.  God  grant 
it  were  well  over  !  "  And  the  captain  led  the  Colonel  into 
almost  the  only  other  room  of  his  house,  calling,  with  many 
oaths,  to  a  pack  of  negro  servants  to  disperse  thence,  who  were 
chattering  loudly  among  one  another,  and  no  doubt  discussing 
the  quarrel  which  had  just  taken  place.  Edwin,  the  Colonel's 
man,  returned  with  his  master's  portmanteau,  and,  as  he  looked 
from  the  window,  he  saw  Sady,  George  Warrington's  negro, 
galloping  away  upon  his  errand,  doubtless,  and  in  the  direction 
of  Castlewood.  The  Colonel,  young  and  naturally  hot-headed, 
but  the  most  courteous  and  scrupulous  of  men,  and  ever  keep- 
ing his  strong  passions  under  guard,  could  not  but  think  with 
amazement  of  the  position  in  which  he  found  himself,  and  of 
the  three,  perhaps  four,  enemies  who  appeared  suddenly  before 
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him,  menacing  his  life.  How  iiad  this  strange  series  of  quar- 
rels been  brought  about  ?  He  had  ridden  away  a  few  hours 
since  from  Castlewood,  with  his  young  companions,  and  to  all 
seeming  they  were  perfect  friends.  A  sliower  of  rain  sends 
them  into  a  tavern,  where  there  are  a  couple  of  recruiting  offi- 
cers, and  they  are  not  seated  for  half  an  hour,  at  a  social  table, 
but  he  has  quarreled  with  the  whole  company,  called  tliis  one 
names,  agreed  to  meet  another  in  combat,  and  threatened  chas- 
tisement to  a  third,  the  son  of  his  most  intimate  friend  1 


Wherein  the  Two  Geoeges  prepare  for  Blood. 

The  Virginian  Colonel  remained  in  one  chamber  of  the 
tavern,  occupied  witli  gloomy  preparations  for  the  ensuing 
meeting  :  his  adversary  in  the  other  room  thought  fit  to  make 
his  testamentary  dispositions,  too,  and  dictated,  by  his  obedient 
brother  and  secretary,  a  grandiloquent  letter  to  his  mother,  of 
whom,  and  by  that  writing,  he  took  a  solemn  farewell.  She 
would  hardly,  he  supposed,  pursue  tlie  scheme  ivhich  she  had  in 
view  (a  peculiar  satirical  emphasis  was  laid  upon  the  scheme 
which  she  had  in  view),  after  the  event  of  that  morning,  should 
he  fall,  as,  probably,  would  be  the  case. 

"My  dear,  dear  George,  don't  say  that !  "  cried  the  affrighted 
secretary. 

"  As  probably  will  be  the  case,"  George  persisted  with  great 
majesty.  "You  know  what  a  good  shot  Colonel  George  is, 
Harry.  I,  myself,  am  pretty  fair  at  a  mark,  and  'tis  probable 
that  one  or  both  of  us  will  di-op.  — '  I  scarcely  suppose  you 
will  carry  out  the  intentions  you  have  at  present  in  view.'" 
This  was  uttered  in  a  tone  of  still  greater  bitterness  than  George 
had  used  even  in  the  previous  phrase.  Harry  wept  as  he  took 
it  down. 

"  You  see  I  say  nothing  ;  Madam  Esmond's  name  does  nof 
even  ?.ppGa,r  in  the  quarrel.  Do  you  not  remember,  in  our 
grandfather's  life  of  himself,  how  he  says  that  Lord  Castlewood 
foughb  Lord  Mohun  on  a  pretext  of  a  quarrel  at  cards  ?  and 
never  co  much  ac  hinted  at  the  lady's  name,  who  was  the  real 
causG  of  the  duel  ?     I  took  my  hint,  I  confess,  from  that^  Harry. 

Our  mothoi'  io  not  compromised  in  the Why,  child,  what 

have  yoii  been  writing,  and  who  taught  thee  to  spell  ?  "  Harry 
had  written  the  last  -^fCias  "in  view,"  in  vew^  and  a  great  blot 
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of  salt  water  from  liis  honest,  boyish  eyes  liiay  hav6  obliterated 
some  other  bad  spelling. 

"  I  can't  think  about  the  spelling  now,  Georgy,"  whimpered 
George's  clerk.  "  I'm  too  miserable  for  that.  I  begin  to  think, 
perhaps,  it's  all  nonsense,  perhaps  Colonel  George  never " 

"  Never  meant  to  take  possession  of  Castlewood ;  never 
gave  himself  airs,  and  patronized  us  there ;  never  advised  my 
mother  to  have  me  flogged,  never  intended  to  marry  her  ;  never 
insulted  me,  and  was  insulted  before  the  King's  officers ;  never 
wrote  to  his  brother  to  say  we  should  be  the  better  for  his 
parental  authority  ?  The  paper  is  there,"  cried  the  young  man, 
slapping  his  breast-pocket,  "and  if  anything  happens  to  me, 
Harry  Warrington,  you  will  find  it  on  my  corse  1  " 

"  Write  yourself,  Georgy,  I  caitt  write,"  says  Harry,  digging 
his  fists  into  his  eyes,  and  smearing  over  the  whole  composition, 
had  spelling  and  all  with  his  elbows. 

On  this,  George,  taking  another  sheet  of  paper,  sat  down  at 
his  brother's  place,  and  produced  a  composition  in  which  he  in- 
troduced the  longest  words,  the  grandest  Latin  quotations,  and 
the  most  profound  satire  of  which  the  youthful  scribe  was  master. 
He  desired  that  his  negro  boy,  Sady,  should  be  set  free ;  that  his 
"Horace,"  a  choice  of  his  books,  and,  if  possible,  a  suitable 
provision  should  be  made  for  his  affectionate  tutor,  Mr.  Demp- 
ster ;  that  his  silver  fruit  knife,  his  music  books,  and  harpsi- 
chord should  be  given  to  little  Fanny  Mountain  ;  and  that  his 
brother  should  take  a  lock  of  his  hair,  and  wear  it  in  memory 
of  his  ever  fond  and  faithfully  attached  George.  And  he  sealed 
the  document  with  the  seal  of  arms  that  his  grandfather  had 
worn. 

"  The  watch,  of  course,  will  be  yours,"  said  George,  taking 
out  his  grandfather's  gold  watch,  and  looking  at  it.  "  Why, 
two  hours  and  a  half  are  gone  !  'Tis  time  that  Sady  should  be 
back  with  the  pistols.     Take  the  watch,  Harry  dear." 

"  It's  no  good  !  "  cried  out  Harry,  flinging  his  arms  round 
his  brother.     "  If  he  fights  you,  I'll  fight  him,  too.     If  he  kills 

my  Georgy, him,  he  shall  have  a  shot  at  me  !  "   and  the 

poor  lad  uttered  more  than  one  of  those  expressions,  which  are 
said  peculiarly  to  affect  recording  angels,  who  have  to  take 
them  down  at  celestial  chanceries. 

Meanwhile,  General  Braddock's  new  aid-de-camp  had  writ- 
ten five  letters  in  his  large  resolute  hand,  and  sealed  them  with 
his  seal.     One  was  to  his  mother,  at  Mount  Vernon ;  one  to 
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his  brother  ;  one  was  addressed  M.  C.  only ;  and  one  to  his  Excel- 
lency, Major  General  Braddock.  "  And  one,  young  gentleman, 
is  for  your  mother,  Madam  Esmond,"  said  the  boy's  informant. 

Again  the  recording  angel  had  to  fly  off  with  a  violent  ex- 
pression, wliich  parted  from  the  lips  of  George  Warrington. 
The  chancery  previously  mentioned  was  crowded  with  such 
cases,  and  the  messengers  must  have  been  forever  on  the  wing. 
But  I  fear  for  young  George  and  his  oath  there  was  no  excuse  ; 
for  it  was  an  execration  uttered  from  a  heart  full  of  hatred,  and 
rage,  and  jealousy. 

It  was  the  landlord  of  the  tavern  who  communicated  these 
facts  to  the  young  men.  The  Captain  had  put  on  his  old  militia 
uniform  to  do  honor  to  the  occasion,  and  informed  the  boys  that 
the  "  Colonel  was  walking  up  and  down  the  garden  a  waiting 
for  'em,  and  that  the  Reg'lars  was  a'most  sober,  too,  by  this 
time. 

A  plot  of  ground  near  the  Captain's  log  house  had  been  in- 
closed with  shingles,  and  cleared  for  a  kitchen  garden ;  there 
indeed  paced  Colonel  Washington,  his  hands  behind  his  back, 
his  head  bowed  down,  a  grave  sorrow  on  his  handsome  face. 
The  negro  servants  were  crowded  at  the  palings,  and  looking 
over.  The  officers  under  the  porch  had  wakened  up  also,  as- 
their  host  remarked.  Captain  Waring  was  walking,  almost 
steadily,  under  the  balcony  formed  by  the  sloping  porch  and 
roof  of  the  wooden  house ;  and  Captain  Grace  was  lolling  over 
the  railing,  with  eyes  which  stared  very  much,  though  perhaps 
they  did  not  see  very  clearly.  Benson's  was  a  famous  ren- 
dezvous for  cockfights,  horse  matches,  boxing,  and  wrestling 
matches,  such  as  brought  the  Virginian  country  folks  together. 
There  had  been  many  brawls  at  Benson's,  and  men  who  came 
thither  sound  and  sober  had  gone  thence  with  ribs  broken  and 
eyes  gouged  out.  And  squires,  and  farmers,  and  negroes,  all 
participated  in  the  sport. 

There,  then,  stalked  the  tall  young  Colonel,  plunged  in 
dismal  meditation.  There  was  no  way  out  of  his  scrape,  but 
the  usual  cruel  one,  which  the  laws  of  honor  and  the  practice 
of  the  country  ordered.  Goaded  into  fury  by  the  impertinence 
of  a  boy,  he  had  used  insulting  words.  The  young  man  had 
asked  for  reparation.  He  was  shocked  to  think  that  George 
Warrington's  jealousy  and  revenge  should  have  rankled  in  the 
young  fellow  so  long :  but  the  wrong  had  been  the  Colonel's, 
and  he  was  bound  to  pay  the  forfeit. 
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A  great  hallooing  and  shouting,  such  as  negroes  use,  who 
love  noise  at  all  times,  and  especially  delight  to  yell  and  scream 
when  galloping  on  horseback,  was  now  heard  at  a  distance,  and 
all  the  heads,  woolly  and  powdered,  were  turned  in  the  direction 
of  this  outcry.  It  came  from  the  road  over  which  our  travelers 
had  themselves  passed  three  hours  before,  and  presently  the  clat- 
tering of  a  horse's  hoofs  was  heard,  and  now  Mr.  Sady  made  his 
appearance  on  his  foaming  horse,  and  actually  fired  a  pistol  off 
in  the  midst  of  a  prodigious  uproar  from  his  woolly  brethren  ; 
then  he  fired  another  pistol  off :  to  which  noises  Sady's  horse, 
which  had  carried  Harry  Warrington  on  many  a  hunt,  was  per- 
fectly accustomed.  And  now  he  was  in  the  courtyard,  sur- 
rounded by  a  score  of  his  bawling  comrades,  and  was  descending 
amidst  fluttering  fowls  and  turkeys,  kicking  horses  and  shriek- 
ing frantic  pigs;  and  brother  negroes  crowded  round  him,  to 
whom  he  instantly  began  to  talk  and  chatter. 

"  Sady,  sir,  come  here  !  "  roars  out  Master  Harry. 

"  Sady,  come  here,  confound  you  I  "  shouts  Master  George. 
(Again  the  recording  angel  is  in  requisition,  and  has  to  be  off 
on  one  of  his  endless  errands  to  the  register  office.)  "Come 
directly,  Mas'r,"  says  Sady,  and  resumes  his  conversation  with 
his  woolly  brethren.  He  grins.  He  takes  the  pistols  out  of 
the  holster.  He  snaps  the  locks.  He  points  them  at  a  grun- 
ter  which  plunges  through  the  farmyard.  He  points  down 
the  road,  over  which  he  has  just  galloped,  and  towards  which 
the  woolly  heads  again  turn.  He  says  again,  "  Comin',  Mas'r. 
Everybody  a  comin'."  And  now,  the  gallop  of  other  horses  is 
heard.  And  who  is  yonder  ?  Little  Mr.  Dempster,  spurring 
and  digging  into  his  pony  ;  and  that  lady  in  a  riding  habit  on 
Madam  Esmond's  little  horse  —  can  it  be  Madam  Esmond? 
No.  It  is  too  stout.  As  I  live  it  is  Mrs.  Mountain  on 
Madam's  gray  ! 

"  Oh  Lor' !  Oh  Golly  1  Hoop  !  Here  dey  come  I  Hurray  !  " 
A  chorus  of  negroes  rises  up.  "  Here  dey  are  !  "  Mr.  Demp- 
ster and  Mrs.  Mountain  have  clattered  into  the  yard,  have 
jumped  from  their  horses,  have  elbowed  through  the  negroes, 
have  rushed  into  the  house,  have  run  through  it  and  across  the 
porch,  where  the  British  officers  are  sitting  in  muzzy  astonish- 
ment ;  have  run  down  the  stairs  to  the  garden  where  George 
and  Harry  are  walking,  their  tall  enemy  stalking  opposite  to 
them  ;  and  almost  ere  George  Warrington  has  had  time  sternly 
to  say,  "  What  do  you  do  here,  Madam  ?  "  Mrs.  Mountain  has 
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flung  her  arms  around  bis  neck  and  cries  :  "  Oh,  George,  my 
darling  !    It's  a  mistake  !     It's  a  mistake,  and  is  all  my  fault !  " 

"  What's  a  mistake  ?  "  asks  George,  majestically  separating 
himself  from  the  embrace. 

"  What  is  it,  Mounty  ?  "  cries  Harry,  all  of  a  tremble. 

"  That  paper  I  took  out  of  his  portfolio,  that  paper  I  picked 
up,  children  ;  where  the  Colonel  says  he  is  going  to  marry  a 
widow  with  two  children.  AVho  should  it  be  but  you,  children, 
and  wlio  should  it  be  but  your  mother  ?  " 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Well,  it's  —  it's  not  your  mother.  It's  that  little  widow 
Curtis  whom  the  Colonel  is  going  to  marry.  He'd  always  take 
a  rich  one  ;  I  knew  he  would.  It's  not  Mrs.  Rachel  Warring- 
ton. He  told  Madam  so  to-day,  just  before  he  was  going 
away,  and  that  the  marriage  was  to  come  off  after  the  cam- 
paign. And  —  and  your  mother  is  furious,  boys.  And  when 
Sady  came  for  the  pistols,  and  told  the  whole  house  how  you 
were  going  to  fight,  I  told  him  to  fire  the  pistols  off  ;  and  I 
galloped  after  him,  and  I've  nearly  broken  my  poor  old  bones 
in  coming  to  you." 

"  I  have  a  mind  to  break  Mr.  Sady's,"  growled  George. 
"  I  especially  enjoined  the  villain  not  to  say  a  word." 

"  Thank  God  he  did,  brother,"  said  poor  Harry.  "  Thank 
God  he  did  !  " 

"  What  will  Mr.  Washington  and  those  gentlemen  think  of 
my  servant  telling  my  mother  at  home  that  I  was  going  to  fight 
a  duel?"  asks  Mr.  George,  still  in  wrath. 

"  You  have  shown  your  proofs  before,  George,"  says  Harry, 
respectfully.  "  And,  thank  heaven,  you  are  not  going  to  fight 
our  old  friend  —  our  grandfather's  old  friend.  For  it  was  a 
mistake  :  and  there  is  no  quarrel  now,  dear,  is  there  ?  You 
were  unkind  to  him  under  a  wrong  impression." 

"I  certainly  acted  under  a  wrong  impression,"  owns  George, 
"but " 

"  George  !  George  Washington  !  "  Harry  here  cries  out, 
springing  over  the  cabbage  garden  towards  the  bowling  green, 
where  the  Colonel  was  stalking ;  and  though  we  cannot  hear 
him,  we  see  him,  with  both  his  hands  out,  and  with  the  eager- 
ness of  youth,  and  with  a  hundred  blunders,  and  with  love  and 
affection  thrilling  in  his  honest  voice,  we  imagine  the  lad  tell- 
ing his  tale  to  his  friend. 

There  was  a  custom  in  those  days  which  Las.  disappeared 
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from  our  manners  now,  but  which  then  lingered.  When  Harry 
had  finished  his  artless  story,  his  friend  the  Colonel  took  him 
fairly  to  his  arms,  and  held  him  to  his  heart  :  and  his  voice 
faltered  as  he  said,  "  Thank  God,  thank  God  for  this  !  " 

"  Oh,  George,"  said  Harry,  who  felt  now  how  he  loved  his 
friend  with  all  his  heart,  "  how  I  wish  I  was  going  with  you  on 
the  campaign  !  "  The  other  pressed  both  the  boy's  hands,  in  a 
grasp  of  friendship,  v/hich,  each  knew,  never  would  slacken. 

Then  the  Colonel  advanced,  gravely  holding  out  his  hand  to 
Harry's  elder  brother.  Perhaps  Harry  wondered  that  the  two 
did  not  embrace  as  he  and  the  Colonel  had  just  done.  But, 
though  hands  were  joined,  the  salutation  was  only  formal  and 
stern  on  both  sides. 

"  I  find  I  have  done  you  a  wrong.  Colonel  Washington," 
George  said,  "  and  must  apologize,  not  for  the  error,  but  for 
much  of  my  late  behavior  which  has  resulted  from  it." 

"  The  error  was  mine  !  It  was  I  who  found  that  paper  in 
your  room,  and  showed  it  to  George,  and  was  jealous  of  you. 
Colonel.     All  women  are  jealous,"  cried  Mrs.  Mountain. 

"  'Tis  a  pity  you  could  not  have  kept  your  eyes  off  my  paper. 
Madam,"  said  Mr.  Washington.  "  You  will  permit  me  to  say 
so.  A  great  deal  of  mischief  has  come  because  I  chose  to  keep 
a  secret  which  concerned  only  myself  and  another  person.  For 
a  long  time  George  Warrington's  heart  has  been  black  with 
anger  against  me,  and  my  feeling  towards  him  has,  I  own,  scarce 
been  more  friendly.  All  this  pain  might  have  been  spared 
to  both  of  us,  had  my  private  papers  only  been  read  by  those 
for  whom  they  were  written.  I  shall  say  no  more  now,  lest  my 
feelings  again  should  betray  me  into  hasty  words.  Heaven 
bless  thee,  Harry  !  Farewell,  George  !  And  take  a  true  friend's 
advice,  and  try  and  be  less  ready  to  think  evil  of  your  friends. 
We  shall  meet  again  at  the  camp,  and  will  keep  our  weapons 
for  the  enemy.  Gentlemen !  if  you  remember  this  scene  to- 
morrow, you  will  know  vvdiere  to  find  me."  And  with  a  very 
stately  bow  to  the  English  officers,  the  Colonel  left  the  abashed 
company,  and  speedily  rode  away. 

An  Apparition. 

At  six  o'clock  that  evening  the  old  Baroness  de  Bernstein 
was  pacing  up  and  down  her  drawing-room,  and  forever  run- 
ning to  the  window  when  the  noise  of  a  coach  was  heard  passing 


6896  WASHINGTON. 

Clarges  Street.  She  had  delayed  her  dinner  from  hour  to  hour : 
she  who  scolded  so  fiercely,  on  ordinary  occasions,  if  her  cook 
was  five  minutes  after  his  time.  She  had  ordered  two  covers 
to  be  laid,  plate  to  be  set  out,  and  some  extra  dishes  to  be  pre- 
pared as  if  for  a  \itt\e  fete.  Four  —  five  o'clock  passed,  and  at 
six  she  looked  from  her  window,  and  a  coach  actually  stopped 
at  her  door. 

"  Mr.  Draper  "  was  announced,  and  entered,  bowing  pro- 
foundly. 

The  old  lady  trembled  on  her  stick.  "  Where  is  the  boy  ?  " 
she  said  quickly.  "  I  told  you  to  bring  him,  sir  !  How  dare 
you  come  without  him  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  my  fault.  Madam,  that  Mr.  Warrington  refuses 
to  come."  And  Draper  gave  his  version  of  the  interview 
which  had  just  taken  nlace  between  himself  and  the  young 
Virginian. 

Going  off  in  his  wrath  from  his  morning's  conversation  with 
Harry,  Mr.  Draper  thought  he  heard  the  young  prisoner  speak 
behind  him  ;  and,  indeed,  Harry  had  risen,  and  uttered  a  half 
exclamation  to  call  the  lawyer  back.  But  he  was  proud,  and 
the  other  offended;  Harry  checked  his  words,  and  Draper  did 
did  not  choose  to  stop.  It  wounded  Harry's  pride  to  be  obliged 
to  humble  himself  before  the  lawyer,  and  to  have  to  yield  from 
mere  lack  and  desire  of  money.  "  An  hour  hence  will  do  as 
well,"  thought  Harry,  and  lapsed  sulkily  on  to  the  bed  again. 
No,  he  did  not  care  for  Maria  Esmond.  No  :  he  was  ashamed 
of  the  way  in  which  he  had  been  entrapped  into  that  engage- 
ment. A  wily  and  experienced  woman,  she  had  cheated  his 
boyish  ardor.  She  had  taken  unfair  advantage  of  him,  as  her 
brother  had  at  play.  They  were  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  and 
they  ought  to  have  spared  him.  Instead,  one  and  the  other  had 
made  a  prey  of  him,  and  had  used  him  for  their  selfish  ends. 
He  thought  how  they  had  betrayed  the  rights  of  hospitality: 
how  they  had  made  a  victim  of  the  young  kinsman  who  came 
confiding  within  their  gates.  His  heart  was  sore  wounded  : 
his  head  sank  back  on  his  pillow:  bitter  tears  wet  it.  "Had 
they  come  to  Virginia,"  he  thought,  "I  had  given  them  a  dif- 
ferent welcome  !  " 

He  was  roused  from  this  mood  of  despondency  by  Gumbo's 
grinning  face  at  his  door,  who  said  a  lady  was  come  to  see 
blaster  Harry,  and  behind  the  lad  came  the  lady  in  the  capuchin, 
of  whom  we  have  just  made  mention.      Harry  sat  up,  pale  and 
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haggard,  on  his  bed.  The  lady,  with  a  sob,  and  almost  ere  the 
servant  man  withdrew,  ran  towards  the  young  prisoner,  put  her 
arms  round  his  neck  with  real  emotion  and  a  maternal  tender- 
ness, sobbed  over  his  pale  cheek  and  kissed  it  in  the  midst  of 
plentiful  tears,  and  cried  out  — 

"  Oh,  my  Harry  !     Did  I  ever,  ever  think  to  see  thee  here?  " 

He  started  back,  scared  as  it  seemed  at  her  presence,  but 
she  sank  dov/n  at  the  bedside,  and  seized  his  feverish  hand,  and 
embraced  his  knees.  She  had  a  real  regard  and  tenderness  for 
him.  The  wretched  place  in  which  she  found  him,  his  wretched 
look,  filled  her  heart  with  a  sincere  love  and  pity. 

"I  —  I  thought  none  of  you  would  come  !  "  said  poor  Harry, 
with  a  groan. 

More  tears,  more  kisses  of  the  hot  young  hand,  more  clasps 
and  pressure  with  hers,  were  the  lady's  reply  for  a  moment  or 
two. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  !  my  dear  I  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  thee  in 
misery,"  she  sobbed  out. 

Hardened  though  it  might  be,  that  heart  was  not  all  marble 

—  that  dreary  life  not  all  desert.  Harry's  mother  could  not 
have  been  fonder,  nor  her  tones  more  tender  than  those  of  his 
kinswoman  now  kneeling  at  his  feet. 

"  Some  of  the  debts,  I  fear,  were  owing  to  my  extrava- 
gance !  "  she  said  (and  this  was  true).  "You  bought  trinkets 
and  jewels  in  order  to  give  me  pleasure.  Oh,  how  I  hate  them 
now  I  I  little  thought  I  ever  could  !  I  have  brought  them  all 
with  me,  and  more  trinkets  —  here!  and  here!  and  all  the 
money  I  have  in  the  world  !  " 

And  she  poured  brooches,  rings,  a  watch,  and  a  score  or  so 
of  guineas  into  Harry's  lap.  The  sight  of  which  strangely  agi- 
tated and  immensely  touched  the  young  man. 

"  Dearest,  kindest  cousin  !  "  he  sobbed  out. 

His  lips  found  no  more  words  to  utter,  but  yet,  no  doubt,  they 
served  to  express  his  gratitude,  his  affection,  his  emotion.  He 
became  quite  gay  presently,  and  smiled  as  he  put  away  some  of 
the  trinkets,  his  presents  to  Maria,  and  told  her  into  what  dan- 
ger he  had  fallen  by  selling  other  goods  which  he  had  purchased 
on  credit ;  and  how  a  lawyer  had  insulted  him  just  now  upon 
this  very  point.     He  would  not  have  his  dear  Marin's  money 

—  he  had  enough,  quite  enough  for  the  present ;  bnt  he  valued 
her  twenty  guineas  as  much  as  if  they  had  been  twenty  thou- 
sand.    He  would  never  forget  her  love  and  kindiiacs ;  no,  by 
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all  that  was  sacred  he  would  not  I  His  mother  should  know  of 
all  her  goodness.  It  had  cheered  him  when  he  was  just  on  the 
point  of  breaking  down  under  his  disgrace  and  misery.  Might 
heaven  bless  her  for  it !  There  is  no  need  to  pursue  beyond 
this,  the  cousins'  conversation.  The  dark  day  seemed  brighter 
to  Harry,  after  Maria's  visit :  the  imprisonment  not  so  hard  to 
bear.  The  world  was  not  all  selfisli  and  cold.  Here  was  a  fond 
creature  who  really  and  truly  loved  him.  Even  Castlewood 
was  not  so  bad  as  he  had  thought.  He  had  expressed  the  deep- 
est grief  at  not  being  able  to  assist  his  kinsman.  He  was  hope- 
lessly in  debt.  Every  shilling  he  had  won  from  Harry  he  had 
lost  on  the  next  day  to  others.  Anything  that  lay  in  his  power 
he  would  do.  He  would  come  soon  and  see  Mr.  Warrington  ; 
he  was  in  waiting  to-day,  and  as  much  a  prisoner  as  Harry  him- 
self. So  the  pair  talked  on  cheerfully  and  affectionately  until 
the  darkness  began  to  close  in,  when  Maria,  with  a  sigh,  bade 
Harry  farewell. 

The  door  scarcely  closed  upon  her,  when  it  opened  to  admit 
Draper. 

"Your  humble  servant,  sir,"  says  the  attorney.  His  voice 
jarred  upon  Harry's  ear,  and  his  presence  offended  the  young 
man. 

"  I  had  expected  you  some  hours  ago,  sir,"  he  curtly  said. 

"A  lawyer's  time  is  not  always  his  own,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Draper,  who  had  just  been  in  consultation  with  a  bottle  of  port 
at  the  "Grecian."  "Never  mind,  I'm  at  your  orders  now. 
Presume  it's  all  right,  Mr.  Warrington.  Packed  your  trunk. 
Why,  now,  there  you  are  in  your  bedgown  still.  Let  me  go 
down  and  settle  whilst  you  call  in  your  black  man  and  titivate 
a  bit.  I've  a  coach  at  the  door,  and  we'll  be  off  and  dine  with 
the  old  lady." 

"  Are  you  going  to  dine  with  the  Baroness  de  Bernstein, 
pray  ?  " 

"  Not  me  —  no  such  honor.  Had  my  dinner  already.  It's 
you  are  a  going  to  dine  with  your  aunt,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Mr.  Draper,  you  suj^pose  a  great  deal  more  than  you 
know,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  looking  very  fierce  and  tall,  as 
he  folds  his  brocade  dressinc:  q-qwu  round  him. 

"  Great  goodness,  sir,  what  do  you  mean  ?  "  asks  Draper. 

"I  mean,  sir,  that  I  have  considered,  and  that,  having  given 
my  word  to  a  faithful  and  honorable  lady,  it  does  not  become 
me  to  withdraw  it." 
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"  Confound  it,  sir !  "  shrieks  the  lawyer.  "  I  tell  you  she 
has  lost  the  paper.  There's  nothing  to  bind  you  —  nothing. 
Why,  she's  old  enough  to  be " 

"  Enough,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  with  a  stamp  of  his 
foot.  "  You  seem  to  think  you  are  talking  to  some  other 
pettifogger.  I  take  it,  Mr.  Draper,  you  are  not  accustomed 
to  have  dealings  with  men  of  honor." 

"  Pettifogger,  indeed,"  cries  Draper  in  a  fury.  "  Men  of 
honor,  indeed !  I'd  have  you  to  know,  Mr.  Warrington,  that 
I'm  as  good  a  man  of  honor  as  you.  I  don't  know  so  many 
gamblers  and  horse  jockeys,  perhaps.  I  haven't  gambled  away 
my  patrimony,  and  lived  as  if  I  was  a  nobleman  on  two  hun- 
dred a  year.  I  haven't  bought  watches  on  credit,  and  jjawned 
—  touch  me  if  you  dare,  sir,"  and  the  lawyer  sprang  to  the 
door. 

"  That  is  the  way  out,  sir.  You  can't  go  through  the  window, 
because  it  is  barred,"  says  Mr.  Warrington. 

"  And  the  answer  I  take  to  my  client  is  No,  then  ! "  screamed 
out  Draper. 

Harry  stepped  forward,  with  his  two  hands  clenched.     "  If 

you  utter  another  word,"  he  said,  "I'll "     The  door  was 

shut  rapidly — the  sentence  was  never  finished,  and  Draper  went 
away  furious  to  Madame  de  Bernstein,  from  whom,  though 
he  gave  her  the  best  version  of  his  story,  he  got  still  fiercer 
language  than  he  had  received  from  Mr.  Warrington  himself. 

"What?  Shall  she  trust  me,  and  I  desert  her?"  says 
Harry,  stalking  up  and  down  his  room  in  his  flowing,  rustling 
brocade.  "  Dear,  faithful,  generous  woman  !  If  I  lie  in  prison 
for  years,  I'll  be  true  to  her." 

Her  lawyer  dismissed  after  a  stormy  interview,  the  desolate 
old  woman  was  fain  to  sit  down  to  the  meal  which  she  had 
hoped  to  share  with  her  nephew.  The  chair  was  before  her 
which  he  was  to  have  filled,  the  glasses  shining  by  the  silver. 
One  dish  after  another  was  laid  before  her  by  the  silent  major- 
domo,  and  tasted  and  pushed  away.  The  man  pressed  his  mis- 
tress at  last.  "  It  is  eight  o'clock,"  he  said.  "  You  have  had 
nothing  all  day.  It  is  good  for  you  to  eat."  She  could  not  eat. 
She  would  have  her  coffee.  Let  Caae  go  get  her  her  coffee. 
The  lackeys  bore  the  dishes  off  the  table,  leaving  their  mistress 
sitting  at  it  before  the  vacant  chair. 

Presently  the  old  servant  reentered  the  room  without  his. 
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lady's  coffee  and  with  a  strange  scared  face,  and  said,  "Mr. 
Warrington  ! " 

The  old  woman  uttered  an  exclamation,  got  up  from  her 
armchair,  but  sank  back  in  it  trembling  very  much.  "  So  you 
are  come,  sir,  are  you?"  she  said,  with  a  fond  shaking  voice. 
"  Brintr  back  the — ah  ! "  here  she  screamed.  "  Gracious  God, 
who  is  it  ? "  Her  eyes  stared  wildly :  her  white  face  looked 
ghastly  througli  her  rouge.  She  clung  to  the  arms  of  her 
chair  for  support,  as  the  visitor  approached  her. 

A  gentleman  whose  face  and  figure  exactly  resembled  Harry 
Warrington,  and  whose  voice,  when  he  spoke,  had  tones  strangely 
similar,  had  followed  the  servant  into  the  room.  He  bowed 
low  towards  the  Baroness. 

"  You  expected  my  brother,  Madam  ? "  he  said.  "  I  am  but 
now  arrived  in  London.  I  went  to  his  house.  I  met  his  ser- 
vant at  your  door,  who  was  bearing  this  letter  for  you.  I 
thought  I  would  bring  it  to  your  ladyship  before  going  to  him." 
And  the  stranofer  laid  down  a  letter  before  Madame  Bernstein. 
"  Are    you  "  — ■  gasped   out   the    Baroness  —  "  are    you   my 

nephew,  that  we  supposed  was " 

"  Was  killed  —  and  is  alive !  I  am  George  Warrington, 
Madam,  and  I  ask  his  kinsfolk,  What  have  you  done  with  my 
brother  ? " 

"  Look,  George  ! "  said  the  bewildered  old  lady.  "  I  expected 
him  here  to-night — that  chair  was  set  for  him — I  have  been 
waiting  for  him,  sir,  till  now — till  I  am  quite  faint — I  don't 
like — I  don't  like  being  alone.  Do  stay  and  sup  with  me  ! " 
"  Pardon  me,  Madam.  Please  God,  my  supper  will  be  with 
Harry  to-night ! " 

"  Bring  him  back.  Bring  him  back  here  on  any  conditions  ! 
It  is  but  five  hundred  pounds  !  Here  is  the  money,  sir,  if  you 
need  it ! " 

"  I  have  no  want,  Madam.  I  have  money  with  me  that 
can't  be  better  employed  than  in  my  brother's  service." 

"  And  you  will  bring  him  to  me,  sir !  Say  you  will  bring 
him  to  me  !  " 

Mr.  Warrington  made  a  very  stately  bow  for  answer,  and 
quitted  the  room,  passing  by  the  amazed  domestics,  and  calling 
witli  an  air  of  authority  to  Gumbo  to  follow. 

Had  Mr.  Harry  received  no  letters  from  home  ?  Master 
Harry  had  not  opened  all  his  letters  the  last  day  or  two.  Had 
he  received   no   letter   announcing   his   brother's   escape   from 
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the  French  settlements  and  return  to  Virginia?  Oh,  no!  No 
such  letter  had  come,  else  Master  Harry  certainly  tell  Gumbo. 
Quick,  horses  !  Quick  by  Strand  to  Temple  Bar  !  Here  is  the 
house  of  Captivity  and  the  Deliverer  come  to  the  rescue ! 


Friends  in  Need. 

Quick,  hackney-coach  steeds,  and  bear  George  "Warrington 
through  Strand  and  Fleet  Street  to  his  imprisoned  brother's 
rescue  1  Any  one  who  remembers  Hogarth's  picture  of  a  Lon- 
don hackney  coach  and  a  London  street  road  at  that  period, 
may  fancy  how  weary  the  quick  time  was,  and  how  long  seemed 
the  journey  ;  — ■  scarce  any  lights,  save  those  carried  by  link- 
boys  ;  badly  hung  coaches  ;  bad  pavements  ;  great  holes  in  the 
road,  and  vast  quagmires  of  winter  mud.  That  drive  from 
Piccadilly  to  Fleet  Street  seemed  almost  as  long  to  our  young 
man,  as  the  journey  from  Marlborough  to  London  which  he  had 
performed  in  the  morning. 

He  had  written  to  Harry  announcing  his  arrival  at  Bristol. 
He  had  previously  written  to  his  brother,  giving  the  great  news 
of  his  existence  and  his  return  from  captivity.  There  was  war 
between  England  and  France  at  that  time  ;  the  French  priva- 
teers were  forever  on  the  lookout  for  British  merchant  ships, 
and  seized  them  often  within  sight  of  port.  The  letter  bearing 
the  intelligence  of  George's  restoration  must  have  been  on  board 
one  of  the  many  American  ships  of  which  the  French  took  pos- 
session. The  letter  telling  of  George's  arrival  in  England  was 
never  opened  by  poor  Harry  ;  it  was  lying  at  the  latter's  apart- 
ments, which  it  reached  on  the  third  morning  after  Harry's 
captivity,  when  the  angry  Mr.  Ruff  had  refused  to  give  up  any 
single  item  more  of  his  lodger's  property. 

To  these  apartments  George  first  went  on  his  arrival  in 
London,  and  asked  for  his  brother.  Scared  at  the  likeness 
between  them,  the  maidservant  who  opened  the  door  screamed, 
and  ran  back  to  her  mistress.  The  mistress  not  liking  to  tell 
the  truth,  or  to  own  that  poor  Harry  was  actually  a  prisoner  at 
her  husband's  suit,  said  Mr.  Warrington  had  left  his  lodgings  ; 
she  did  not  know  where  Mr.  Warrington  was.  George  knew 
that  Clarges  Street  was  close  to  Bond  Street.  Often  and  often 
had  he  looked  over  the  London  map.  Aunt  Bernstein  would 
tell  him  where  Harry  was.     He  might  be  with  her  at  that  very 
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moment.  George  had  read  in  Harry's  letters  to  Virginia  about 
Aunt  Bernstein's  kindness  to  Harry.  Even  Madam  Esmond 
was  softened  by  it  (and  especially  touched  by  a  letter  which 
the  Baroness  wrote  —  the  letter  which  caused  George  to  pack 
off  posthaste  for  Europe,  indeed).  She  heartily  hoped  and 
trusted  that  Madam  Beatrix  had  found  occasion  to  repent  of 
her  former  bad  ways.  It  was  time,  indeed,  at  her  age  ;  and 
heaven  knows  that  she  had  plenty  to  repent  of  !  I  have  known  a 
harmless,  good  old  soul  of  eighty,  still  bepommeled  and  stoned 
by  irreproachable  ladies  of  the  straitest  sect  of  the  Pharisees, 
for  a  little  slip  which  occurred  long  before  the  present  century 
was  born,  or  she  herself  was  twenty  years  old.  Rachel  Esmond 
never  mentioned  her  eldest  daughter  :  Madam  Esmond  War- 
rington never  mentioned  her  sister.  No.  In  spite  of  the  order 
for  remission  of  the  sentence  —  in  spite  of  the  handwriting  on 
the  floor  of  the  Temple  —  there  is  a  crime  which  some  folks 
never  will  pardon,  and  regarding  which  female  virtue  especially 
is  inexorable. 

I  suppose  the  Virginians'  agent  at  Bristol  had  told  George 
fearful  stories  of  his  brother's  doings.  Gumbo,  whom  he  met 
at  his  aunt's  door,  as  soon  as  the  lad  recovered  from  his  terror 
at  the  sudden  reappearance  of  the  master  whom  he  had  supposed 
dead,  had  leisure  to  stammer  out  a  word  or  two  respecting  his 
young  master's  whereabouts,  and  present  pitiable  condition  ; 
and  hence  Mr.  George's  sternness  of  demeanor  when  he  pre- 
sented himself  to  the  old  lady.  It  seemed  to  him  a  matter  of 
course  that  his  brother  in  difficulty  should  be  rescued  by  his 
relations.  Oh,  George,  how  little  you  know  about  London  and 
London  ways.  Whene'er  you  take  your  walks  abroad  how 
many  poor  you  meet  :  —  if  a  philanthropist  were  for  rescuing 
all  of  them,  not  the  wealth  of  all  the  provinces  of  America 
would  suffice  him  ! 

But  the  feeling  and  agitation  displa5^ed  by  the  old  lady 
touched  her  nephew's  heart,  when,  jolting  through  the  dark 
streets  towards  the  house  of  his  brother's  captivity,  George  came 
to  think  of  his  aunt's  behavior.  "  She  does  feel  my  poor  Harry's 
misfortune,"  he  thought  to  himself.  "  I  have  been  too  hasty  in 
judging  her."  Again  and  again,  in  the  course  of  his  life,  Mr. 
George  had  to  rebuke  himself  with  the  same  crime  of  being  too 
hasty.  How  many  of  us  have  not?  And,  alas,  the  mischief 
done,  there's  no  repentance  Avill  mend  it.  Quick,  coachman  ! 
We  are  almost  as  slow  as  you  are   in  getting  from   Clargcs 
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Street  to  the  Temple.  Poor  Gumbo  knows  the  way  to  the 
bailiff's  house  well  enough.  Again  the  bell  is  set  ringing.  The 
first  door  is  opened  to  George  and  his  negro  ;  then  that  first 
door  is  locked  warily  upon  them,  and  they  find  themselves  in  a 
little  passage  with  a  little  Jewish  janitor  ;  then  a  second  door 
is  unlocked,  and  they  enter  into  the  house.  The  Jewish  janitor 
stares,  as  by  his  flaring  tallow  torch  he  sees  a  second  Mr.  War- 
rington before  him.  Come  to  see  that  gentleman  ?  Yes.  But 
wait  a  moment.  This  is  Mr.  Warrington's  brother  from 
America.  Gumbo  must  go  and  prepare  his  master  first.  Step 
into  this  room.  There's  a  gentleman  already  there  about  Mr. 
W's  business  (the  porter  says),  and  another  upstairs  with  him 
now.     There's  no  end  of  people  have  been  about  him. 

The  room  into  which  George  was  introduced  Avas  a  small 
apartment  which  went  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Amos'  office,  and 
where,  by  a  guttering  candle,  and  talking  to  the  bailiff,  sat  a 
stout  gentleman  in  a  cloak  and  a  laced  hat.  The  young  porter 
carried  his  candle  too,  preceding  Mr.  George,  so  there  was  a 
sufiiciency  of  light  in  the  apartment. 

"  We  are  not  angry  any  more,  Harry!  "  says  the  stout  gen- 
tleman, in  a  cheery  voice,  getting  up  and  advancing  with  an 
outstretched  hand  to  the  newcomer.  "Thank  God,  my  boy! 
Mr.  Amos  here  says  there  will  be  no  difficulty  about  James  and 
me  being  your  bail,  and  we  will  do  your  business  by  breakfast 

time  in   the  morning.      Why Angels    and  ministers  of 

grace  !  who  are  you  ?  "  And  he  started  back  as  the  other  had 
hold  of  his  hand. 

But  the  stranger  grasped  it  only  the  more  strongly.  "  God 
bless  you,  sir  !  "  he  said,  "  I  know  who  you  are.  You  must  be 
Colonel  Lambert,  of  whose  kindness  to  him  my  poor  Harry 
wrote.  And  I  am  the  brother  whom  you  have  heard  of,  sir ; 
and  who  was  left  for  dead  in  Mr.  Braddock's  action  ;  and  came 
to  life  again  after  eighteen  months  amongst  the  French  ;  and 
live  to  thank  God  and  thank  you  for  your  kindness  to  my 
Harry,"  continued  the  lad  with  a  faltering  voice. 

"  James  !  James !  here  is  news !  "  cries  Mr.  Lambert  to  a 
gentleman  in  red,  who  now  entered  the  room.  "Here  are  the 
dead  come  alive  !  Here  is  Harry  Scapegrace's  brother  come 
back,  and  with  his  scalp  on  his  head,  too  !  "  (George  had  taken 
his  hat  off,  and  was  standing  by  the  light. )  "  This  is  my 
brother  bail,  Mr.  Warrington  !  This  is  Lieutenant  Colonel 
James  Wolfe,  at  your  service.    You  must  know  there  has  been  a 
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little  difference  between  Harry  and  me,  Mr.  George.  He  is 
pacified,  is  he,  James  ?  " 

''He  is  full  of  gratitude,"  says  Mr.  Wolfe,  after  making  his 
bow  to  Mr.  Warrington. 

"Harry  wrote  home  about  Mr.  Wolfe,  too,  sir,"  said  the 
young  man,  "  and  I  hope  my  brother's  friends  will  be  so  kind 
as  to  be  mine." 

"  I  wish  he  had  none  other  but  us,  Mr.  Warrington.  Poor 
Harry's  fine  folks  have  been  too  fine  for  him,  and  have  ended 
by  landing  him  here." 

"  Nay,  your  honors,  I  have  done  my  best  to  make  the  young 
gentleman  comfortable  ;  and,  knowing  your  honor  before,  when 
you  came  to  bail  Captain  Watkins,  and  that  your  security  is 
perfectly  good,  —  if  your  honor  Avishes,  the  young  gentleman 
can  go  out  this  very  night,  and  I  will  make  it  all  right  with  the 
lawyer  in  the  morning,"  says  Harry's  landlord,  who  knew  the 
rank  and  respectability  of  the  two  gentlemen  who  had  come  to 
offer  bail  for  his  young  prisoner. 

"  The  debt  is  five  hundred  and  odd  pounds,  I  think  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Warrington.  "  With  a  hundred  thanks  to  these  gentle- 
men, I  can  pay  the  amount  at  this  moment  into  the  officer's 
hands,  taking  the  usual  acknowledgment  and  caution.  But  I 
can  never  forget,  gentlemen,  that  you  helped  my  brother  at  his 
need,  and  for  doing  so,  I  say  thank  you,  and  God  bless  you,  in 
my  mother's  name  and  mine." 

Gumbo  had,  meanwhile,  gone  upstairs  to  his  master's  apart- 
ment, where  Harry  would  probably  have  scolded  the  negro  for 
returning  that  night,  but  that  the  young  gentleman  was  very 
much  soothed  and  touched  by  the  conversation  he  had  had  with 
the  friend  who  had  just  left  him.  He  was  sitting  over  his  pipe  of 
Virginia  in  a  sad  mood  (for,  somehow,  even  Maria's  goodness  and 
affection,  as  she  had  just  exhibited  them,  had  not  altogether  con- 
soled him  ;  and  he  had  thought  with  a  little  dismay,  of  certain 
consequences  to  which  that  very  kindness  and  fidelity  bound  him) 
when  Mr.  Wolfe's  homely  features  and  eager  outstretched  hand 
came  to  cheer  the  prisoner,  and  he  heard  how  Mr.  Lambert  was 
below,  and  the  errand  upon  which  the  two  officers  had  come. 
In  spite  of  himself,  Lambert  would  be  kind  to  him.  In  spite  of 
Harry's  ill  temper,  and  needless  suspicion  and  anger,  the  good 
gentleman  was  determined  to  help  him  if  he  might  —  to  help 
him  even  against  Mr.  Wolfe's  own  advice,  as  the  latter  frankly 
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told  Harry.  "For  you  were  wrong,  Mr.  Warrington,"  said 
the  Colonel,  "  and  you  wouldn't  be  set  right ;  and  you,  a  young 
man,  used  hard  words  and  unkind  behavior  to  your  senior,  and 
what  is  more,  one  of  the  best  gentlemen  who  walks  God's 
earth.  You  see,  sir,  what  his  answer  hath  been  to  your  way- 
ward temper.  You  will  bear  with  a  friend  who  speaks  frankly 
with  you?  Martin  Lambert  hath  acted  in  this  as  he  always 
doth,  as  the  best  Christian,  the  best  friend,  the  most  kind  and 
generous  of  men.  Nay,  if  you  want  another  proof  of  his  good- 
ness, here  it  is :  He  has  converted  me,  who,  as  I  don't  care  to 
disguise,  was  angry  with  you  for  your  treatment  of  him,  and 
has  absolutely  brought  me  down  here  to  be  your  bail.  Let  us 
both  cry  Peccaviraus  !  Harry,  and  shake  our  friend  by  the 
hand  I  He  is  sitting  in  the  room  below.  He  would  not  come 
here  till  he  knew  how  you  would  receive  him." 

"  I  think  he  is  a  good  man  !  "  groaned  out  Harry.  "  I  was 
very  angry  and  wild  at  the  time  when  he  and  I  met  last.  Colo- 
nel Wolfe.  Nay,  perhaps  he  was  right  in  sending  back  those 
trinkets,  hurt  as  I  was  at  his  doing  so.  Go  down  to  him,  will 
you  be  so  kind,  sir?  and  tell  him  I  am  sorry,  and  ask  his  par- 
don, and  —  and,  God  bless  him  for  his  generous  behavior." 
And  here  the  young  gentleman  turned  his  head  away,  and 
rubbed  his  hand  across  his  eyes. 

"  Tell  him  all  this  thyself,  Harry  !  "  cries  the  Colonel,  tak- 
ing the  young  fellow's  hand.  "  No  deputy  will  ever  say  it  half 
so  well.     Come  with  me  now." 

"  You  go  first,  and  I'll  —  I'll  follow,  —  on  my  word  I  will. 
See !  I  am  in  my  morning  gown  !  I  will  but  put  on  a  coat 
and  come  to  him.  Give  him  my  message  first.  Just  —  just  pre- 
pare him  for  me  !  "  says  poor  Harry,  who  knew  he  must  do  it, 
but  yet  did  not  much  like  that  process  of  eating  of  humble  pie. 

Wolfe  went  out  smiling  —  understanding  the  lad's  scruples 
well  enough,  perhaps.  As  he  opened  the  door,  Mr.  Gumbo 
entered  it;  almost  forgetting  to  bow  to  the  gentleman,  pro- 
fusely courteous  as  he  was  on  ordinary  occasions,  —  his  eyes 
glaring  round,  his  great  mouth  grinning,  —  himself  in  a  state 
of  such  high  excitement  and  delight  that  his  master  remarked 
his  condition. 

"What,  Gum?  What  has  happened  to  thee?  Hast  thou 
got  a  new  sweetheart  ?  " 

No,  Gum  had  not  got  no  new  sweetheart.  Master. 

"  Give  me  my  coat.     What  has  brought  thee  back  ?  " 
6 
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Gum  grinned  prodigiously.  "  I  have  seen  a  ghost,  Mas'r  !  " 
he  said. 

"  A  ghost !  and  whose,  and  where  ?  " 

"  Whar  ?  Saw  him  at  Madame  Bernstein's  house.  Come 
with  him  here  in  the  coach  !  He  downstairs  now  with  Colonel 
Lambert  !  "  Whilst  Gumbo  is  speaking,  as  he  is  putting  on 
his  master's  coat,  his  eyes  are  rolling,  his  head  is  wagging,  his 
hands  are  trembling,  his  lips  are  grinning. 

"Ghost  —  what  ghost?"  says  Harry,  in  a  strange  agitation. 
"  Is  anybody  —  is  —  my  mother  come  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  ;  no,  Master  Harry  !  "  Gumbo's  head  rolls  nearly 
off  in  its  violent  convolutions,  and  his  master,  looking  oddly  at 
him,  flings  the  door  open  and  goes  rapidly  down  the  stair. 

He  is  at  the  foot  of  it,  just  as  a  voice  within  the  little  office, 
of  which  the  door  is  open,  is  saying,  '■'■  and  for  domg  so,  I  say 
thank  you,  and  God  bless  you,  in  my  mother  s  name  and  mine.^^ 

"  Whose  voice  is  that?  "  calls  out  Harry  Warrington,  with  a 
strange  cry  in  his  own  voice. 

"  It's  the  ghost's,  Mas'r  !  "  says  Gumbo,  from  behind  ;  and 
Harry  runs  forward  to  the  room,  —  where,  if  you  please,  we 
will  pause  a  little  minute  before  we  enter.  The  two  gentlemen 
who  were  there,  turned  their  heads  away.  The  lost  was  found 
again.  The  dead  was  alive.  The  prodigal  was  on  his  brother's 
heart,  —  his  own  full  of  love,  gratitude,  repentance. 

"  Come  away,  James  !  I  think  we  are  not  wanted  any  more 
here,"  says  the  Colonel.  "  Good  night,  boys.  Some  ladies  in 
Hill  Street  won't  be  able  to  sleep  for  this  strange  news.  Or 
will  you  go  home  and  sup  with  'em,  and  tell  them  the  story?" 

No,  with  many  thanks,  the  boys  would  not  go  and  sup  to- 
night. They  had  stories  of  their  own  to  tell.  "  Quick,  Guinbo, 
with  the  trunks!  Good-by,  Mr.  Amos!"  Harry  felt  almost 
uniiappy  when  he  went  away. 


A  Chapter  of  the  Finest  Morality. 

When  first  wc  had  the  honor  to  be  presented  to  Sir  Mites 
\Varrington  at  the  King's  drawing-room,  in  St.  James'  Palace, 
1  cfjnfess  that  I,  for  one,  —  looking  at  liis  j'^'lly  round  face,  his 
broad  round  waistcoat,  his  hearty  country  manner,  —  expected 
that  I  had  lighted  upon  a  most  eligible  and  agreeable  acquaint- 
ance   at  last,  and  was   about  to  become    intimate   with   that 
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noblest  specimen  of  the  human  race,  the  bepraised  of  songa 
and  men,  the  good  old  English  country  gentleman.  In  fact,  to 
be  a  good  old  country  gentleman  is  to  hold  a  position  nearest  the 
gods,  and  at  the  summit  of  earthly  felicity.  To  have  a  large 
unincumbered  rent  roll,  and  the  rents  regularly  paid  by  ador- 
ing farmers,  who  bless  their  stars  at  having  such  a  landlord  as 
his  honor  ;  to  have  no  tenant  holding  back  with  his  money,  ex- 
cepting just  one,  perhaps,  who  does  so  in  order  to  give  occasion 
to  Good  Old  Country  Gentleman  to  show  his  sublime  charity 
and  universal  benevolence  of  soul  —  to  hunt  three  days  a  week, 
love  the  sport  of  all  things,  and  have  perfect  good  health  and 
good  appetite  in  consequence  —  to  have  not  only  good  appetite, 
but  a  good  dinner  ;  to  sit  down  at  church  in  the  midst  of  a 
chorus  of  blessings  from  the  villagers,  the  first  man  in  the 
parish,  the  benefactor  of  the  parish,  with  a  consciousness  of 
consummate  desert,  saying,  "  Have  mercy  upon  us  miserable 
sinners,"  to  be  sure,  but  only  for  form's  sake,  because  the 
words  are  written  in  the  book,  and  to  give  other  folks  an  ex- 
ample : —  a  G.  O.  C.  G.  a  miserable  sinner!  So  healthy,  so 
wealthy,  so  jolly,  so  much  respected  by  the  vicar,  so  much 
honored  by  the  tenants,  so  much  beloved  and  admired  by  his 
family,  amongst  whom  his  story  of  grouse  in  the  gun  room 
causes  laughter  from  generation  to  generation  ;  —  this  perfect 
being  a  miserable  sinner  I  Allans  done!  Give  any  man  good 
health  and  temper,  five  thousand  a  year,  the  adoration  of  his 
parish,  and  the  love  and  worship  of  his  family,  and  I'll  defy 
you  to  make  him  so  heartily  dissatisfied  with  his  spiritual  con- 
dition as  to  set  himself  down  a  miserable  anything.  If  you 
were  a  royal  highness,  and  went  to  church  in  the  most  perfect 
health  and  comfort,  the  parson  waiting  to  begin  the  service  un- 
til Your  R.  H.  came  in,  would  you  believe  yourself  to  be  a  mis- 
erable etc.  ?  You  might  when  racked  with  gout,  in  solitude, 
the  fear  of  death  before  your  eyes,  the  doctor  having  cut  off 
your  bottle  of  claret,  and  ordered  arrowroot  and  a  little  sherry, 
—  you  might  then  be  humiliated,  and  acknowledge  your  own 
shortcomings,  and  the  A^anity  of  things  in  general ;  but,  in 
high  health,  sunshine,  spirits,  that  word  miserable  is  only  a 
form.  You  can't  think  in  your  heart  that  you  are  to  be  pitied 
much  for  the  present.  If  you  are  to  be  miserable,  what  is  Colin 
Plowman,  with  the  ague,  seven  children,  two  pounds  a  year 
rent  to  pay  for  his  cottage,  and  eight  shillings  a  week?  No  : 
a  healthy,  rich,  jolly,  country  gentleman,  if  miserable,  has  a 
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very  supportable  misery  :  if  a  sinner,  has  very  few  people  to 
tell  him  so. 

It  may  be  he  becomes  somewhat  selfish ;  but  at  least  he  is 
satisfied  with  liimself.  Except  my  lord  at  the  castle,  there  is 
nobody  for  miles  and  miles  round  so  good  or  so  great.  His 
admirable  wife  ministers  to  him,  and  to  the  whole  parish, 
indeed :  his  children  bow  before  him  :  the  vicar  of  the  parish 
reverences  him  :  he  is  respected  at  quarter  sessions :  he  causes 
poachers  to  tremble :  off  go  all  hats  before  him  at  market :  and 
round  about  his  great  coach,  in  which  his  spotless  daughters  and 
sublime  lady  sit,  all  the  country-town  tradesmen  cringe,  bare- 
headed, and  the  farmers'  women  drop  innumerable  courtesies. 
From  their  cushions  in  the  great  coach  the  ladies  look  down 
beneficently,  and  smile  on  the  poorer  folk.  They  buy  a  yard 
of  ribbon  with  affability ;  they  condescend  to  purchase  an 
ounce  of  salts,  or  a  packet  of  flower  seeds  :  they  deign  to 
cheapen  a  goose  :  their  drive  is  like  a  royal  progress  ;  a  happy 
people  is  supposed  to  press  round  them  and  bless  them. 
Tradesmen  bow,  farmers'  wives  bob,  town  boys,  waving  their 
ragged  hats,  cheer  the  red-faced  coachman  as  he  drives  the  fat 
bays,  and  cry,  "  Sir  Miles  forever  !  Throw  us  a  halfpenny,  my 
lady  !  " 

But  suppose  the  market  woman  should  hide  her  fat  goose 
when  Sir  Miles'  coach  comes,  out  of  terror  lest  my  lady,  spy- 
ing the  bird,  should  insist  on  purchasing  it  a  bargain  ?  Sup- 
pose no  coppers  ever  were  known  to  come  out  of  the  royal 
coach  window  ?  Suppose  Sir  Miles  regaled  his  tenants  with 
notoriously  small  beer,  and  his  poor  with  especially  thin  broth  ? 
This  may  be  our  fine  old  English  gentleman's  way.  There 
have  been  not  a  few  fine  English  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  this 
sort;  who  patronized  the  poor  without  ever  relieving  them; 
who  called  out  "  Amen  !  "  at  church  as  loud  as  the  clerk  ;  who 
went  through  all  the  forms  of  piety,  and  discharged  all  the 
etiquette  of  old  English  gentlemanhood ;  who  bought  virtue  a 
bargain,  as  it  were,  and  had  no  doubt  they  were  honoring  her 
by  the  purchase.  Poor  Harry,  in  his  distress,  asked  help  from 
his  relations :  his  aunt  sent  him  a  tract  and  her  blessing ;  his 
uncle  had  business  out  of  town,  and  could  not,  of  course, 
answer  the  poor  boy's  petition.  How  much  of  this  behavior 
goes  on  daily  in  respectable  life,  think  you  ?  You  can  fancy 
Lord  and  Lady  Macbeth  concocting  a  murder,  and  coming 
together   with   some   little    awkwardness,    perhaps,  when   the 
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transaction  was  done  and  over ;  but  my  Lord  and  Lady  Skin- 
flint, when  they  consult  in  their  bedroom  about  giving  their 
luckless  nephew  a  helping  hand,  and  determine  to  refuse,  and 
go  down  to  family  prayers,  and  meet  their  children  and  domes- 
tics, and  discourse  virtuously  before  them,  and  then  remain 
together,  and  talk  nose  to  nose,  —  what  can  they  think  of  one 
another  ?  and  of  the  poor  kinsman  fallen  among  the  thieves, 
and  groaning  for  help  unheeded  ?  How  can  they  go  ou  with 
those  virtuous  airs  ?  How  can  they  dare  look  each  other  in 
the  face  ? 

Dare  ?  Do  you  suppose  they  think  they  have  done  wrong  ? 
Do  you  suppose  Skinflint  is  tortured  with  remorse  at  the  idea 
of  the  distress  which  called  to  him  in  vain,  and  of  the  huno-er 
Avhich  he  sent  empty  away  ?  Not  he.  He  is  indignant  with 
Prodigal  for  being  a  fool :  he  is  not  ashamed  of  himself  for 
being  a  curmudgeon.  What  ?  a  young  man  with  such  oppor- 
tunities throw  them  away?  A  fortune  spent  amongst  gamblers 
and  spendthrifts  ?  Horrible,  horrible  !  Take  warning,  my 
child,  by  this  unfortunate  young  man's  behavior,  and  see  the 
consequences  of  extravagance.  According  to  the  great  and 
always  Established  Church  of  the  Pharisees,  here  is  an  admi- 
rable opportunity  for  a  moral  discourse,  and  an  assertion  of 
virtue.  "  And  to  think  of  his  deceiving  us  so !  "  cries  out 
Lady  Warrington. 

"  Very  sad,  very  sad,  my  dear !  "  says  Sir  Miles,  wagging 
his  head. 

"  To  think  of  so  much  extravagance  in  one  so  young ! " 
cries  Lady  Warrington.  "  Cards,  bets,  feasts  at  taverns  of  the 
most  wicked  profusion,  carriage  and  riding  horses,  the  company 
of  the  wealthy  and  profligate  of  his  own  sex,  and,  I  fear,  of  the 
most  iniquitous  persons  of  ours." 

"  Hush,  my  Lady  Warrington  !  "  cries  her  husband,  glan- 
cing towards  the  spotless  Dora  and  Flora,  who  held  down  their 
blushing  heads  at  the  mention  of  the  last  naughty  persons. 

"  No  wonder  my  poor  children  hide  their  faces  !  "  mamma 
continues.  "  My  dears,  I  wish  even  the  existence  of  such  crea- 
tures could  be  kept  from  you  !  " 

"  They  can't  go  to  an  opera,  or  the  park,  without  seeing  'em, 
to  be  sure,"  says  Sir  Miles. 

"  To  think  we  should  have  introduced  such  a  young  serpent 
into  the  bosom  of  our  family  !  and  have  left  him  in  the  company 
of  that  guileless  darling  I  "  and  she  points  to  Master  Miles. 
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"Who's  a  serpent,  Mamma  ?  "  inquires  that  youth.  "First 
you  said  Cousin  Harry  was  bad  :  then  he  was  good  :  now  he  is 
bad  again.     Which  is  he,  Sir  Miles?" 

"  He  has  faults,  like  all  of  us,  Miley,  my  dear.  Your  cousin 
has  been  wild,  and  you  must  take  warning  by  him." 

"  Was  not  my  elder  brother,  who  died  —  my  naughty 
brother  —  Avas  not  he  wild  too  ?  He  was  not  kind  to  me  when 
I  was  quite  a  little  boy.  He  never  gave  me  money,  nor  toys, 
nor  rode  with  me,  nor  —  why  do  you  cry,  Mamma?  Sure  I 
remember  how  Hugh  and  you  were  always  fight " 

"Silence,  sir  I  "  cry  out  papa  and  the  girls  in  a  breath. 
"  Don't  you  know  you  are  never  to  mention  that  name  ?  " 

"  I  know  I  love  Harry,  and  I  didn't  love  Hugh,"  says  the 
sturdy  little  rebel.  "  And  if  Cousin  Harry  is  in  prison,  I'll 
give  him  my  half-guinea  that  my  godpapa  gave  me,  and  any- 
thing I  have  —  yes,  anything,  except  —  except  my  little  horse 
—  and  my  silver  waistcoat  —  and  —  and  Snowball  and  Sweet- 
lips  at  home  —  and  —  and,  yes,  my  custard  after  dinner." 
This  was  in  reply  to  a  hint  of  sister  Dora.  "  But  I'd  give  him 
some  of  it,"  continues  Miles,  after  a  pause. 

"  Shut  thy  mouth  with  it,  child,  and  then  go  about  thy  busi- 
ness," says  papa,  amused.  Sir  Miles  Warrington  had  a  consid- 
erable fund  of  easy  humor. 

"  Who  would  have  thought  he  should  ever  be  so  wild  ? " 
mamma  goes  on. 

"  Nay.     Youth  is  the  season  for  wild  oats,  my  dear." 

"  That  we  should  be  so  misled  in  him  !  "  sighed  the  girls. 

"  That  he  should  kiss  us  both  !  "  cries  papa. 

"  Sir  Miles  Warrington,  I  have  no  patience  with  that  sort 
of  vulgarity  !  "  says  the  majestic  matron. 

"  Which  of  you  was  the  favorite  yesterday,  girls  ? "  con- 
tinues the  father. 

"  Favorite,  indeed  !  I  told  him  over  and  over  again  of  my 
engagement  to  dear  Tom  —  I  did,  Dora,  —  why  do  you  sneer, 
if  you  please  ?  "  says  the  handsome  sister. 

"Nay,  to  do  her  justice,  so  did  Dora  too,"  said  papa. 

"  Because  Flora  seemed  to  wish  to  forget  her  engagement 
with  dear  Tom  sometimes,"  remarks  her  sister. 

"  I  never  never  never  wished  to  break  with  Tom  !  It's 
wicked  of  you  to  say  so,  Dora !  It  is  you  who  were  forever 
sneering  at  him  :  it  is  you  who  are  always  envious  because  I 
happen  —  at  least,  because  gentlemen  imagine  that  I  am  not  ill- 
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looking,  and  prefer  me  to  some  folks,  in  spite  of  all  their  learn- 
ing and  wit !  "  cries  Flora,  tossing  her  head  over  her  shoulder, 
and  looking  at  the  glass. 

"  Why  are  you  always  looking  there,  sister  ?  "  says  the  art- 
less Miles  junior.  "  Sure,  you  must  know  your  face  well 
enough ! " 

'^  Some  people  look  at  it  just  as  often,  child,  who  haven't 
near  such  good  reason,"  says  papa,  gallantly. 

"If  you  mean  me.  Sir  Miles,  I  thank  you,"  cries  Dora. 
"  My  face  is  as  heaven  made  it,  and  my  father  and  mother  gave 
it  me.  'Tis  not  my  fault  if  I  resemble  my  papa's  family.  If 
my  head  is  homely,  at  least  I  have  got  some  brains  in  it.  I 
envious  of  Flora,  indeed,  because  she  has  found  favor  in  the 
sight  of  poor  Tom  Claypool !  I  should  as  soon  be  proud  of 
captivating  a  plowboy  !  " 

"  Pray,  Miss,  v/as  your  Mr.  Harry,  of  Virginia,  much  wiser 
than  Tom  Claypool  ?  You  would  have  had  him  for  the  ask- 
ing !  "  exclaims  Flora. 

"  And  so  would  you.  Miss,  and  have  dropped  Tom  Claypool 
into  the  sea  !  "  cries  Dora. 

"I  wouldn't." 

"  You  would." 

"  I  wouldn't ;  "  —  and  da  capo  goes  the  conversation  —  the 
shuttlecock  of  wrath  being  briskly  battled  from  one  sister  to 
another. 

"  Oh,  my  children  I  Is  this  the  way  you  dwell  together  in 
unity  ?  "  exclaims  their  excellent  female  parent,  laying  down 
her  embroidery.  "What  an  example  you  set  to  this  Inno- 
cent 1  " 

"  Like  to  see  'em  fight,  my  lady  !  "  cries  the  Innocent,  rub- 
bing his  hands. 

"  At  her.  Flora  !  Worry  her,  Dora  1  To  it  again,  you 
little  rogues !  "  says  facetious  papa.  "  'Tis  good  sport,  ain't  it, 
Miley  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Sir  Miles  !  Oh,  my  children  !  These  disputes  are 
unseemly.  They  tear  a  fond  mother's  heart,"  says  mamma, 
with  majestic  action,  though  bearing  the  laceration  of  her  bosom 
with  much  seeming  equanimity.  "  What  cause  for  thankful- 
ness ought  we  to  have,  that  watchful  parents  have  prevented 
any  idle  engagements  between  you  and  your  misguided  cousin. 
If  we  have  been  mistaken  in  him,  is  it  not  a  mercy  that  we  have 
found  out  our  error  in  time  ?     If  either  of  you  had  any  prefer- 


6912  WASHINGTON. 

ence  for  him,  your  excellent  good  sense,  my  loves,  will  teach 
you  to  overcome,  to  eradicate,  the  vain  feeling.  That  we  cher- 
ished and  were  kind  to  him  can  never  be  a  source  of  regret. 
'Tis  a  proof  of  our  good  nature.  What  we  have  to  regret,  I 
fear,  is,  that  your  cousin  should  have  proved  unworthy  of  our 
kindness,  and,  coming  away  from  the  society  of  gamblers,  play 
actors,  and  the  like,  should  have  brought  contamination  —  pol- 
lution, I  had  almost  said  —  into  this  pure  family  !  " 

"  Oh,  bother  mamma's  sermons  !  "  says  Flora,  as  my  lady 
pursues  a  harangue  of  which  we  only  give  the  commencement 
here,  but  during  which  papa,  whistling,  gently  quits  the  room 
on  tiptoe,  while  the  artless  Miles  junior  winds  his  top  and  pegs 
it  under  the  robes  of  his  sisters.  It  has  done  humming,  and 
staggered  and  tumbled  over,  and  expired  in  its  usual  tipsy 
manner,  long  ere  Lady  Warrington  has  finished  her  sermon. 

"  Were  you  listening  to  me,  my  child  ?  "  she  asks,  laying  her 
hand  on  her  darling's  head. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  says  he,  with  the  whipcord  in  his  mouth, 
and  proceeding  to  wind  up  his  sportive  engine.  "  You  was  a 
saying  that  Harry  was  very  poor  now,  and  that  we  oughtn't  to 
help  him.     That's  what  you  was  saying  ;  w^asn't  it,  Madam?" 

"  My  poor  child,  thou  wilt  understand  me  better  when  thou 
art  older  !  "  says  mamma,  turning  towards  that  ceiling  to  which 
her  eyes  always  have  recourse. 

"  Get  out,  you  little  wretch  !  "  cries  one  of  the  sisters.  The 
artless  one  has  pegged  his  top  at  Dora's  toes,  and  laughs  with 
the  glee  of  merry  boyhood  at  his  sister's  discomfiture. 

But  what  is  this  ?  Who  comes  here  ?  Why  does  Sir  Miles 
return  to  the  drawing-room,  and  why  does  Tom  Claypool,  who 
strides  after  the  Baronet,  wear  a  countenance  so  disturbed  ? 

"  Here's  a  pretty  business,  my  Lady  Warrington  !  "  cries  Sir 
Miles.     "  Here's  a  wonderful  wonder  of  wonders,  girls  !  " 

"  For  goodness'  sake,  gentlemen,  what  is  your  intelligence  ?" 
asks  the  virtuous  matron. 

"The  whole  town's  talking  about  it,  my  lady!  "  says  Tom 
Claypool,  puffing  for  breath. 

"  Tom  has  seen  him,"  continued  Sir  Miles. 

"Seen  both  of  them,  my  Lady  Warrington.  They  were  at 
Ranelagh  last  night,  with  a  regular  mob  after  'em.  And  so  like 
that  but  for  their  different  ribbons  you  would  hardly  have  told 
one  from  the  other.  One  was  in  blue,  the  other  in  brown  ;  but 
I'm  certain  he  has  worn  both  the  suits  here." 
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"  What  suits  ?  " 

"  What  one,  —  what  other  ?  "  call  the  girls. 

"  Why,  your  fortunate  youth,  to  be  sure." 

"  Our  precious  Virginian,  and  heir  to  the  principality  !  " 
says  Sir  Miles. 

"  Is  my  nephew,  then,  released  from  his  incarceration  ? " 
asks  her  ladyship.  "  And  is  he  again  plunged  in  the  vortex  of 
dissip " 

"  Confound  him !  "  roars  out  the  Baronet,  with  an  expres- 
sion which  I  fear  was  even  stronger.  "  What  should  you  think, 
my  Lady  Warrington,  if  this  precious  nephew  of  mine  should 
turn  out  to  be  an  impostor  ;  by  George  !  no  better  than  an 
adventurer  ?  " 

"  An  inward  monitor  whispered  me  as  much !  "  cried  the 
lady ;  "  but  I  dashed  from  me  the  unworthy  suspicion.  Speak, 
Sir  Miles,  we  burn  with  impatience  to  listen  to  your  intelli- 
gence." 

"I'll  speak,  my  love,  when  you've  done,"  says  Sir  Miles. 
*'  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  my  gentleman,  who  comes  into 
my  house,  dines  at  my  table,  is  treated  as  one  of  this  family, 
kisses  my " 

"  What  ?  "  asks  Tom  Claypool,  firing  as  red  as  his  waist- 
coat. 

"  —  Hem !  Kisses  my  wife's  hand,  and  is  treated  in  the 
fondest  manner,  by  George  !  What  do  you  think  of  this  fellow, 
who  talks  of  his  property  and  his  principality,  by  Jupiter !  — 
turning  out  to  be  a  beggarly  second  son  I  A  beggar,  my 
Lady  Warrington,  by " 

"  Sir  Miles  Warrington,  no  violence  of  language  before  these 
dear  ones  !  I  sink  to  the  earth,  confounded  by  this  unutterable 
hypocrisy.  And  did  I  intrust  thee  to  a  pretender,  my  blessed 
boy  ?  Did  I  leave  thee  wdth  an  impostor,  my  innocent  one  ?  " 
the  matron  cries,  fondling  her  son. 

"  Who's  an  impostor,  my  lady  ?  "  asks  the  child. 

"  That  confounded  young  scamp  of  a  Harry  Warrington  I  " 
bawls  out  papa ;  on  which  the  little  Miles,  after  wearing  a 
puzzled  look  for  a  moment,  and  yielding  to  I  know  not  what 
hidden  emotion,  bursts  out  crying. 

His  admirable  mother  proposes  to  clutch  him  to  her  heart, 
but  he  rejects  the  pure  caress,  bawling  only  the  louder,  and 
kicking  frantically  about  the  maternal  gremium.  As  the  butler 
announces  "  Mr.  George  Warrington,  Mr,  Henry  Warrington !  " 
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Miles  is  dropped  from  his  mother's  lap.  Sir  Miles'  face  emu- 
lates Mr.  Claypool's  waistcoat.  The  three  ladies  rise  up,  and 
make  three  most  frigid  courtesies,  as  our  two  young  men  enter 
the  room. 

Little  Miles  runs  towards  them.  He  holds  out  a  little  hand. 
"Oh,  Harry  !  No  !  which  is  Harry?  You  re  my  Harry,"  and 
he  chooses  riglitly  this  time.  "  Oh,  you  dear  Harry  I  I'm  so 
glad  you  are  come  !  and  they've  been  abusing  you  so !  " 

"  I  am  come  to  pay  my  duty  to  my  uncle,"  says  the  dark- 
haired  Mr.  Warrington  ;  "and  to  thank  him  for  his  hospitali- 
ties to  my  brother  Henry." 

"  What,  Nephew  George  ?  My  brother's  face  and  eyes  ! 
Boys  both,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  !  "  cries  their  uncle,  grasp- 
ing affectionately  a  hand  of  each,  as  his  honest  face  radiates 
with  pleasure. 

"  This  indeed  hath  been  a  most  mysterious  and  a  most 
providential  resuscitation,"  says  Lady  Warrington.  "  Only  I 
wonder  that  my  nephew  Henry  concealed  the  circumstance 
until  now,"  she  adds,  with  a  sidelong  glance  at  both  young 
gentlemen. 

"  He  knew  it  no  more  than  your  ladyship,"  says  Mr.  War- 
rington. The  young  ladies  looked  at  each  other  with  downcast 
eyes. 

"  Indeed,  sir  I  a  most  singular  circumstance,"  says  mamma, 
with  another  courtesy.  "  We  had  heard  of  it,  sir  ;  and  Mr. 
Claypool,  our  county  neighbor,  had  just  brought  us  the  intelli- 
gence, and  it  even  now  formed  the  subject  of  my  conversation 
with  my  daughters." 

"  Yes,"  cries  out  a  little  voice,  "  and  do  you  know,  Harry, 
father  and  mother  said  you  was  a  —  a  imp " 

"  Silence,  my  child  !  Screwby,  convey  Master  Warrington 
to  his  own  apartment!  These,  Mr.  Warrington  —  or,  I  sup- 
pose I  should  say  Nephew  George  —  are  your  cousins."  Two 
courtesies  —  two  cheeses  are  made  —  two  hands  are  held  out. 
Mr.  Esmond  Warrington  makes  a  profound  low  bow,  which  em- 
braces (and  it  is  the  only  embrace  which  the  gentleman  offers) 
all  three  ladies.  He  lays  his  hat  to  his  heart.  He  says  "  It  is 
my  duty,  Madam,  to  pay  my  respects  to  my  uncle  and  cousins, 
and  to  thank  your  ladyship  for  such  hospitality  as  you  have 
been  enabled  to  show  to  my  brother." 

"  It  was  not  much,  nephew,  but  it  was  our  best.  Ods  bobs  !  " 
cries  the  hearty  Sir  Miles,  "  it  was  our  best  I  " 
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"And  I  appreciate  it,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  looking 
gravely  round  at  the  family. 

"  Give  us  thy  hand.  Not  a  word  more,"  says  Sir  Miles. 
"  What  ?  do  you  think  I'm  a  cannibal,  and  won't  extend  the 
hand  of  hospitality  to  my  dear  brother's  son  ?  What  say  you, 
lads  ?  Will  you  eat  our  mutton  at  three  ?  This  is  my  neigh- 
bor, Tom  Claypool,  son  to  Sir  Thomas  Claypool,  Baronet,  and 
my  very  good  friend.  Hey,  Tom  !  Thou  wilt  be  of  the  party, 
Tom  ?     Thou  knowest  our  brew,  hey,  my  boy  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  I  know  it.  Sir  Miles,"  replies  Tom,  with  no  peculiar 
expression  of  rapture  on  his  face. 

"  And  thou  shalt  taste  it,  my  boy,  thou  shalt  taste  it  !  What 
is  there  for  dinner,  my  lady  Warrington  ?  Our  food  is  plain, 
but  plent}^  lads  —  plain,  but  plenty  !  " 

"  We  cannot  partake  of  it  to-day,  sir.  We  dine  with  a 
friend  who  occupies  my  Lord  Wrotham's  house,  your  neighbor. 
Colonel  Lambert — Major  General  Lambert  lie  has  just  been 
made." 

"  With  two  daughters,  I  think  —  countrified-looking  girls 
—  are  they  not  ?  "  asks  Flora. 

"  I  think  I  have  remarked  two  little  rather  dowdy  things," 
says  Dora. 

"  They  are  as  good  girls  as  any  in  England !  "  breaks  out 
Harry,  to  whom  no  one  had  thought  of  saying  a  single  word. 
His  reign  was  over,  you  see.  He  was  nobody.  What  wonder, 
then,  that  he  should  not  be  visible  ? 

"  Oh,  indeed,  cousin !  "  says  Dora,  with  a  glance  at  the  young 
man,  who  sat  with  burning  cheeks,  chafing  at  the  humiliation 
put  upon  him,  but  not  knowing  how  or  whether  he  should  notice 
it.  "  Oh,  indeed,  cousin  !  You  are  very  charitable  —  or  very 
lucky,  I'm  sure !  You  see  angels  where  we  only  see  ordinary 
little  persons.  I'm  sure  I  could  not  imagine  who  were  those  odd- 
looking  people  in  Lord  Wrotham's  coach,  with  his  handsome 
liveries.     But  if  they  were  three  angels^  I  have  nothing  to  say." 

"My  brother  is  an  enthusiast,"  interposes  George.  "He 
is  often  mistaken  about  women." 

"  Oh,  really  !  "  says  Dora,  looking  a  little  uneasy. 

"I  fear  my  nephew  Henry  has  indeed  met  with  some  un- 
favorable specimens  of  our  sex,"  the  matron  remarks,  with  a 
groan. 

"We  are  so  easily  taken  in,  Madam  —  we  are  both  very 
young  yet —  we  shall  grow  older  and  learn  better." 
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"  Most  sincerely,  Nephew  George,  I  trust  you  m?ij.  You 
have  my  best  wishes,  my  prayers,  for  your  brother's  welfare  and 
your  own.  No  efforts  of  ours  have  been  wanting.  At  a  pain- 
ful moment,  to  which  I  will  not  further  allude " 

"  And  when  my  uncle  Sir  Miles  was  out  of  town,"  says 
George,  looking  towards  the  Baronet,  who  smiles  at  him  with 
affectionate  approval. 

"  —  I  sent  your  brother  a  work  which  I  thought  might  com- 
fort him,  and  I  know  might  improve  him.  Nay,  do  not  thank 
rae  ;  I  claim  no  credit ;  I  did  but  my  duty  —  a  humble  woman's 
duty  —  for  what  are  this  world's  goods,  nephew,  compared  to 
the  welfare  of  a  soul  ?  If  I  did  good,  I  am  thankful ;  if  I  was 
useful,  I  rejoice.  If,  through  my  means,  you  have  been  brought, 
Harry,  to  consider " 

"  Oh  !  the  sermon,  is  it  ?  "  breaks  in  downright  Harry.  "I 
hadn't  time  to  read  a  single  syllable  of  it,  aunt  —  thank  you. 
You  see  I  don't  care  much  about  that  kind  of  thing  —  but 
thank  you  all  the  same." 

"  The  intention  is  everything,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  "  and 
we  are  both  grateful.  Our  dear  friend.  General  Lambert, 
intended  to  give  bail  for  Harry  ;  but,  happily,  I  had  funds  of 
Harry's  with  me  to  meet  any  demands  upon  us.  But  the  kind- 
ness is  the  same,  and  I  am  grateful  to  the  friend  who  hastened  to 
my  brother's  rescue  when  he  had  most  need  of  aid,  and  when  his 
own  relations  happened  — so  unfortunately  —  to  be  out  of  town." 

"  Anything  I  could  do,  my  dear  boy,  I'm  sure  —  my  brother's 
son  —  my  own  ne^^hew  —  ods  bobs  !  you  know  —  that  is,  any- 
thing —  anything^  you  know  !  "  cries  Sir  ]\Iiles,  bringing  his  own 
hand  into  George's  with  a  generous  smack.  "  You  can't  stay 
and  dine  with  us  ?  Put  off  the  Colonel  —  the  General  —  do, 
now  1  Or  name  a  day.  My  Lady  Warrington,  make  my  nephew 
name  a  day  when  he  will  sit  under  his  grandfather's  picture,  and 
drink  some  of  his  wine  !  " 

"  His  intellectual  faculties  seem  more  developed  than  those 
of  his  unlucky  younger  brother,"  remarked  my  lady,  when  the 
young  gentlemen  had  taken  their  leave.  "  The  younger  must 
be  reckless  and  extravagant  about  money  indeed,  for  did  you 
remark.  Sir  Miles,  toe  loss  of  his  reversion  in  Virginia — the 
amount  of  which  has,  no  doubt,  been  grossly  exaggerated,  but, 
nevertheless,  must  be  something  considerable  —  did  you,  I  sa}^, 
remark  that  the  ruin  of  Harry's  prospects  scarcely  seemed  to 
affect  him  ?  " 
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"  I  shouldn't  be  at  all  surprised  that  the  elder  turns  out  to 
be  as  poor  as  the  young  one,"  says  Dora,  tossing  her  head. 

"  He  !  he  !  Did  you  see  that  Cousin  George  had  one  of 
Cousin  Harry's  suits  of  clothes  on  —  the  brown  and  gold  — 
that  one  he  wore  when  he  went  with  you  to  the  oratorio, 
Flora  ?  " 

"Did  he  take  Flora  to  an  oratorio?"  asks  Mr.  Claypool, 
fiercely. 

"  I  was  ill  and  couldn't  go,  and  my  cousin  went  with  her," 
says  Dora. 

"  Far  be  it  from  me  to  object  to  any  innocent  amusement, 
much  less  to  the  music  of  Mr.  Handel,  dear  Mr.  Claypool," 
says  mamma.  "  Music  refines  the  soul,  elevates  the  under- 
standing, is  heard  in  our  churches,  and  'tis  well  known  was 
practiced  by  King  David.  Your  operas  I  shun  as  deleterious  ; 
your  ballets  I  would  forbid  to  my  children  as  most  immoral  ; 
but  music,  my  dears  !  May  we  enjoy  it,  like  everything  else 
in  reason  —  may  we " 

"  There's  the  music  of  the  dinner  bell,"  says  papa,  rubbing 
his  hands.  "  Come,  girls.  Screwby,  go  and  fetch  Master 
Miley.     Tom,  take  down  my  lady." 

"  Nay,  dear  Thomas,  I  walk  but  slowly.  Go  you  with  dear- 
est Flora  downstairs,"  says  Virtue. 

But  Dora  took  care  to  make  the  evening  pleasant  by  talking 
of  Handel  and  oratorios  constantly  during  dinner. 


THE   LAST   LEAF. 

By  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES. 

I  SAW  him  once  before 
As  he  passed  by  the  door, 

And  again 
The  pavement  stones  resound, 
As  he  totters  o'er  the  ground 

With  his  cane. 


They  say  that  in  his  prime, 
Ere  the  pruning  knife  of  Time 
Cut  him  down, 


0918  THE  LAST  LEAF. 

Not  a  better  man  was  found 
By  the  crier  on  his  round 
Through  the  town. 

But  now  he  walks  the  streets, 
And  he  looks  at  all  he  meets, 

Sad  and  wan. 
And  he  shakes  his  feeble  head 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  said, 

"  They  are  gone." 

The  mossy  marbles  rest 

On  the  lips  that  he  has  prest 

In  their  bloom. 
And  the  names  he  loved  to  hear 
Have  been  carved  for  many  a  year 

On  the  tomb. 

My  grandmamma  has  said  — 
Poor  old  lady !  she  is  dead 

Long  ago  — 
That  he  had  a  Roman  nose, 
And  his  cheek  was  like  a  rose 

In  the  snow. 

But  now  his  nose  is  thin, 
And  it  rests  upon  his  chin, 

Like  a  staff. 
And  a  crook  is  in  his  back, 
And  a  melancholy  crack 

In  his  laugh. 

I  know  it  is  a  sin 
For  me  to  sit  and  grin 

At  him  here ; 
But  the  old  three-cornered  hat, 
And  the  breeches,  and  all  that, 

Are  so  queer. 

And  if  I  should  live  to  be 
The  last  leaf  upon  the  tree 

In  the  spring, 
Let  them  smile  as  I  do  now. 
At  the  old  forsaken  bough 

Where  I  cling. 
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THE     TRUE     POLICY    OF    GREAT    BRITAIN 
TOWARDS   HER  AMERICAN   COLONIES. 

By  EDMUND  BURKE. 

(From  speech  on  "  Conciliation  with  America.") 
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I  AM  sensible,  sir,  that  all  which  I  have  asserted  in  my 
detail  is  admitted  in  the  gross,  but  that  quite  a  different  con- 
clusion is  drawn  from  it.  America,  gentlemen  say,  is  a  noble 
object.  It  is  an  object  well  worth  fighting  for.  Certainly  it 
is,  if  fighting  a  people  is  the  best  way  of  gaining  them. 
Gentlemen  in  this  respect  will  be  led  to  their  choice  of  means 
by  their  complexions  and  their  habits.  Those  who  understand 
the  military  art  will  of  course  have  some  predilection  for  it. 
Those  who  wield  the  thunder  of  the  state  may  have  more  con- 
fidence in  the  elficacy  of  arms.  But  I  confess,  possibly  for 
want  of  this  knowledge,  my  opinion  is  much  more  in  favor  of 
prudent  management  than  of  force,  —  considering  force  not  as 
an  odious,  but  a  feeble  instrument,  for  preserving  a  people  so 
numerous,  so  active,  so  growing,  so  spirited  as  this,  in  a  profit- 
able and  subordinate  connection  with  us. 

First,  sir,  permit  me  to  observe  that  the  use  of  force  alone 
is  but  temporary.  It  may  subdue  for  a  moment,  but  it  does 
not  remove  the  necessity  of  subduing  again  ;  and  a  nation  is 
not  governed,  which  is  perpetually  to  be  conquered. 
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My  next  objection  is  its  uncertainty.  Terror  is  not  always 
the  effect  of  force,  and  an  armament  is  not  a  victory.  If  you 
do  not  succeed,  you  are  without  resource ;  for,  conciliation 
failing,  force  remains ;  but,  force  failing,  no  further  hope  of 
reconciliation  is  left.  Power  and  authority  are  sometimes 
bought  by  kindness ;  but  they  can  never  be  begged  as  alms  by 
an  impoverished  and  defeated  violence. 

A  further  objection  to  force  is,  that  you  impair  the  object 
by  your  very  endeavors  to  preserve  it.  The  thing  you  fought 
for  is  not  the  thing  you  recover  ;  but  depreciated,  sunk,  wasted, 
and  consumed  in  the  contest.  Nothing  less  will  content  me, 
than  whole  America.  I  do  not  choose  to  consume  its  strength 
along  with  our  own  ;  because  in  all  parts  it  is  the  British 
strength  that  I  consume.  I  do  not  choose  to  be  caught  by 
a  foreign  enemy  at  the  end  of  this  exhausting  conflict ;  still 
less  in  the  midst  of  it.  I  may  escape  ;  but  1  can  make  no  in- 
surance against  such  an  event.  Let  me  add  that  1  do  not 
choose  wholly  to  break  the  American  spirit ;  because  it  is  the 
spirit  that  has  made  the  country. 

Lastly,  we  have  no  sort  of  experience  in  favor  of  force  as 
an  instrument  in  the  rule  of  our  colonies.  Their  growth  and 
their  utility  has  been  owing  to  methods  altogether  different. 
Our  ancient  indulgence  has  been  said  to  be  pursued  to  a  fault. 
It  may  be  so.  But  we  know,  if  feeling  is  evidence,  that  our 
fault  was  more  tolerable  than  our  attempt  to  mend  it ;  and  our 
sin  far  more  salutary  than  our  penitence. 

These,  sir,  are  my  reasons  for  not  entertaining  that  high 
opinion  of  untried  force,  by  which  many  gentlemen,  for  whose 
sentiments  in  other  particulars  I  have  great  respect,  seem  to  be 
so  greatly  captivated.  But  there  is  still  behind  a  third  con- 
sideration concerning  this  object,  which  serves  to  determine 
my  opinion  on  the  sort  of  policy  which  ought  to  be  pursued  in 
the  management  of  America,  even  more  than  its  population  and 
commerce,  —  I  mean  its  temper  and  character. 

In  this  character  of  the  Americans,  a  love  of  freedom  is 
the  predominating  feature  v/hich  marks  and  distinguishes  the 
whole ;  and  as  an  ardent  is  always  a  jealous  affection,  your 
colonies  become  suspicious,  restive,  and  untractable,  whenever 
they  see  the  least  attempt  to  wrest  from  them  by  force,  or 
shulTle  from  them  by  chicane,  what  they  think  the  only  advan- 
tage worth  living  for.  This  fierce  spirit  of  liberty  is  stronger 
in  the  English  colonies  probably  than  in  any  other  people  of 
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the  earth ;  and  this  from  a  great  variety  of  powerful  causes, 
which,  to  understand  the  true  temper  of  their  minds,  and  the 
direction  which  this  spirit  takes,  it  will  not  be  amiss  to  lay 
open  somewhat  more  largel}^ 

First,  the  people  of  the  colonies  are  descendants  of  English- 
men. England,  sir,  is  a  nation  which  still,  I  hope,  respects, 
and  formerly  adored,  her  freedom.  The  colonists  emigrated 
from  you  when  this  part  of  your  character  was  most  predomi- 
nant, and  they  took  this  bias  and  direction  the  moment  they 
parted  from  your  hands.  They  are  therefore  not  only  devoted 
to  liberty,  but  to  liberty  according  to  English  ideas,  and  on 
English  principles.  Abstract  liberty,  like  other  mere  abstrac- 
tions, is  not  to  be  foundo  Liberty  inheres  in  some  sensible 
object ;  and  every  nation  has  formed  to  itself  some  favorite 
point,  which  by  way  of  eminence  becomes  the  criterion  of  their 
happiness.  It  happened,  you  know,  sir,  that  the  great  contests 
for  freedom  in  this  country  were  from  the  earliest  times  chiefly 
upon  the  question  of  taxing.  Most  of  the  contests  in  the 
ancient  commonwealths  turned  primarily  on  the  right  of  elec- 
tion of  magistrates,  or  on  the  balance  among  the  several  orders 
of  the  state.  The  question  of  money  was  not  with  them  so 
immediate.  But  in  England  it  was  otherwise.  On  this  point 
of  taxes  the  ablest  pens  and  most  eloquent  tongues  have  been 
exercised;  the  greatest  spirits  have  acted  and  suffered.  In 
order  to  give  the  fullest  satisfaction  concerning  the  importance 
of  this  point,  it  was  not  only  necessary  for  those  who  in  argu- 
ment defended  the  excellence  of  the  English  constitution,  to 
insist  on  this  privilege  of  granting  money  as  a  dry  point  of  fact, 
and  to  prove  that  the  right  had  been  acknowledged  in  ancient 
parchments,  and  blind  usages,  to  reside  in  a  certain  body  called 
a  House  of  Commons.  They  went  much  further :  they  at- 
tempted to  prove,  and  they  succeeded,  that  in  theory  it  ought 
to  be  so,  from  the  particular  nature  of  a  House  of  Commons, 
as  an  immediate  representative  of  the  people,  whether  the 
old  records  had  delivered  this  oracle  or  not.  They  took  infi- 
nite pains  to  inculcate  as  a  fundamental  principle,  that  in  all 
monarchies  the  people  must  in  effect  themselves,  mediately 
or  immediately,  possess  the  power  of  granting  their  own  money, 
or  no  shadow  of  liberty  could  subsist.  The  colonies  draw  from 
you,  as  with  their  lifeblood,  those  ideas  and  principles.  Their 
love  of  liberty,  as  with  you,  fixed  and  attached  on  this  specific 
point  of  taxing.  Liberty  might  be  safe,  or  might  be  endau- 
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gered  in  twenty  other  particulars,  without  their  being  much 
pleased  or  alarmed.  Here  they  felt  its  pulse  ;  and  as  they 
found  that  beat  they  thought  themselves  sick  or  sound.  I  do 
not  say  whether  they  were  right  or  wrong  in  applying  your 
general  arguments  to  their  own  case.  It  is  not  easy  indeed  to 
make  a  monopoly  of  theorems  and  corollaries.  The  fact  is, 
that  they  did  thus  apply  those  general  arguments ;  and  your 
mode  of  governing  them,  whether  through  lenity  or  indolence, 
through  wisdom  or  mistake,  confirmed  them  in  the  imagination, 
that  they,  as  well  as  you,  had  an  interest  in  these  common 
principles. 

They  were  further  confirmed  in  this  pleasing  error  by  the 
form  of  their  provincial  legislative  assemblies.  Their  govern- 
ments are  popular  in  a  high  degree  ;  some  are  merely  popular ; 
in  all,  the  popular  representative  is  the  most  weighty  ;  and 
this  share  of  the  people  in  their  ordinary  government  never 
fails  to  inspire  them  with  lofty  sentiments,  and  with  a  strong 
aversion  from  whatever  tends  to  deprive  them  of  their  chief 
importance. 

If  anj'^thing  were  wanting  to  this  necessary  operation  of  the 
form  of  government,  religion  would  have  given  it  a  complete 
effect.  Religion,  always  a  principle  of  energy,  in  this  new 
people  is  no  way  worn  out  or  impaired  ;  and  their  mode  of 
professing  it  is  also  one  main  cause  of  this  free  spirit.  The 
people  are  Protestants  ;  and  of  that  kind  which  is  most  ad- 
verse to  all  implicit  submission  of  mind  and  opinion.  This  is  a 
persuasion  not  only  favorable  to  liberty,  but  built  upon  it.  I 
do  not  think,  sir,  that  the  reason  of  this  averseness  in  the  dis- 
senting churches,  from  all  that  looks  like  absolute  government, 
is  so  much  to  be  sought  in  their  religious  tenets,  as  in  their 
history.  Every  one  knows  that  the  Roman  Catholic  religion  is 
at  least  coeval  with  most  of  the  governments  where  it  prevails  ; 
that  it  has  generally  gone  hand  in  hand  with  them,  and  received 
great  favor  and  every  kind  of  support  from  authority.  The 
Church  of  England  too  was  formed  from  her  cradle  under  the 
nursing  care  of  regular  government.  But  the  dissenting  in- 
terests have  sprung  up  in  direct  opposition  to  all  the  ordinary 
powers  of  the  world,  and  could  justify  that  oj)position  only 
on  a  strong  claim  to  natural  liberty.  Their  very  existence  de- 
pended on  the  powerful  and  unremitted  assertion  of  that  claim. 
All  Protestantism,  even  the  most  cold  and  passive,  is  a  sort  of 
dissent.     But  the  religion  most  prevalent  in  our  northern  colo- 
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nies  is  a  refinement  on  tlie  principle  of  resistance  ;  it  is  the 
dissiclence  of  dissent,  and  the  Protestantism  of  the  Protestant 
religion.  This  religion,  under  a  variety  of  denominations 
agreeing  in  nothing  but  in  the  communion  of  the  spirit  of 
liberty,  is  predominant  in  most  of  the  northern  provinces  ; 
where  the  Church  of  England,  notwithstanding  its  legal  rights, 
is  in  reality  no  more  than  a  private  sect,  not  composing  most 
probably  the  tenth  of  the  people.  The  colonists  left  England 
when  this  spirit  was  high,  and  in  the  emigrants  was  highest 
of  all ;  and  even  that  stream  of  foreigners  which  has  been  con- 
stantly flowing  into  these  colonies  has  for  the  greatest  part  been 
composed  of  dissenters  from  the  establishments  of  their  several 
countries,  and  have  brought  with  them  a  temper  and  character 
far  from  alien  to  that  of  the  people  with  whom  they  mixed. 

Sir,  I  can  perceive  by  their  manner  that  some  gentlemen 
object  to  the  latitude  of  this  description ;  because  in  the 
southern  colonies  the  Church  of  England  forms  a  large  body, 
and  has  a  regular  establishment.  It  is  certainly  true.  There 
is,  however,  a  circumstance  attending  these  colonies,  which,  in 
my  opinion,  fully  counterbalances  this  difference,  and  makes 
the  spirit  of  liberty  still  more  high  and  haughty  than  in  those 
to  the  northward.  It  is,  that  in  Virginia  and  the  Carolinas 
they  have  a  vast  multitude  of  slaves.  Where  this  is  the  case 
in  any  part  of  the  world,  those  who  are  free  are  by  far  the 
most  proud  and  jealous  of  their  freedom.  Freedom  is  to  them 
not  only  an  enjoyment,  but  a  kind  of  rank  and  privilege.  Not 
seeing  there,  that  freedom,  as  in  countries  where  it  is  a  common 
blessing,  and  as  broad  and  general  as  the  air,  may  be  united  with 
much  abject  toil,  with  great  misery,  with  all  the  exterior  of  servi- 
tude, liberty  looks,  amongst  them,  like  something  that  is  more 
noble  and  liberal.  I  do  not  mean,  sir,  to  commend  the  superior 
morality  of  this  sentiment,  which  has  at  least  as  much  pride  as 
virtue  in  it ;  but  I  cannot  alter  the  nature  of  man.  The  fact  is 
so ;  and  these  people  of  the  southern  colonies  are  much  more 
strongly,  and  with  a  higher  and  more  stubborn  spirit,  attached 
to  liberty,  than  those  to  the  northward.  Such  were  all  the 
ancient  commouAvealths  ;  such  were  our  Gothic  ancestors  ;  such 
in  our  days  were  the  Poles  ;  and  such  will  be  all  masters  of 
slaves,  who  are  not  slaves  themselves.  In  such  a  people,  the 
haughtiness  of  domination  combines  Avith  the  spirit  of  freedom, 
fortifies  it,  and  renders  it  invincible. 

Permit  me,  sir,  to  add  another  circumstance  in  our  colonies, 
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which  contributes  no  mean  part  towards  the  growtli  and  effect 
of  this  untractable  spirit.  I  mean  their  education.  In  no 
country,  perhaps,  in  the  world  is  the  law  so  general  a  study. 
The  profession  itself  is  numerous  and  powerful ;  and  in  most 
provinces  it  takes  the  lead.  The  greater  number  of  the  deputies 
sent  to  the  congress  were  lawyers.  But  all  who  read,  and  most 
do  read,  endeavor  to  obtain  some  smattering  in  that  science. 
I  have  been  told  by  an  eminent  bookseller  that  in  no  branch  of 
his  business,  after  tracts  of  popular  devotion,  were  so  many 
books  as  those  on  the  law  exported  to  the  plantations.  The 
colonists  have  now  fallen  into  the  way  of  printing  them  for 
their  own  use.  I  hear  that  they  have  sold  nearly  as  many  of 
Blackstone's  Commentaries  in  America  as  in  England.  Gen- 
eral Gage  marks  out  this  disposition  very  particularly  in  a 
letter  on  your  table.  He  states  that  all  the  people  in  his  gov- 
ernment are  lawyers,  or  smatterers  in  law  ;  and  that  in  Boston 
they  have  been  enabled,  by  successful  cliicane,  wholly  to  evade 
many  parts  of  one  of  your  capital  penal  constitutions.  The 
smartness  of  debate  will  say  that  this  knowledge  ought  to 
teacli  them  more  clearly  the  rights  of  the  legislature,  their 
obligations  to  obedience,  and  the  penalties  of  rebellion.  All 
this  is  mighty  well.  But  my  honorable  and  learned  friend  on 
the  floor,  who  condescends  to  mark  what  I  say  for  animad- 
version, will  disdain  that  ground.  He  has  heard,  as  well  as  I, 
that  when  great  honors  and  great  emoluments  do  not  win  over 
this  knowledge  to  the  service  of  the  state,  it  is  a  formidable 
adversary  to  government.  K  the  spirit  be  not  tamed  and 
broken  by  these  happy  methods,  it  is  stubborn  and  litigious. 
Aheunt  studia  in  snores.  This  study  renders  men  acute,  in- 
quisitive, dexterous,  prompt  in  attack,  ready  in  defense,  full 
of  resources.  In  other  countries,  the  people,  inore  simple,  and 
of  a  less  mercurial  cast,  judge  of  an  ill  principle  in  government 
only  by  an  actual  grievance ;  here  they  anticipate  the  evil  and 
judge  of  the  pressure  of  the  grievance  by  tlie  badness  of  the 
principle.  They  augur  misgovernment  at  a  distance,  and  snuff 
the  approach  of  tyranny  in  every  tainted  breeze. 

The  last  cause  of  this  disobedient  spirit  in  the  colonies  is 
hardly  less  powerful  than  the  rest,  as  it  is  not  merely  moral, 
but  laid  deep  in  the  natural  constitution  of  things.  Three 
thousand  miles  of  ocean  lie  between  you  and  them.  No  con- 
trivance can  prevent  the  effect  of  this  distance  in  weakening 
government.     Seas  roll,  and  months  pass,  between  the  order 
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and  the  execution ;  and  the  want  of  a  speedy  explanation  of 
a  single  point  is  enough  to  defeat  a  whole  system.  You  have, 
indeed,  winged  ministers  of  vengeance,  who  carry  your  bolts  in 
their  pounces  to  the  remotest  verge  of  the  sea.  But  there  a 
power  steps  in,  that  limits  the  arrogance  of  raging  passions 
and  furious  elements,  and  says,  "  So  far  shalt  thou  go,  and  no 
farther."  Who  are  you,  that  should  fret  and  rage,  and  bite 
the  chains  of  nature?  —  Nothing  worse  happens  to  you  than 
does  to  all  nations  who  have  extensive  empire  ;  and  it  happens 
in  all  the  forms  into  which  empire  can  be  thrown.  In  large 
bodies,  the  circulation  of  power  must  be  less  vigorous  at  the 
extremities.  Nature  has  said  it.  The  Turk  cannot  govern 
Egypt,  and  Arabia,  and  Curdistan,  as  he  governs  Thrace ;  nor 
has  he  the  same  dominion  in  Crimea  and  Algiers,  which  he  has 
at  Brusa  and  Smyrna.  Despotism  itself  is  obliged  to  truck 
and  huckster.  The  Sultan  gets  such  obedience  as  he  can.  He 
governs  with  a  loose  rein,  that  he  may  govern  at  all ;  and  the 
whole  of  the  force  and  vigor  of  his  authority  in  his  center  is 
derived  from  a  prudent  relaxation  in  all  his  borders.  Spain, 
in  her  provinces,  is,  perhaps,  not  so  well  obeyed  as  you  in 
3'^ours.  She  complies  too  ;  she  submits ;  she  watches  times. 
This  is  the  immutable  condition,  the  eternal  law,  of  extensive 
and  detached  empire. 

Then,  sir,  from  these  six  capital  sources :  of  descent ;  of 
form  of  government ;  of  religion  in  the  northern  provinces  ;  of 
manners  in  the  southern ;  of  education ;  of  the  remoteness 
of  situation  from  the  first  mover  of  government ;  from  all  these 
causes  a  fierce  spirit  of  liberty  has  grown  up.  It  has  grown 
with  the  growth  of  the  people  in  your  colonies,  and  increased 
with  the  increase  of  their  wealth ;  a  spirit  that  unhappily 
meeting  with  an  exercise  of  power  in  England,  which,  however 
lawful,  is  not  reconcilable  to  any  ideas  of  liberty,  much  less 
with  theirs,  has  kindled  this  flame  that  is  ready  to  consume  us. 
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THE   INDEPENDENCE    OF    AMERICA.' 

By  JOHN  RICHARD  GREEN. 

(From  the  "Short  History  of  the  English  People.") 

[John  Richard  Greex,  English  historian,  was  born  at  Oxford  in  1837  : 
graduated  at  Jesus  College  ;  became  a  clergyman,  and  in  18G8  librarian  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  at  Lambeth.  His  earliest  bent  was  toward  studying 
the  gems  of  English  history,  and  after  many  short  papers  his  "  Short  History  of 
the  English  People  "  (1874)  made  him  famous.  Tu  spite  of  an  incurable  disease 
and  great  weakness,  and  of  ardent  service  in  practical  church  work,  he  published 
"The  Making  of  England"  in  1882,  and  had  nearly  completed  "The  Conquest 
of  England"  (completed  and  published  by  his  widow)  when  he  died,  March  7, 
1883.  He  published  some  other  works,  and  suggested  the  English  Historical 
Reviexo.'] 

The  Chatham  mini.stry  marked  a  new  phase  in  the  relation 
of  public  opinion  to  the  government  of  the  state.  In  1766,  as 
in  1756,  Pitt  had  been  called  into  office  by  "the  voice  of  the 
people  "  at  large.  But  in  his  former  ministry  the  influence  he 
drew  from  popularity  could  only  make  itself  effective  through 
an  alliance  with  the  influence  which  was  drawn  from  political 
connection;  and  when  the  two  elements  of  the  administration 
became  opposed,  the  support  of  the  nation  gave  Pitt  little 
strength  of  resistance  against  the  whigs.  Nor  had  the  young 
king  had  much  better  fortune  as  yet  in  his  efforts  to  break  their 
rule.  He  had  severed  them,  indeed,  from  Pitt;  and  he  had 
dexterously  broken  up  the  great  party  into  jealous  factions. 
But,  broken  as  it  was,  even  its  factions  remained  too  strong 
for  the  king.  His  one  effort  at  independence  under  Bute 
hardly  lasted  a  year,  and  he  was  as  helpless  in  the  hands  of 
Grenville  as  in  the  hands  of  Rockingham.  His  bribery,  his 
patronage,  his  parliamentary  "friends,"  his  perfidy,  and  his 
lies  had  done  much  to  render  good  government  impossible  and 
to  steep  public  life  in  deeper  corruption,  but  they  had  done 
little  to  further  the  triumph  of  the  crown  over  the  great  houses. 
Of  the  one  power,  indeed,  which  could  break  the  whig  rule, 
the  power  of  public  opinion,  George  was  more  bitterly  jealous 
than  even  of  the  whigs  themselves.  But,  in  sjiite  of  his  jeal- 
ousy, the  tide  of  opinion  steadily  rose.  In  wise  and  in  unwise 
ways  the  country  at  large  showed  its  new  interest  in  national 
policy,  its  new  resolve  to  have  a  share  in  the  direction  of  it. 
It  showed  no  love  for  the  king  or  the  king's  schemes.     But  it 
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retained  all  its  old  disgust  for  the  whigs  and  for  the  parliament. 
It  clung  to  Pitt  closer  than  ever,  and  in  spite  of  his  isolation 
from  all  party  support,  raised  him  daily  into  a  mightier  power. 
It  was  the  sense  that  a  new  England  was  thus  growing  up  about 
him,  that  a  new  basis  was  forming  itself  for  political  action, 
which  at  last  roused  the  great  commoner  to  the  bold  enterprise 
of  breaking  through  the  bonds  of  "  connection  "  altogther.  For 
the  first  time  since  the  revolution  a  minister  told  the  peers  in 
their  own  house  that  he  defied  their  combinations. 

The  ministry  of  1766,  in  fact,  was  itself  such  a  defiance; 
for  it  was  an  attempt  to  found  political  power  not  on  the  sup- 
port of  the  whigs  as  a  party,  but  on  the  support  of  national 
opinion.  But  as  parliament  was  then  constituted,  it  was  only 
through  Chatham  himself  that  opinion  could  tell  even  on  the 
administration  he  formed;  and  six  months  after  he  had  taken 
office  Chatham  was  no  more  than  a  name.  The  dread  which 
had  driven  him  from  the  stormy  agitation  of  the  lower  house  to 
the  quiet  of  the  house  of  peers  now  became  a  certainty.  As 
winter  died  into  the  spring  of  1767  his  nervous  disorganization 
grew  into  a  painful  and  overwhelming  illness  which  almost 
wholly  withdrew  him  from  public  affairs ;  and  when  parliament 
met  again  he  was  unable  either  to  come  to  town  or  to  confer 
with  his  colleagues.  It  was  in  vain  that  they  prayed  him  for 
a  single  word  of  counsel.  Chatham  remained  utterly  silent; 
and  the  ministry  which  his  guidance  had  alone  held  together 
at  once  fell  into  confusion.  The  earl's  plans  were  suffered  to 
drop.  His  colleagues  lost  all  cohesion,  and  each  acted  as  he 
willed.  Townshend,  a  brilliant  but  shallow  rhetorician  whom 
Pitt  had  been  driven  reluctantly  to  make  his  chancellor  of  the 
exchequer,  after  angering  the  house  of  commons  by  proposals 
for  an  increase  of  the  land  tax,  strove  to  win  back  popularity 
among  the  squires  by  undertaking  to  raise  a  revenue  from 
America.  That  a  member  of  a  ministry  which  bore  Pitt's  name 
should  have  proposed  to  reopen  the  question  of  colonial  taxa- 
tion within  a  year  of  the  repeal  of  the  stamp  acts  was  strange 
enough  to  the  colonists;  and  they  were  yet  more  astonished 
when,  on  its  neglect  to  make  provision  for  compensating  those 
who  had  suffered  from  the  recent  outbreak  in  due  conformity 
to  an  act  of  the  British  Parliament,  the  assembly  of  New  York 
was  suspended,  and  when  Townshend  redeemed  his  pledge  by 
laying  duties  on  various  objects  brought  into  American  ports. 
But  these  measures  were  the  result  of  levity  and  disorganization 
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ratlier  than  of  any  purpose  to  reopen  the  quarrel.  Pitt's  col- 
leagues had  as  yet  no  design  to  reverse  his  policy.  The  one 
aim  of  the  ministry  which  bore  his  name,  and  which  during  his 
retirement  looked  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton  as  its  actual  head, 
was  simply  to  exist.  But  in  the  face  of  Chatham's  continued 
witlidniwal,  of  Townshend's  death  in  1767,  and  of  the  increas- 
ing hostility  of  the  Rockingham  whigs,  even  existence  was 
difticult;  and  Grafton  saw  himself  forced  to  a  union  with  the 
faction  which  was  gathered  under  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  and  to 
the  appointment  of  a  tory  noble  as  secretary  of  state.   .  .  . 

George  the  Third  was  able  to  set  Chatham's  policy  disdain- 
fully aside,  and  to  plunge  into  a  contest  far  more  disastrous 
than  his  contest  with  the  press.  In  all  the  proceedings  of  the 
last  few  years,  what  had  galled  him  most  had  been  the  act 
which  averted  a  war  between  England  and  her  colonies.  To 
the  king  the  Americans  were  already  "rebels,"  and  the  great 
statesman  whose  eloquence  had  made  their  claims  irresistible 
was  a  "trumpet  of  sedition."  George  deplored  in  his  corre- 
sj)ondence  with  his  ministers  the  repeal  of  the  stamp  acts. 
"All  men  feel,"  he  wrote,  "that  the  fatal  compliance  in  1766 
has  increased  the  pretensions  of  the  Americans  to  absolute  in- 
dependence." But  in  England  generally  the  question  was 
regarded  as  settled,  while  in  America  the  news  of  the  repeal 
had  been  received  with  universal  joy,  and  taken  as  a  close  of 
the  strife.  On  both  sides,  however,  there  remained  a  pride  and 
irritability  which  only  wise  handling  could  have  allayed ;  and 
in  the  present  state  of  English  politics  wise  handling  was 
impossible.  Only  a  few  months,  indeed,  passed  before  the 
quarrel  was  again  reopened;  for  no  sooner  had  the  illness  of 
Lord  Chatham  removed  him  from  any  real  share  in  public  affairs 
than  the  wretched  administration  which  bore  his  name  suspended 
the  assembly  of  New  York  on  its  refusal  to  provide  quarters 
for  English  troops,  and  resolved  to  assert  British  sovereignty 
by  levying  import  duties  of  trivial  amount  at  American  ports. 
The  assembly  of  Massachusetts  was  dissolved  on  a  trifling 
quarrel  with  its  governor,  and  Boston  was  occupied  for  a  time 
by  British  soldiers.  It  was  without  a  thought  of  any  effective 
struggle,  however,  that  the  cabinet  had  entered  on  this  course 
of  vexation ;  and  when  tlie  remonstrances  of  the  legislatures  of 
Massachusetts  and  Virginia,  coupled  with  a  fall  in  the  funds, 
warned  the  ministers  of  its  danger,  they  hastened  to  withdraw 
from  it.     In  1769  the  troops  were  recalled,  and  all  duties,  save 
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one,  abandoned.  But  with  a  fatal  obstinacy  the  king  insisted 
on  retaining  the  duty  on  tea  as  an  assertion  of  the  supremacy 
of  the  mother  country.  Its  retention  was  enough  to  prevent 
any  thorough  restoration  of  good  feeling.  A  series  of  petty 
quarrels  went  on  in  almost  every  colony  between  the  popular 
assemblies  and  the  governors  appointed  by  the  crown,  and  the 
colonists  persisted  in  their  agreement  to  import  nothing  from 
the  mother  country.  As  yet,  however,  there  was  no  prospect 
of  serious  strife.  In  America,  the  influence  of  George  Wash- 
ington allayed  the  irritation  of  Virginia;  while  Massachusetts 
contented  itself  with  quarreling  with  its  governor,  and  refusing 
to  buy  tea  so  long  as  the  duty  was  levied. 

The  temper  of  the  colonists  was  in  the  main  that  of  the  bulk 
of  English  statesmen.  Even  George  Grenville,  though  approv- 
ing the  retention  of  the  duty  in  question,  abandoned  all  dream 
of  further  taxation.  But  the  king  was  now  supreme.  The 
reappearance  and  attack  of  Chatham  at  the  opening  of  1770  had 
completed  the  ruin  of  the  ministry.  Those  of  his  adherents 
who  still  clung  to  it,  Lord  Camden,  the  chancellor.  Lord 
Granby,  the  commander  in  chief.  Dunning,  the  solicitor-gen- 
eral, resigned  their  posts.  In  a  few  days  they  were  followed 
by  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  who,  since  Chatham's  resignation,  had 
been  nominally  the  head  of  the  administration.  All  that  re- 
mained of  it  were  the  Bedford  faction  and  the  dependents  of 
the  king;  but  George  did  not  hesitate  to  form  these  into  a 
ministry  and  to  place  at  its  head  the  former  chancellor  of  the 
exchequer.  Lord  North,  a  man  of  some  administrative  ability, 
but  unconnected  with  any  political  party,  steadily  opposed  to 
any  recognition  of  public  opinion,  and  of  an  easy  and  indolent 
temper  which  yielded  against  his  better  knowledge  to  the  stub- 
born doggedness  of  the  king.  The  instinct  of  the  country  at 
once  warned  it  of  the  results  of  such  a  change ;  and  the  city  of 
London  put  itself  formally  at  the  head  of  the  public  discontent. 
In  solemn  addresses  it  called  on  George  the  Third  to  dismiss 
his  ministers  and  to  dissolve  the  parliament;  and  its  action 
was  supported  by  petitions  to  the  same  effect  from  the  greater 
counties.  In  the  following  year  it  fought,  as  we  have  seen,  a 
battle  with  the  house  of  commons  which  established  the  freedom 
of  the  press.  But  the  efforts  of  the  country  failed  before  the 
paralysis  of  political  action  which  resulted  from  the  position  of 
the  whigs  and  the  corruption  of  parliament.  The  deaths  of 
Grenville  and  Bedford  broke  up  two  of  the  whig  factions. 
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Rockingham  with  the  rest  of  the  party  held  aloof  from  the 
popular  agitation,  and  drew  more  and  more  away  from  Chatham 
as  he  favored  it.  The  parliament  remained  steady  to  the  king, 
and  the  king  clung  more  and  more  to  the  ministry.  The  min- 
istry was,  in  fact,  a  mere  cloak  for  the  direction  of  public  affairs 
by  George  himself.  "Not  only  did  he  direct  the  ministry,"  a 
careful  observer  tells  us,  "  in  all  important  matters  of  foreign 
and  domestic  policy,  but  he  instructed  him  as  to  the  manage- 
ment of  debates  in  parliament,  suggested  what  motions  should 
be  made  or  opposed,  and  how  measures  should  be  carried.  He 
reserved  for  himself  all  the  patronage,  he  arranged  the  whole 
cast  of  administration,  settled  the  relative  places  and  preten- 
sions of  ministers  of  state,  law  officers,  and  members  of  the 
household,  nominated  and  promoted  the  English  and  Scotch 
judges,  appointed  and  translated  bishops  and  deans,  and  dis- 
pensed other  preferments  in  the  church.  He  disposed  of  mili- 
tary governments,  regiments,  and  commissions,  and  liimself 
ordered  the  marching  of  troops.  He  gave  and  refused  titles, 
honors,  and  pensions."  All  this  immense  patronage  was  per- 
sistently used  for  the  creation  and  maintenance  in  both  houses 
of  parliament  of  a  majority  directed  by  the  king  himself;  and 
its  weight  was  seen  in  the  steady  action  of  such  a  majorit}'. 
It  was  seen  yet  more  in  the  subjection  to  which  the  ministry 
that  bore  North's  name  was  reduced.  George  was,  in  fact,  the 
minister  through  the  years  of  its  existence ;  and  the  shame  of 
the  darkest  hour  of  English  history  lies  wholly  at  his  door. 

His  fixed  purpose  was  to  seize  on  the  first  opportunity  of 
undoing  the  "fatal  compliance  of  17G6."  A  trivial  riot  gave 
him  at  last  the  handle  he  wanted.  In  December,  1773,  the 
arrival  of  some  English  ships  laden  with  tea  kindled  fresh  irri- 
tation in  Boston,  where  the  non-importation  agreement  was 
strictly  enforced;  and  a  mob  in  the  disguise  of  Indians  boarded 
the  vessels  and  flung  their  contents  into  the  sea.  The  outrage 
was  deplored  alike  by  the  friends  of  America  in  England  and 
by  its  own  leading  statesmen ;  and  both  Washington  and  Chat- 
ham were  prepared  to  support  the  government  in  its  looked-for 
demand  of  redress.  But  the  thought  of  the  king  was  not  of 
redress  but  of  repression,  and  he  set  roughly  aside  the  more 
conciliatory  proposals  of  Lord  North  and  his  fellow-ministers. 
They  had  already  rejected  as  "frivolous  and  vexatious  "  a  peti- 
tion of  the  assembly  of  Massachusetts  for  the  dismissal  of  tAVO 
public  officers  whose  letters  home  advised  the  withdrawal  of 
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free  institutions  from  the  colonies.  They  now  seized  on  the 
riot  as  a  pretext  for  rigorous  measures.  A  bill  introduced  into 
parliament  in  the  beginning  of  1774  punished  Boston  by  clos- 
ing its  port  against  all  commerce.  Another  punished  the  state 
of  Massachusetts  by  withdrawing  the  liberties  it  had  enjoyed 
ever  since  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  landed  on  its  soil.  Its  charter 
was  altered.  The  choice  of  its  council  was  transferred  from 
the  people  to  the  crown,  and  the  nomination  of  its  judges  was 
transferred  to  the  governor.  In  the  governor,  too,  by  a  pro- 
vision more  outrageous  than  even  these,  was  vested  the  right 
of  sending  all  persons  charged  with  a  share  in  the  late  disturb- 
ances to  England  for  trial.  To  enforce  these  measures  of  re- 
pression troops  Avere  sent  to  America,  and  General  Gage,  the 
commander  in  chief  there,  was  appointed  governor  of  Massachu- 
setts. The  king's  exultation  at  the  prospect  before  him  was 
unbounded.  "  The  die,"  he  wrote  triumphantly  to  his  minister, 
"is  cast.  The  colonies  must  either  triumph  or  submit."  Four 
regiments  would  be  enough  to  bring  the  Americans  to  their 
senses.  They  would  only  be  "lions  while  we  are  lambs."  "If 
we  take  the  resolute  part,"  he  decided  solemnly,  "they  will 
undoubtedly  be  very  meek." 

Unluckily  the  blow  at  Massachusetts  was  received  with  any- 
thing but  meekness.  The  jealousies  between  colony  and  colony 
were  hushed  by  a  sense  that  the  liberties  of  all  were  in  danger. 
If  the  British  Parliament  could  cancel  the  charter  of  Massa- 
chusetts and  ruin  the  trade  of  Boston,  it  could  cancel  the 
charter  of  every  colony  and  ruin  the  trade  of  every  port  from 
the  St.  Lawrence  to  the  coast  of  Georgia.  All,  therefore, 
adopted  the  cause  of  Massachusetts ;  and  all  their  legislatures 
save  that  of  Georgia  sent  delegates  to  a  congress  which  assem- 
bled on  the  4th  of  September  at  Philadelphia.  Massachusetts 
took  a  yet  bolder  course.  Not  one  of  its  citizens  would  act 
under  the  nev;  laws.  Its  assembly  met  in  defiance  of  tlie  gov- 
ernor, called  out  the  militia  of  the  state,  and  provided  arms 
and  ammunition  for  it.  But  there  was  still  room  for  recon- 
ciliation. The  resolutions  of  the  congress  had  been  moderate, 
for  Virginia  was  the  wealthiest  and  most  influential  among 
the  states  who  sent  delegates,  and,  though  resolute  to  resist  the 
new  measures  of  the  government,  Virginia  still  clung  to  the 
mother  country.  At  home  the  merchants  of  London  and  Bris- 
tol pleaded  loudly  for  reconciliation;  and  in  January,  1775, 
Chatham  again  came  forward  to  avert  a  strife  he  had  once  before 
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succeeded  in  preventing.  Willi  characteristic  largeness  of  feel- 
ing he  set  aside  all  half-measures  or  proposals  of  compromise. 
"It  is  not  canceling  a  piece  of  parchment,"  he  insisted,  "that 
can  win  back  America:  you  must  respect  her  fears  and  her 
resentments."  The  bill  which  he  introduced  in  concert  with 
Franklin  provided  for  the  repeal  of  the  late  acts  and  for  the 
security  of  the  colonial  charters,  abandoned  the  claim  of  taxa- 
tion, and  ordered  the  recall  of  the  troops.  A  colonial  assembly 
was  directed  to  meet  and  provide  means  by  which  America 
might  contribute  toward  the  payment  of  the  public  debt. 

Chatham's  measure  was  contemptuously  rejected  by  the 
lords,  as  was  a  similar  measure  of  Burke's  by  the  house  of  com- 
mons, and  a  petition  of  the  city  of  London  in  favor  of  the  colo- 
nies by  the  king  himself.  With  the  rejection  of  these  efforts 
for  conciliation  began  the  great  struggle  which  ended  eight 
years  later  in  the  severance  of  the  American  colonies  from  the 
British  crown.  The  congress  of  delegates  from  the  colonial 
legislatures  at  once  voted  measures  for  general  defense,  ordered 
the  levy  of  an  army,  and  set  George  Washington  at  its  head. 
No  nobler  figure  ever  stood  in  the  forefront  of  a  nation's  life. 
Washington  was  grave  and  courteous  in  address ;  his  manners 
were  simple  and  unpretending;  his  silence  and  the  serene  calm- 
ness of  his  temper  spoke  of  a  perfect  self-mastery.  But  there 
was  little  in  his  outer  bearing  to  reveal  the  grandeur  of  soul 
which  lifts  his  figure,  with  all  the  simple  majesty  of  an  ancient 
statue,  out  of  the  smaller  passions,  the  meaner  impulses,  of  the 
world  around  him.  What  recommended  him  for  command  was 
simply  his  weight  artiong  his  fellow-landowners  of  Virginia, 
and  the  experience  of  war  which  he  had  gained  by  service  in 
border  contests  with  the  French  and  the  Indians,  as  well  as  in 
Braddock's  luckless  expedition  against  Fort  Duquesne.  It 
was  only  as  the  weary  fight  went  on  that  the  colonists  dis- 
covered, however  slowly  and  imperfectly,  the  greatness  of  their 
leader  ;  his  clear  judgment,  his  heroic  endurance,  his  silence 
under  difficulties,  his  calmness  in  the  hour  of  danger  or  defeat; 
the  patience  with  which  he  waited,  the  quickness  and  hardness 
with  which  he  struck,  the  lofty  and  serene  sense  of  duty  that 
never  swerved  from  its  task  through  resentment  or  jealousy  ; 
tliat  never,  through  war  or  peace,  felt  the  touch  of  a  meaner 
ambition  ;  that  knew  no  aim  save  that  of  guarding  the  freedom 
of  his  fellow-countrymen,  and  no  personal  longing  save  that  of 
returning  to  his  own  lireside  when  their  freedom  was  secured. 
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It  was  almost  unconsciously  that  men  learned  to  cling  to  Wash- 
ington with  a  trust  and  faith  such  as  few  other  men  have  won, 
and  to  regard  him  with  a  reverence  which  still  hushes  us  in  the 
presence  of  his  memory.  But  even  America  hardly  recognized 
his  real  greatness  while  he  lived.  It  was  only  when  death  set 
its  seal  on  him  that  the  voice  of  those  whom  he  had  served  so 
long  proclaimed  him  "  the  man  first  in  war,  first  in  peace,  and 
first  in  the  hearts  of  his  fellow-countrymen." 

Washington  more  than  any  of  his  fellow-colonists  repre- 
sented the  clinging  of  the  Virginian  landowners  to  the  mother 
country,  and  his  acceptance  of  a  military  command  proved  that 
even  the  most  moderate  among  the  colonists  had  no  hope  now 
save  in  arms.  The  struggle  opened  with  a  skirmish  between  a 
party  of  English  troops  and  a  detachment  of  militia  at  Lexing- 
ton on  the  19th  of  April,  1775;  and  in  a  few  days  20,000 
colonists  appeared  before  Boston.  The  congress  reassembled, 
declared  the  states  they  represented  "  The  United  Colonies  of 
America,"  and  undertook  the  work  of  government.  Meanwhile 
10,000  fresh  English  troops  landed  at  Boston,  But  the  provin- 
cial militia,  in  number  almost  double  that  of  the  British  force 
which  prepared  to  attack  them,  seized  a  neck  of  ground  which 
joins  Boston  to  the  mainland  ;  and  though  on  the  17th  of  June 
they  were  driven  from  the  heights  of  Bunker's  Hill  which  com- 
manded the  town,  it  was  only  after  a  desperate  struggle  in 
which  their  bravery  put  an  end  forever  to  the  taunts  of  coward- 
ice which  had  been  leveled  against  the  colonists.  "  Are  the 
Yankees  cowards  ?  "  shouted  the  men  of  Massachusetts  as  the 
first  English  attack  rolled  back  baffled  down  the  hillside.  But 
a  far  truer  courage  was  shown  in  the  stubborn  endurance  with 
which  Washington's  raw  militiamen,  who  gradually  dwindled 
from  16,000  to  10,000  ill-fed,  ill-armed,  and  with  but  forty-five 
rounds  of  ammunition  to  each  man,  cooped  up  through  the 
winter  a  force  of  10,000  veterans  in  the  lines  of  Boston.  The 
spring  of  1776  saw  them  force  these  troops  to  withdraw  from 
the  city  to  New  York,  where  the  whole  British  army,  largely 
reinforced  by  mercenaries  from  Germany,  was  concentrated 
under  General  Howe.  Meanwhile  a  raid  of  the  American 
General  Arnold  nearly  drove  the  British  troops  from  Canada  ; 
and  though  his  attempt  broke  down  before  Quebec,  it  showed 
that  all  hope  of  reconciliation  was  over.  The  colonies  of  the 
south,  the  last  to  join  in  the  struggle,  had,  in  fact,  expelled 
their  governors  at  the  close  of  1775  ;  at  the  opening  of  the  next 
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year  Massachusetts  instructed  its  delegates  to  support  a  com- 
plete repudiation  of  the  king's  government  by  the  colonies ; 
while  the  American  ports  were  thrown  open  to  the  world  in 
defiance  of  the  navigation  acts.  These  decisive  steps  were 
followed  by  the  great  act  with  which  American  history  begins, 
the  adoption  on  the  4th  of  July,  1776,  by  the  delegates  in  con- 
gress, after  a  fierce  resistance  from  those  of  Pennsylvania  and 
South  Carolina,  and  in  spite  of  the  abstention  of  those  of  New 
York,  of  a  declaration  of  independence.  "  We,"  ran  its  solemn 
words,  "  the  representatives  of  the  United  States  of  America  in 
congress  assembled,  appealing  to  the  Suj^reme  Judge  of  the 
world  for  the  rectitude  of  our  intentions,  solemnly  publish  and 
declare  that  these  United  Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to 
be,  free  and  independent  states." 

But  the  earlier  successes  of  the  colonists  were  soon  followed 
by  suffering  and  defeat.  Howe,  an  active  general,  with  a  fine 
army  at  his  back,  cleared  Long  Island  in  August  by  a  victory 
at  Brooklyn  ;  and  AVashington,  whose  force  was  weakened  by 
withdrawals  and  defeat,  and  disheartened  by  the  loyal  tone  of 
the  state  in  which  it  was  encamped,  was  forced  in  the  autumn 
of  1776  to  evacuate  New  York  and  New  Jersey,  and  to  fall  back 
on  the  Hudson  and  then  on  the  Delaware.  The  congress  pre- 
pared to  fl}^  from  Philadelphia,  and  a  general  despair  showed 
itself  in  cries  of  peace.  But  a  well-managed  surprise  and  a 
daring  march  on  the  rear  of  Howe's  army  restored  the  spirits 
of  Washington's  men,  and  forced  the  English  general  in  his 
turn  to  fall  back  on  New  York.  England,  however,  was  now 
roused  to  more  serious  efforts ;  and  the  campaign  of  1777 
opened  with  a  combined  attempt  for  the  suppression  of  the 
revolt.  An  army  which  had  assembled  in  Canada  under  Gen- 
eral Burgoyne  marched  in  June  by  way  of  the  lakes  to  seize 
the  line  of  the  Hudson.  Howe  meanwhile  sailed  up  the  Chesa- 
peake and  advanced  on  Philadelphia,  the  temporary  capital  of 
the  United  States  and  tlie  seat  of  the  congress.  The  rout  of 
his  little  army  of  7000  men  at  Brandywine  forced  Washington 
to  abandon  Philadelphia,  and,  after  a  bold  but  unsuccessful 
attack  on  his  victors,  to  retire  into  winter  quarters  on  the  banks 
of  the  Schuylkill,  where  the  unconqueral)le  resolve  Avith  which 
he  nerved  his  handful  of  beaten  and  half-starved  troops  to  face 
Howe's  army  in  their  camp  at  Valley  Forge  is  the  noblest  of 
his  triumphs.  But  in  the  north  the  war  had  taken  another 
color.     Burgoyne's  movement  had  been  planned  in  view  of  a 
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junction  with  at  least  a  part  of  Howe's  army  from  New  York, 
—  a  junction  which  would  have  enabled  him  to  seize  the  Hne 
of  the  Hudson  and  thus  cut  off  New  England  from  her  sister 
provinces.  But  Howe  was  held  fast  by  Washington's  resist- 
ance and  unable  to  send  a  man  to  the  north ;  while  the  spirit 
of  New  England,  which  had  grown  dull  as  the  war  rolled  away 
from  its  borders,  quickened  again  at  the  news  of  invasion  and 
of  the  outrages  committed  by  the  Indians  employed  among  the 
English  troops.  Its  militia  hurried  from  town  and  homestead 
to  a  camp  with  which  General  Gates  had  barred  the  road  to 
Albany  ;  and  after  a  fruitless  attack  on  the  American  lines, 
Burgoyne  saw  himself  surrounded  on  the  heights  of  Saratoga. 
On  the  17th  of  October  his  whole  force  was  compelled  to  sur- 
render. 

The  news  of  this  calamity  gave  force  to  the  words  with 
which  Chatham  at  the  very  time  of  the  surrender  Avas  pressing 
for  peace.  "You  cannot  conquer  America,"  he  cried,  when 
men  were  glorying  in  Howe's  successes  over  Washington.  "  If 
I  were  an  American  as  I  am  an  Englishman,  while  a  foreign 
troop  was  landed  in  my  country,  I  never  would  lay  down  my 
arms  —  never,  never,  never  !  "  Then  in  a  burst  of  indignant 
eloquence,  he  thundered  against  an  outrage  which  was  at  that 
moment  nerving  New  England  to  its  rally  against  Burgoyne, 
the  use  of  the  Indian  with  his  scalping  knife  as  an  ally  of  Eng- 
land against  her  children.  The  proposals  which  Chatham 
brought  forward  might  perhaps  in  his  hands  even  yet  have 
drawn  America  and  the  mother  country  together.  His  plan 
was  one  of  absolute  conciliation.  He  looked  forward  to  a  fed- 
eral union  between  the  settlements  and  Great  Britain  which 
would  have  left  the  colonies  absolutely  their  own  masters  in  all 
matters  of  internal  government,  and  linked  only  by  ties  of  affec- 
tion and  loyalty  to  the  general  body  of  the  empire.  But  the 
plan  met  with  the  same  scornful  rejection  as  his  previous  pro- 
posals. Its  rejection  was  at  once  followed  by  the  news  of  Sara- 
toga, and  by  the  yet  more  fatal  news  that  the  disaster  had 
roused  the  Bourbon  courts  to  avenge  the  humiliation  of  the 
Seven  Years'  war.  Crippled  and  impoverished  as  she  was  at 
its  close,  France  could  do  nothing  to  break  the  world  power 
which  was  rising  in  front  of  her  ;  but  in  the  very  moment  of 
her  defeat,  the  foresight  of  Choiseul  had  seen  in  a  future  strug- 
gle between  England  and  her  colonies  a  chance  of  ruining  the 
great  fabric  which  Pitt's  triumphs  had  built  up.     Nor  was  Pitt 
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blind  to  tlie  steady  resolve  of  France  to  renew  the  fight.  In 
every  attempt  which  lie  had  made  to  construct  a  ministry  he 
had  laid  down,  as  the  corner  stone  of  his  foreign  policy,  a 
renewal  of  that  alliance  with  the  Protestant  states  of  north 
Germany  against  the  house  of  Bourbon  which  could  alone  save 
England  from  the  danger  of  the  family  compact.  But  his 
efforts  had  been  foiled  alike  by  the  resistance  of  the  king,  the 
timid  peacefulness  of  the  whigs,  and  at  last  by  the  distrust  of 
England  which  had  been  rooted  in  the  mind  of  Frederick  the 
Great  through  the  treachery  of  Lord  Bute. 

The  wisdom  of  his  policy  was  now  brought  home  by  the 
coming  of  the  danger  he  had  foreseen  when  the  foresight  of 
Choiseul  was  justified  by  the  outbreak  of  strife  between  Eng- 
land and  America.  Even  then,  for  a  while,  France  looked  idly 
on.  Her  king,  Louis  the  Sixteenth,  was  averse  from  war  ;  her 
treasury  was  empty ;  her  government  scared  by  the  growth  of 
new  movements  toward  freedom  about  it ;  and,  fearful  of  en- 
dangering the  monarchy  by  the  encouragement  these  would 
receive  from  a  union  with  the  revolted  colonies,  still  doubted 
whether  America  had  any  real  power  of  resisting  Britain.  It 
was  to  no  purpose  that,  from  the  moment  when  tliey  declared 
themselves  independent,  the  United  States  called  on  France 
for  aid  ;  or  that  Franklin  pressed  their  appeal  on  its  govern- 
ment. A  year,  in  fact,  passed  without  any  decisive  resolution 
to  give  aid  to  the  colonists.  But  the  steady  drift  of  French 
policy  and  the  passion  of  the  French  people  pressed  heavier 
every  day  on  the  hesitation  of  their  government ;  and  the  news 
of  Saratoga  forced  its  hand.  The  American  envoys  at  last 
succeeded  in  forming  an  alliance  ;  and  in  February,  1778,  a 
treaty,  offensive  and  defensive,  was  concluded  between  France 
and  America.  Lord  North  strove  to  meet  the  blow  by  frcsli 
offers  of  conciliation,  and  by  a  pledge  to  renounce  forever  the 
right  of  direct  taxation  over  the  colonies  ;  but  he  felt  that  such 
offers  were  fruitless,  that  the  time  for  conciliation  was  past, 
while  all  hope  of  reducing  America  by  force  of  arms  had  disap- 
peared. In  utter  despair  he  pressed  his  resignation  on  the 
king.  But  George  was  as  obstinate  for  war  as  ever ;  and  the 
country,  stung  to  the  quick  by  the  attack  of  France,  backed 
passionately  the  obstinacy  of  the  king.  But,  unlike  George 
the  Third,  it  instinctively  felt  that,  if  a  hope  still  remained  of 
retaining  the  friendship  of  the  colonies  and  of  baffling  the 
efforts  of  the  Bourbons,  it  lay  in  Lord  Chatham ;  and  in  spite 
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of  the  king's  resistance  the  voice  of  the  whole  country  called 
him  back  to  power.  The  clanger,  indeed,  which  had  scared 
Lord  North  into  resignation,  and  before  which  a  large  party  of 
the  whigs  now  advocated  the  acknowledgment  of  American 
independence,  only  awoke  Chatham  to  his  old  daring  and  fire. 
He  had  revolted  from  a  war  against  Englishmen.  But  all  his 
pride  in  English  greatness,  all  his  confidence  in  English  power, 
woke  afresh  at  the  challenge  of  France.  His  genius  saw,  indeed, 
in  the  new  danger  a  means  of  escape  from  the  old.  He  would 
have  withdrawn  every  soldier  from  America,  and  flung  the 
whole  force  of  Britain  into  the  conflict  with  France.  He 
believed  that  in  the  splendor  of  triumplis  over  her  older  enemy, 
England  might  be  brought  to  terms  of  amity  which  would  win 
back  the  colonies,  and  that  the  English  blood  of  the  colonists 
themselves  would  be  quickened  to  a  fresh  union  with  the 
mother  country  by  her  struggle  against  a  power  from  which 
she  had  so  lately  rescued  them.  Till  such  a  trial  had  been 
made,  with  all  the  advantages  that  the  magic  of  his  name 
could  give  it  in  England  and  America  alike,  he  would  not  bow 
to  a  need  that  must  wreck  the  great  empire  his  hand  had  built 
up.  Even  at  this  hour  there  was  a  chance  of  success  for  such 
a  policy ;  but  on  the  eve  of  Chatham's  return  to  office  this 
chance  was  shattered  by  the  hand  of  death.  Broken  with  age 
and  disease,  the  earl  was  borne  to  the  house  of  lords  on  the  7th 
of  April  to  utter  in  a  few  broken  words  his  protest  against  the 
proposal  to  surrender  America.  "I  rejoice,"  he  murmured, 
"  that  I  am  still  alive  to  lift  up  my  voice  against  the  dismem- 
berment of  this  ancient  and  noble  monarchy.  His  majesty 
succeeded  to  an  empire  as  great  in  extent  as  its  reputation  was 
unsullied.  Seventeen  years  ago  this  people  was  the  terror  of 
the  world."  He  listened  impatiently  to  the  reply  of  the  Duke 
of  Richmond,  and  again  rose  to  his  feet.  But  he  had  hardly 
risen  when  he  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  falling 
back  in  a  swoon  was  borne  home  to  die. 

How  well  founded  was  Chatham's  faith  in  the  power  of 
Britain  was  seen  in  the  strife  that  opened.  From  the  hour  of 
his  death  England  entered  on  a  conflict  with  enemies  whose 
circle  gradually  widened  till  she  stood  single-handed  against 
the  world.  At  the  close  of  1778  the  family  compact  bore  its 
full  fruit ;  Spain  joined  the  league  of  France  and  America 
against  her ;  and  in  the  next  year  the  joint  fleets  of  the  two 
powers  rode  the  masters  of  the  channel.     They  even  threatened 
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a  descent  on  the  English  coast.  But,  dead  as  Chatham  was, 
his  cry  woke  a  new  life  in  England.  ''  Shall  we  fall  prostrate," 
he  exclaimed  with  his  last  breath,  "  before  the  house  of  Bour- 
bon ? "  and  the  divisions  which  had  broken  the  nation  in  its 
struggle  with  American  liberty  were  hushed  in  the  presence  of 
this  danger  to  its  own  existence.  The  weakness  of  the  minis- 
try was  compensated  by  the  energy  of  England  itself.  For 
three  years,  from  1779  to  1782,  General  Elliott  held  against 
famine  and  bombardment  from  a  French  and  Spanish  army  the 
rock  fortress  of  Gibraltar.  Although  a  quarrel  over  the  right 
of  search  banded  Holland  and  the  courts  of  the  north  in  an 
armed  neutrality  against  her,  and  added  the  Dutch  fleet  to  the 
number  of  her  assailants,  England  held  her  own  at  sea.  In 
her  eastern  dependency,  where  France  sought  a  counterpoise 
to  the  power  of  Britain  in  that  of  the  Mahrattas,  freebooters 
of  Hindu  blood  whose  tribes  had  for  a  century  past  carried 
their  raids  over  India  from  the  hills  of  the  western  coast  and 
founded  sovereignties  in  Guzerat,  Malwa,  and  Tanjore,  the 
tenacity  and  resource  of  Warren  Hastings,  the  first  Governor 
General  of  British  India,  wrested  victory  from  failure  and 
defeat.  Though  the  wide  schemes  of  conquest  which  he 
formed  were  for  the  moment  frustrated,  the  annexation  of 
Benares,  the  extension  of  British  rule  along  the  Ganges,  the 
reduction  of  Oude  to  virtual  dependence,  the  appearance  of 
English  armies  in  Central  India,  and  the  defeat  of  the  Sultan 
of  Mysore  laid  the  foundation  of  an  Indian  empire  which  his 
genius  was  bold  enough  to  foresee.  Even  in  America  the  for- 
tune of  the  war  seemed  for  a  while  to  turn.  After  Burgoyne's 
surrender  the  English  generals  had  withdrawn  from  Pennsyl- 
vania and  bent  all  their  efforts  on  the  southern  states,  where  a 
strong  royalist  party  still  existed.  The  caj^ture  of  Charlestown 
and  the  successes  of  Lord  Cornwallis  in  1780  were  rendered 
fruitless  by  the  obstinate  resistance  of  General  Greene ;  but  the 
United  States  remained  weakened  by  bankruptcy  and  unnerved 
by  hopes  of  aid  from  France. 

Hardly  a  year,  however,  had  passed  when  the  face  of  the  war 
in  America  was  changed  by  a  terrible  disaster.  Foiled  in  an 
attempt  on  North  Carolina  by  the  refusal  of  his  fellow-general, 
Sir  Henry  Clinton,  to  assist  him,  Cornwallis  fell  back  in  1781 
on  Virginia,  and  intrenched  himself  in  the  lines  of  Yorktown. 
A  sudden  march  of  Washington  brought  him  to  the  front  of  the 
English  troops  at  a  moment  when  the  French  fleet  held  the  sea, 
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and  the  British  army  was  driven  by  famine  in  October  to  a  sur- 
render as  humiliating  as  that  of  Saratoga.  The  news  fell  like 
a  thunderbolt  on  the  wretched  minister,  who  had  till  now  sup- 
pressed at  his  master's  order  his  own  conviction  of  the  useless- 
ness  of  further  bloodshed.  Opening  his  arms  and  pacing  wildly 
about  the  room,  Lord  North  exclaimed,  "It  is  all  over,"  and 
resigned.  At  this  moment,  indeed,  the  country  seemed  on  the 
brink  of  ruin.  Humiliating  as  it  was,  England  could  have 
borne  fifty  such  calamities  as  the  surrender  at  Yorktown.  But 
in  the  very  crisis  of  the  struggle  with  America  she  found  her- 
self confronted  with  a  danger  nearer  home.  The  revolt  of  one 
great  dependency  brought  with  it  a  threatened  revolt  from 
another.  .   .  . 

The  bitter  lesson  of  the  last  conquest,  however,  long  sufficed 
to  check  all  dreams  of  revolt  among  the  native  Irish  ;  and  the 
outbreaks  which  sprang  from  time  to  time  out  of  the  general 
misery  and  discontent  were  purely  local  in  their  character,  and 
were  roughly  repressed  by  the  ruling  class.  When  political 
revolt  at  last  threatened  English  supremacy  over  Ireland,  the 
threat  came  from  the  ruling  class  itself.  Some  timid  efforts 
made  by  the  English  government  at  the  accession  of  George  the 
Third  to  control  its  tyranny  were  resented  by  a  refusal  of  money 
bills,  and  by  a  cry  for  the  removal  of  the  checks  imposed  on 
the  independence  of  the  Irish  parliament.  But  it  was  not  till 
the  American  war  that  this  cry  became  a  political  danger.  The 
threat  of  a  French  invasion  and  the  want  of  any  regular  force 
to  oppose  it  compelled  the  government  to  call  on  Ireland  to  pro- 
vide for  its  own  defense,  and  in  answer  to  its  call  40,000  volun- 
teers appeared  in  arms  in  1779.  The  force  was  wholly  a  Protes- 
tant one,  commanded  by  Protestant  officers,  and  it  was  turned 
to  account  by  the  Protestant  oligarchy.  Threats  of  an  armed 
revolt  backed  the  eloquence  of  two  parliamentary  leaders,  Grat- 
tan  and  Flood,  in  their  demand  for  the  repeal  of  Poyning's  act, 
which  took  all  power  of  initiative  legislation  from  the  Irish 
parliament,  and  for  the  recognition  of  the  Irish  house  of  lords 
as  an  ultimate  court  of  appeal.  But  the  volunteers  were  forced 
to  bid  for  the  support  of  the  native  Catholics,  who  looked  with 
indifference  on  these  quarrels  of  their  masters,  by  claiming  for 
them  a  relaxation  of  the  penal  laws  against  the  exercise  of  their 
religion,  and  of  some  of  their  most  oppressive  disabilities.  So 
real  was  the  danger  that  England  was  forced  to  give  way.  The 
first  demands  were,  in  effect,  a  claim  for  national  independence 
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But  there  were  no  means  of  resisting  them,  for  England  was 
without  a  soldier  to  oppose  the  volunteers,  while  she  was  pressed 
hard  by  the  league  of  Europe  and  America  against  her.  In  the 
face  of  such  a  rising  close  at  home,  it  became  plain  even  to  the 
most  dogged  of  tories  that  it  was  impossible  to  continue  a  strife 
across  3000  miles  of  sea  ;  and  to  deal  with  the  attitude  of  Ire- 
land became  even  a  more  pressing  need  of  the  ministry  which 
followed  that  of  Lord  North  than  the  need  of  dealing  Avith 
America. 

The  blow  which  had  shattered  the  attempt  of  England  to 
wield  an  autocratic  power  over  her  colonies  had  shattered  the 
attempt  of  its  king  to  establish  an  autocratic  power  over  England 
itself.  The  ministry  which  bore  the  name  of  Lord  North  had 
been  a  mere  screen  for  the  administration  of  George  the  Third, 
and  its  ruin  was  the  ruin  of  the  system  he  had  striven  to  build 
up.  Never  again  was  the  crown  to  possess  such  a  power  as  he 
had  wielded  during  the  past  ten  years.  For  the  moment,  how- 
ever, there  was  nothing  to  mark  so  decisive  a  change  ;  and  both 
to  the  king  and  his  opponents  it  must  have  seemed  only  a  new 
turn  in  the  political  game  which  they  were  playing  when  in 
March,  1782,  the  wliigs  returned  to  office.  Though  the  tories 
and  "king's  friends  "  had  now  grown  to  a  compact  body  of  150 
members,  who  still  followed  Lord  North,  the  whigs  were  supe- 
rior to  their  rivals  in  numbers  and  political  character,  now  that 
the  return  of  the  Bedford  and  Grenville  sections  to  the  general 
body  of  the  party  during  its  long  and  steady  opposition  to  the 
war  had  restored  much  of  its  old  cohesion.  Rockingham  was 
still  its  head  ;  and  on  Rockingham  fell  the  double  task  of  sat- 
isfying Ireland  and  of  putting  an  end,  at  any  cost,  to  the  war 
with  the  United  States.  The  task  involved  in  both  quarters  a 
humiliating  surrender  ;  for  neither  Ireland  nor  America  would 
be  satisfied  save  by  a  full  concession  of  their  claims.  It  needed 
the  bitter  stress  of  necessity  to  induce  the  English  Parliament 
to  follow  l^jockingham's  counsels,  but  the  need  was  too  urgent 
to  suffer  their  rejection.  The  houses,  therefore,  abandoned  by 
a  formal  statute  the  judicial  and  legislative  supremacy  they 
liad  till  then  asserted  over  the  parliament  of  Ireland  ;  and  from 
this  moment  England  and  Ireland  were  simply  held  together  by 
the  fact  that  the  sovereign  of  the  one  island  was  also  the  sov- 
ereign of  the  other.  The  grant  of  independence  to  the  one  great 
dependency  made  it  easier  to  i-ecognize  the  freedom  of  the  other. 
Rockingham,  in  fact,  took  office  with  the  purpose  of  winning 
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peace  by  a  full  acknowledgment  of  the  independence  of  the 
United  States,  and  negotiations  were  soon  entered  into  for  that 
purpose. 

But  America  was  bound  by  its  league  with  the  Bourbon 
courts  to  make  no  peace  save  one  common  to  its  allies,  and 
from  its  allies  peace  was  hard  to  win  without  concessions  which 
Avould  have  stripped  from  England  all  that  remained  of  her 
older  greatness.  With  the  revolt  of  Ireland  and  the  surren- 
der of  Cornwallis  the  hopes  of  her  enemies  rose  high.  Spain 
refused  to  suspend  hostilities  at  any  other  price  than  the  surren- 
der of  Gibraltar ;  while  France  proposed  that  England  should 
give  up  all  her  Indian  conquests  save  Bengal.  The  triumph  of 
the  Bourbons,  indeed,  seemed  secure.  If  terms  like  these  were 
accepted  the  world  empire  of  Britain  was  at  an  end.  Stripped 
of  her  colonies  in  America,  stripped  of  her  rule  in  India,  matched 
on  the  very  ocean  by  rival  fleets,  England  sank  back  into  a 
European  state,  into  the  England  of  the  first  Georges.  And 
yet  there  seemed  little  chance  of  her  holding  out  against  the 
demands  of  such  a  league  as  fronted  her  at  a  moment  when  her 
military  power  was  paralyzed  by  the  attitude  of  Ireland.  But 
the  true  basis  of  her  world  power  lay  on  the  sea.  It  was  by  her 
command  of  the  sea  that  such  an  empire  could  alone  be  possible  ; 
nor  was  it  possible  so  long  as  she  commanded  the  sea  for  all  the 
armies  of  the  Bourbon  powers  to  rob  her  of  it.  And  at  this 
moment  the  command  of  the  seas  again  became  her  own.  On 
the  16th  of  January,  1780,  Admiral  Rodney,  the  greatest  of 
English  seamen  save  Nelson  and  Blake,  encountered  the  Spanish 
fleet  off  Cape  St.  Vincent,  and  only  four  of  its  vessels  escaped 
to  Cadiz.  At  the  opening  of  1782,  the  triumphs  of  the  French 
admiral,  De  Grasse,  called  him  to  the  West  Indies  ;  and  on  the 
12th  of  April  a  maneuver,  which  he  was  the  first  to  introduce, 
broke  his  opponent's  line,  and  drove  the  French  fleet  shattered 
from  the  Atlantic.  With  Rodney's  last  victory  the  struggle 
of  the  Bourbons  was  really  over,  for  no  means  remained  of 
attacking  their  enemy  save  at  Gibraltar,  and  here  a  last  attack 
of  the  joint  force  gathered  against  it  was  repulsed  by  the 
heroism  of  Elliott.  Nor  would  America  wait  any  longer  for 
the  satisfaction  of  her  allies.  In  November  her  commissioners 
signed  the  preliminaries  of  a  peace  in  which  Britain  reserved  to 
herself  on  the  American  continent  only  Canada  and  the  Island 
of  Newfoundland,  and  acknowledged  without  reserve  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  United  States. 
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The  action  of  America  ended  the  war ;  and  the  treaty  of 
peace  with  the  United  States  was  a  prelude  to  treaties  of  peace 
with  the  Bourbon  powers.  Their  actual  gains  were  insignifi- 
cant. France,  indeed,  won  nothing  in  the  treaties  with  which 
the  war  ended  ;  Spain  gaijied  only  Florida  and  Minorca.  Nor 
could  they  feel,  even  in  this  hour  of  their  triumph,  that  the 
end  at  which  they  aimed  had  been  fully  reached.  In  half  their 
great  effort  against  the  world  power  of  Britain  they  had  utterly 
failed.  She  had  even  won  ground  in  India.  In  America  itself 
she  still  retained  the  northern  dominion  of  Canada.  Her  West 
Indian  islands  remained  intact.  Above  all,  she  had  asserted 
more  nobly  than  ever  her  command  of  the  sea,  and  with  it  the 
possibility  of  building  up  a  fresh  power  in  such  lands  as  Cook 
had  called  her  to.  But  at  the  close  of  the  war  there  was  less 
thought  of  what  she  had  retained  than  of  what  she  had  lost. 
She  was  parted  from  her  American  colonies ;  and  at  the  moment 
such  a  parting  seemed  to  be  the  knell  of  her  greatness.  In 
wealth,  in  population,  the  American  colonies  far  surpassed  all 
that  remained  of  her  empire  ;  and  the  American  colonies  were 
irrecoverably  gone.  It  is  no  wonder  that  in  the  first  shock  of 
such  a  loss  England  looked  on  herself  as  on  the  verge  of  ruin, 
or  that  the  Bourbon  courts  believed  her  position  as  a  world 
power  to  be  practically  at  an  end.  Hov/  utterly  groundless 
such  a  conception  was  the  coming  years  were  to  show. 

The  energies  of  England  were,  in  fact,  spurred  to  new 
efforts  by  the  crisis  in  her  fortunes.  The  industrial  develop- 
ment wliich  followed  the  war  gave  her  a  material  supremacy 
such  as  she  had  never  known  before,  and  the  rapid  growth  of 
wealth  which  this  industry  brought  with  it  raised  her  again 
into  a  mother  of  nations  as  her  settlers  built  up  in  the  waters 
of  the  Pacific  colonics  as  great  as  those  which  she  had  lost  on 
the  coast  of  America.  But  if  the  Bourbons  overrated  their 
triumph  in  one  way,  they  immensely  underrated  it  in  another. 
Whatever  might  be  the  importance  of  American  independence 
in  the  history  of  England,  it  was  of  unequaled  moment  in  the 
history  of  the  woild.  If  it  crippled  for  a  while  the  supremacy 
of  the  English  nation,  it  founded  a  supremacy  of  the  English 
race.  From  the  hour  of  American  independence  the  life  of  the 
English  people  has  flowed  not  in  one  current,  but  in  two  ;  and 
while  the  older  has  shown  little  signs  of  lessening,  the  younger 
has  fast  risen  to  a  greatness  which  has  changed  the  face  of  the 
world.     In  1783  America  was  a  nation  of  3,000,000  of  inhabit- 
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ants,  scattered  thinly  along  the  coast  of  the  Atlantic  ocean.  It 
is  now  a  nation  of  40,000,000,  stretching  over  the  whole  conti- 
nent, from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  In  wealth  and  material 
energy,  as  in  numbers,  it  far  surpasses  the  mother  country 
from  which  it  sprang.  It  is  already  the  main  branch  of  the 
English  people  ;  and  in  the  days  that  are  at  hand  the  main 
curient  of  that  people's  history  must  run  along  the  channel, 
not  of  the  Thames  or  the  Mersey,  but  of  the  Hudson  and  the 
Mississippi.  But,  distinct  as  these  currents  are,  every  year 
proves  more  clearly  that  in  spirit  the  English  people  is  one. 
The  distance  that  parted  England  from  America  lessens  every 
day.  The  ties  that  unite  them  grow  every  day  stronger.  The 
social  and  political  differences  that  threatened  a  hundred  years 
ago  to  form  an  impassable  barrier  between  them  grow  every 
day  less.  Against  this  silent  and  inevitable  drift  of  things 
the  spirit  of  narrow  isolation  on  either  side  of  the  Atlantic 
struggles  in  vain.  It  is  possible  that  the  tAVO  branches  of  the 
English  people  will  remain  forever  separate  political  existences. 
It  is  likely  enough  that  the  older  of  them  may  again  break  in 
twain,  and  that  the  English  people  in  the  Pacific  may  assert  as 
distinct  a  national  life  as  the  two  English  peoples  on  either 
side  the  Atlantic.  But  the  spirit,  the  influence,  of  all  these 
branches  will  remain  one.  And  in  thus  remaining  one,  before 
half  a  century  is  over,  it  will  change  the  face  of  the  world. 
As  200,000,000  of  Englishmen  fill  the  valley  of  the  Missis- 
sippi, as  50,000,000  of  Englishmen  assert  their  lordship  over 
Australasia,  this  vast  power  will  tell  through  Britain  on  the 
old  world  of  Europe,  whose  nations  will  have  shrunk  into  in- 
significance before  it.  What  the  issues  of  such  a  world-wide 
change  may  be,  not  even  the  wildest  dreamer  would  dare  to 
dream.  But  one  issue  is  inevitable.  In  the  centuries  that  lie 
before  us,  the  primacy  of  the  world  will  lie  with  the  English 
people.  English  institutions,  English  speech,  English  thought, 
will  become  the  main  features  of  the  political,  the  social,  and 
the  intellectual  life  of  mankind. 
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THE   DECLARATION    OF   INDEPENDENCE. 

[Thomas  Jefferson,  the  eminent  American  statesman  and  third  President  of 
the  United  States,  was  born  at  Shadwell,  Albemarle  County,  Va.,  April  2,  1743. 
He  attended  William  and  Mary  College,  became  a  successful  lawyer,  and  as  a 
delegate  to  the  first  Continental  Congress  identified  himself  with  the  Revolu- 
tionary party.  In  177G  he  drew  up  the  Declaration  of  Independence  ;  was  gov- 
ernor of  Virginia  (1779-1781)  ;  minister  to  France  (1784-1789)  ;  and  upon  his 
return  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State  by  "Washington.  About  this  time  he 
became  the  leader  of  the  new  party,  called  at  first  Anti-Federalists,  then  Republi- 
cans, and  finally  Democrats.  Jefferson  was  Vice  President  (1797)  ;  was  elected 
President  (1801),  and  reelected  (1804).  The  chief  events  of  his  two  adminis- 
trations were  the  war  with  Tripoli,  the  Louisiana  Purchase,  the  reduction  of  the 
national  debt,  and  the  exploration  of  the  "West.  Jefferson  spent  the  latter  part 
of  his  life  at  his  beautiful  residence,  in  Monticello,  Va.,  where  he  died  July  4, 
1826,  while  the  nation  was  celebrating  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence,  which  he  had  drawn  up.  The  death  of  John  Adams  also 
occurred  on  the  same  day.] 

A   Declaration  hy  the  Representatives  of  the   United   States   of 
America,  in  Congress  assembled. 

When,  in  the  course  of  human  events,  it  becomes  necessary 
for  one  people  to  dissolve  the  political  bands  which  have  con- 
nected them  with  another,  and  to  assume,  among  tlie  powers  of 
the  earth,  the  separate  and  equal  station  to  which  the  laws  of 
nature  and  of  nature's  God  entitle  them,  a  decent  respect  to  the 
opinions  of  mankind  requires  that  they  should  declare  the  causes 
which  impel  them  to  the  separation. 

We  hold  these  truths  to  be  self-evident,  that  all  men  are 
created  equal ;  that  they  are  endowed  by  their  Creator  Avitli 
certain  unalienable  rights  ;  that  among  these,  are  life,  liberty, 
and  the  pursuit  of  happiness.  That,  to  secure  these  rights, 
governments  are  instituted  among  men,  deriving  their  just 
powers  from  the  consent  of  the  governed  ;  that,  whenever  any 
form  of  government  becomes  destructive  of  these  ends,  it  is  the 
right  of  the  people  to  alter  or  to  abolish  it,  and  to  institute  a 
new  government,  laying  its  foundation  on  such  principles,  and 
organizing  its  powers  in  such  form,  as  to  them  shall  seem  most 
likely  to  effect  their  safety  and  happiness.  Prudence,  indeed, 
will  dictate  that  governments  long  established,  should  not  be 
changed  for  light  and  transient  causes  ;  and,  accordingly,  all 
experience  hath  shown,  that  mankind  are  more  disposed  to  suffer, 
while  evils  are  sufferable,  than  to  right  themselves  by  abolish- 
ing the  forms  to  which  they  are  accustomed.     But,  when  a  long 
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train  of  abuses  and  usurpations,  pursuing  invariably  the  same 
object,  evinces  a  design  to  reduce  them  under  absolute  despotism, 
it  is  their  right,  it  is  their  duty,  to  throw  off  such  government, 
and  to  provide  new  guards  for  their  future  security.  Such  has 
been  the  patient  sufferance  of  these  colonies,  and  such  is  now 
the  necessity  which  constrains  them  to  alter  their  former  sys- 
tems of  government.  The  history  of  the  present  king  of  Great 
Britain  is  a  history  of  repeated  injuries  and  usurpations,  all 
having,  in  direct  object,  the  establishment  of  an  absolute  tyr- 
anny over  these  States.  To  prove  this,  let  facts  be  submitted 
to  a  candid  world  :  — 

He  has  refused  his  assent  to  laws  the  most  wholesome  and 
necessary  for  the  public  good. 

He  has  forbidden  his  Governors  to  pass  laws  of  immediate 
and  pressing  importance,  unless  suspended  in  their  operation 
till  his  assent  should  be  obtained  ;  and,  when  so  suspended,  he 
has  utterly  neglected  to  attend  to  them. 

He  has  refused  to  pass  other  laws  for  the  accommodation  of 
large  districts  of  people,  unless  those  people  would  relinquish 
the  right  of  representation  in  the  legislature ;  a  right  inesti- 
mable to  them,  and  formidable  to  tyrants  only. 

He  has  called  together  legislative  bodies  at  places  unusual, 
uncomfortable,  and  distant  from  the  depository  of  their  public 
records,  for  the  sole  purpose  of  fatiguing  them  into  compliance 
with  his  measures. 

He  has  dissolved  representative  houses  repeatedly,  for  op- 
posing, with  manly  firmness,  his  invasions  on  the  rights  of  the 
people. 

He  has  refused,  for  a  long  time  after  such  dissolutions,  to 
cause  others  to  be  elected  ;  whereby  the  legislative  powers,  in- 
capable of  annihilation,  have  returned  to  the  people  at  large 
for  their  exercise  ;  the  State  remaining,  in  the  mean  time,  ex- 
posed to  all  the  danger  of  invasion  from  without,  and  convul- 
sions within. 

He  has  endeavored  to  prevent  the  population  of  these 
States;  for  that  purpose,  obstructing  the  laws  for  naturaliza- 
tion of  foreigners ;  refusing  to  pass  others  to  encourage  their 
migration  hither,  and  raising  the  conditions  of  new  appropria- 
tions of  lands. 

He  has  obstructed  the  administration  of  justice,  by  refusing 
his  assent  to  laws  for  establishing  judiciary  powers. 

He  has  made  judges  dependent  on  his  will  alone,  for  the 
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tenure  of  their  offices,  and  the  amount  and  pajanent  of  their 
salaries. 

He  has  erected  a  multitude  of  new  offices,  and  sent  hither 
swarms  of  officers  to  harass  our  people,  and  eat  out  tlieir  sub- 
stance. 

He  has  kept  among  us,  in  times  of  peace,  standing  armies, 
without  the  consent  of  our  legislature. 

He  has  afTected  to  render  the  military  independent  of,  and 
superior  to,  the  civil  power. 

He  has  combined,  with  others,  to  subject  us  to  a  jurisdiction 
foreign  to  our  constitution,  and  unacknowledged  by  our  laws ; 
giving  his  assent  to  their  acts  of  pretended  legislation  : 

For  quartering  large  bodies  of  armed  troops  among  us: 

For  protecting  them,  by  a  mock  trial,  from  punishment,  for 
any  murders  which  they  should  commit  on  the  inhabitants  of 
these  States  : 

For  cutting  off  our  trade  with  all  parts  of  the  world  : 

For  imposing  taxes  on  us  without  our  consent : 

For  depriving  us,  in  many  cases,  of  the  benefits  of  trial  by 
jury  : 

For  transporting  us  beyond  seas  to  be  tried  for  pretended 
offenses : 

For  abolishing  the  free  system  of  English  laws  in  a  neigh- 
boring province,  establishing  therein  an  arbitrary  government, 
and  enlarging  its  boundaries,  so  as  to  render  it  at  once  an  ex- 
ample and  fit  instrument  for  introducing  the  same  absolute  rule 
into  these  colonies  : 

For  taking  away  our  charters,  abolishing  our  most  valuable 
laws,  and  altering,  fundamentally,  the  powers  of  our  govern- 
ments : 

For  suspending  our  own  legislatures,  and  declaring  them- 
selves invested  with  power  to  legislate  for  us  in  all  cases  what- 
soever. 

He  has  abdicated  government  here,  by  declaring  us  out  of 
his  protection,  and  waging  war  against  us. 

He  has  plundered  our  seas,  ravaged  our  coasts,  burnt  our 
towns,  and  destroyed  the  lives  of  our  people. 

He  is,  at  this  time,  transporting  large  armies  of  foreign 
mercenaries  to  complete  the  works  of  death,  desolation,  and 
tyranny,  already  begun,  with  circumstances  of  cruelty  and  per- 
fidy scarcely  paralleled  in  the  most  barbarous  ages,  and  totally 
unworthy  the  head  of  a  civilized  nation. 
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He  has  constrained  onr  fellow-citizens,  taken  captive  on  the 
high  seas,  to  bear  arms  against  their  country,  to  become  the 
executioners  of  their  friends  and  brethren,  or  to  fall  themselves 
by  their  hands. 

He  has  excited  domestic  insurrections  amongst  us,  and  has 
endeavored  to  bring  on  the  inhabitants  of  our  frontiers,  the 
merciless  Indian  savages,  whose  known  rule  of  warfare  is  an 
undistinguished  destruction,  of  all  ages,  sexes,  and  conditions. 

In  every  stage  of  these  oppressions,  we  have  petitioned  for 
redress,  in  the  most  humble  terms  ;  our  repeated  petitions  have 
been  answered  only  by  repeated  injury.  A  prince,  whose  char- 
acter is  thus  marked  by  every  act  which  may  define  a  tyrant,  is 
unfit  to  be  the  ruler  of  a  free  people. 

Nor  have  we  been  wanting  in  attention  to  our  British  breth- 
ren. We  have  warned  them,  from  time  to  time,  of  attempts 
made  by  their  legislature  to  extend  an  unwarrantable  jurisdic- 
tion over  us.  We  have  reminded  them  of  the  circumstances  of 
our  emigration  and  settlement  here.  We  have  appealed  to  their 
native  justice  and  magnanimity,  and  we  have  conjured  them,  by 
the  ties  of  our  common  kindred,  to  disavow  these  usurpations, 
which  would  inevitably  interrupt  our  connections  and  corre- 
spondence. They,  too,  have  been  deaf  to  the  voice  of  justice 
and  consanguinity.  We  must,  therefore,  acquiesce  in  the  ne- 
cessity, which  denounces  our  separation,  and  hold  them,  as  we 
hold  the  rest  of  mankind,  enemies  in  war,  in  peace,  friends. 

We,  therefore,  the  representatives  of  the  United  States  of 
America,  in  General  Congress  assembled,  appealing  to  the 
Supreme  Judge  of  the  World  for  the  rectitude  of  our  intentions, 
do,  in  the  name,  and  by  the  authority  of  the  good  people  of 
these  colonies,  solemnly  publish  and  declare.  That  these  United 
Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to  be,  Free  and  Independent 
States  ;  that  they  are  absolved  from  all  allegiance  to  the  British 
crown,  and  that  all  political  connection  between  them  and  the 
state  of  Great  Britain  is,  and  ought  to  be,  totally  dissolved ; 
and  that,  as  Free  and  Independent  States,  they  have  full  power 
to  levy  war,  conclude  peace,  contract  alliances,  establish  com- 
merce, and  to  do  all  other  acts  and  things  which  Independent 
States  may  of  right  do.  And,  for  the  support  of  this  declara- 
tion, with  a  firm  reliance  on  the  protection  of  Divine  Provi- 
dence, we  mutually  pledge  to  each  other,  our  lives,  our  fortunes, 
and  our  sacred  honor. 
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FAREWELL  ADDRESS  OF  GEORGE  AVASHINGTON, 
PRESIDENT,  TO  THE  PEOPLE  OF  THE  UNITED 
STATES,    SEPTEMBER  17,  1796. 

[George  Washington,  the  celebrated  American  general  and  first  President 
of  the  United  States,  was  born  in  Westmoreland  County,  Va.,  February  22, 
1732.  He  received  an  ordinary  school  education,  and  for  a  time  was  employed 
by  Lord  Fairfax  to  survey  vast  tracts  of  territory  in  the  Alleghany  Mountains. 
Appointed  major  of  provincial  militia  at  nineteen,  he  was  sent  on  a  mission  by 
Governor  Dinwiddle  to  the  French  authorities  on  the  Ohio,  and  as  aid-de-camp  on 
Braddock's  staff  conducted  the  retreat  after  the  disastrous  battle  of  the  IMonon- 
gahela  (1755).  He  held  the  command  of  the  Virginian  troops  until  1758,  when 
he  resigned,  married  Martha  Custis,  a  wealthy  widow,  and  engaged  in  the  im- 
provement of  his  estate  at  Mount  Vernon.  Shortly  after  the  outbreak  of  the 
Revolution  he  assumed  command  of  the  Continental  forces  under  the  historic  elm 
tree  at  Cambridge,  July  2,  1775,  and,  although  often  compelled  by  superior  forces 
to  retreat  and  at  times  reduced  to  desperate  straits  by  lack  of  men  and  supplies, 
brought  the  war  to  a  successful  termination.  After  the  conclusion  of  the  treaty 
of  peace  he  handed  in  his  commission  as  commander  in  chief  and  retired  to 
Mount  Vernon  ;  in  1789  he  was  elected  the  first  President  of  the  United  States, 
was  unanimously  reelected  (1793),  and  resigned  in  1797.  His  death  occurred 
at  Mount  Vernon,  December  14,  1799.  ] 

Friends  and  Fellow-citizens,  — 

The  period  for  a  new  election  of  a  citizen  to  administer  tlie 
Executive  Government  of  the  United  States  being  not  far  dis- 
tant, and  the  time  actually  arrived  when  your  thoughts  must 
be  employed  in  designating  the  person  Avho  is  to  be  clothed 
with  that  important  trust,  it  appears  to  me  proper,  especially 
as  it  may  conduce  to  a  more  distinct  expression  of  the  public 
voice,  that  I  should  now  apprise  you  of  the  resolution  I  have 
formed,  to  decline  being  considered  among  the  number  of  those 
out  of  Avhom  a  choice  is  to  be  made. 

I  beg  you,  at  the  same  time,  to  do  me  the  justice  to  be 
assured  that  this  resolution  has  not  been  taken  without  a  strict 
regard  to  all  the  considerations  appertaining  to  the  relation 
which  binds  a  dutiful  citizen  to  his  country  ;  and  that,  in  with- 
drawing the  tender  of  service,  which  silence,  in  my  situation, 
might  imply,  I  am  influenced  by  no  diminution  of  zeal  for  your 
future  interest ;  no  deficiency  of  grateful  respect  for  3'our  past 
kindness  ;  but  am  supported  by  a  full  conviction  that  tlie  step 
is  compatible  with  both. 

The  acceptance  of,  and  continuance  hitherto  in,  the  office  to 
which  your  suffrages  have  twice  called  me,  have  been  a  uniform 
sacrifice  of  inclination  to  the  opinion  of  duty,  and  to  a  defer- 
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ence  for  what  appeared  to  be  your  desire.  I  constantly  hoped 
that  it  would  have  been  much  earlier  in  my  power,  consistently 
with  motives  which  I  was  not  at  liberty  to  disregard,  to  return 
to  that  retirement  from  which  I  had  been  reluctantly  drawn. 
The  strength  of  my  inclination  to  do  this,  previous  to  the  last 
election,  had  even  led  to  the  preparation  of  an  address  to  declare 
it  to  you ;  but  mature  reflection  on  the  then  perplexed  and 
critical  posture  of  our  affairs  with  foreign  nations,  and  the 
unanimous  advice  of  persons  entitled  to  my  confidence,  impelled 
me  to  abandon  the  idea. 

I  rejoice  that  the  state  of  your  concerns,  external  as  well  as 
internal,  no  longer  renders  the  pursuit  of  inclination  incom- 
patible with  the  sentiment  of  duty  or  propriety  ;  and  am  per- 
suaded, whatever  partiality  may  be  retained  for  my  services, 
that,  in  the  present  circumstances  of  our  country,  you  will  not 
disapprove  my  determination  to  retire. 

The  impressions  with  which  I  first  undertook  the  arduous 
trust  were  explained  on  the  proper  occasion.  In  the  discharge 
of  this  trust,  I  will  only  say,  that  I  have  with  good  intentions 
contributed  towards  the  organization  and  administration  of  the 
Government  the  best  exertions  of  which  a  very  fallible  judg- 
ment was  capable.  Not  unconscious  in  the  outset  of  the  infe- 
riority of  my  qualifications,  experience,  in  my  own  eyes,  —  per- 
haps still  more  in  the  eyes  of  others,  —  has  strengthened  the 
motives  to  diffidence  of  myself  ;  and  every  day  the  increasing 
weight  of  years  admonishes  me,  more  and  more,  that  the  shade 
of  retirement  is  as  necessary  to  me  as  it  Avill  be  welcome.  Sat- 
isfied that  if  any  circumstances  have  given  peculiar  value  to  my 
services,  they  were  temporary,  I  have  the  consolation  to  believe 
that,  while  choice  and  prudence  invite  me  to  quit  the  political 
scene,  patriotism  does  not  forbid  it. 

In  looking  forward  to  the  moment  which  is  intended  to 
terminate  the  career  of  my  public  life,  my  feelings  do  not  per- 
mit me  to  suspend  the  deep  acknowledgment  of  that  debt  of 
gratitude  which  I  owe  to  my  beloved  country  for  the  many  honors 
it  has  conferred  upon  me ;  still  more  for  the  steadfast  confidence 
with  which  it  has  supported  me  ;  and  for  the  opportunities  I 
have  thence  enjoyed  of  manifesting  my  inviolable  attachment, 
by  services  faithful  and  persevering,  though  in  usefulness 
unequal  to  my  zeal.  If  benefits  have  resulted  to  our  country 
from  these  services,  let  it  always  be  remembered  to  your  praise, 
and  as  an  instructive  example  in  our  annals,  that,  under  cir- 
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cumstances  in  which  the  passions,  agitated  in  every  direction, 
were  liable  to  mislead ;  amidst  appearances  sometimes  dubious, 
vicissitudes  of  fortune  often  discouraging ;  in  situations  in 
which,  not  unfrequently,  want  of  success  has  countenanced  tlie 
spirit  of  criticism, — the  constancy  of  your  support  was  the 
essential  prop  of  the  efforts,  and  a  guarantee  of  the  plans,  by 
which  they  were  effected.  Profoundly  penetrated  Avith  this 
idea,  I  shall  carry  it  with  me  to  my  grave,  as  a  strong  incite- 
ment to  unceasing  vows,  tha-t  Heaven  may  continue  to  you  the 
clioicest  tokens  of  its  beneficence  ;  that  your  union  and  brotherly 
affection  may  be  perpetual ;  that  the  free  Constitution,  which 
is  the  work  of  your  hands,  may  be  sacredly  maintained ;  that 
its  administration,  in  every  department,  may  be  stamped  with 
wisdom  and  virtue  ;  that,  in  fine,  the  happiness  of  tlie  people  of 
these  States,  under  the  auspices  of  liberty,  may  be  made  com- 
plete, by  so  careful  a  preservation  and  so  prudent  a  use  of  this 
blessing  as  Avill  acquire  to  them  the  glory  of  recommending  it 
to  the  applause,  the  affection,  and  the  adoption  of  every  nation 
which  is  yet  a  stranger  to  it. 

Here,  perhaps,  I  ought  to  stop  ;  but  a  solieilude  for  your 
welfare,  which  cannot  end  but  with  my  life,  and  the  apprehen- 
sion of  danger  natural  to  that  solicitude,  urge  me,  on  an  occasion 
like  the  present,  to  offer  to  your  solemn  contemplation,  and  to 
recommend  to  your  frequent  review,  some  sentiments,  which 
are  the  result  of  much  reflection,  of  no  inconsiderable  observa- 
tion, and  which  appear  to  me  all-important  to  the  permanency 
of  your  felicity  as  a  people.  These  will  be  aft'orded  to  you 
with  the  more  freedom,  as  you  can  only  see  in  them  the  dis- 
interested warnings  of  a  parting  friend,  who  can  possibly  have 
no  personal  motive  to  bias  his  counsel;  nor  can  I  forget,  as  an 
encouragement  to  it,  your  indulgent  reception  of  my  senti- 
ments on  a  former  and  not  dissimilar  occasion. 

Interwoven  as  is  the  love  of  liberty  with  every  ligament  of 
your  hearts,  no  recommendation  of  mine  is  necessary  to  fortify 
or  confirm  the  attacliment. 

The  unity  of  government,  which  constitutes  you  one  people, 
is  also  now  dear  to  you.  It  is  justly  so  ;  for  it  is  a  main  pillar 
in  the  edifice  of  your  real  independence  —  the  support  of  your 
tranquillity  at  home,  your  peace  abroad,  of  your  safety,  of  your 
prosperity,  of  that  very  liberty  which  you  so  highly  prize. 
But  as  it  is  easy  to  foresee  that,  from  different  causes  and  from 
different  quarters,  much  pains  will  be  taken,  many   artifices 
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employed,  to  weaken  in  your  minds  the  conviction  of  this  truth ; 
as  this  is  the  point  in  your  political  fortress  against  which  the 
batteries  of  internal  and  external  enemies  will  be  most  con- 
stantly and  actively  (though  often  covertly  and  insidiously) 
directed,  —  it  is  of  infinite  moment  that  you  should  properly 
estimate  the  immense  value  of  your  national  union  to  your 
collective  and  individual  happiness;  that  you  should  cherish  a 
cordial,  habitual,  and  immovable  attachment  to  it;  accustoming 
yourselves  to  think  and  speak  of  it  as  of  the  palladium  of  your 
political  safety  and  prosperity;  watching  for  its  preservation 
with  jealous  anxiety;  discountenancing  whatever  may  suggest 
even  a  suspicion  that  it  can,  in  any  event,  be  abandoned;  and 
indignantly  frowning  upon  the  first  dawning  of  every  attempt 
to  alienate  any  portion  of  our  country  from  the  rest,  or  to 
enfeeble  the  sacred  ties  which  now  link  together  the  various 
parts. 

For  this  you  have  every  inducement  of  sympathy  and 
interest.  Citizens,  by  birth  or  choice,  of  a  common  country, 
that  country  has  a  right  to  concentrate  your  affections.  The 
name  of  American,  which  belongs  to  you  in  your  national 
capacity,  must  always  exalt  the  just  pride  of  patriotism,  more 
than  any  appellation  derived  from  local  discriminations.  With 
slight  shades  of  difference,  you  have  the  same  religion,  man- 
ners, habits,  and  political  principles.  You  have,  in  a  common 
cause,  fought  and  triumphed  together ;  the  independence  and 
liberty  you  possess  are  the  work  of  joint  counsels  and  joint 
efforts,  of  common  dangers,  sufferings,  and  successes. 

But  these  considerations,  however  powerfully  they  address 
themselves  to  your  sensibility,  are  greatly  outweighed  by  those 
which  apply  more  immediately  to  your  interest;  here  every 
portion  of  our  country  finds  the  most  commanding  motives  for 
carefully  guarding  and  preserving  the  union  of  the  whole. 

The  North,  in  an  unrestrained  intercourse  with  the  South, 
protected  by  the  equal  laws  of  a  common  government,  finds,  in 
the  productions  of  the  latter,  great  additional  resources  of 
maritime  and  commercial  enterprise,  and  precious  materials  of 
manufacturing  industry.  The  South,  in  the  same  intercourse, 
benefiting  by  the  agency  of  the  North,  sees  its  agriculture 
grow,  and  its  commerce  expand.  Turning  partly  into  its 
own  channels  the  seamen  of  the  North,  it  finds  its  particular 
navigation  invigorated;  and  while  it  contributes,  in  different 
ways,  to  nourish  and  increase  the  general  mass  of  the  national 
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navigation,  it  looks  forward  to  the  protection  of  a  maritime 
strength  to  wliich  itself  is  unequally  adapted.  The  East,  in 
like  intercourse  with  the  West,  already  finds,  and  in  the  pro- 
gressive improvement  of  interior  communication,  by  land  and 
water,  Avill  more  and  more  find,  a  valuable  vent  for  the  com- 
modities which  it  brings  from  abroad,  or  manufactures  at  home. 
The  West  derives  from  the  East  supplies  requisite  to  its 
growth  and  comfort;  and  what  is  perhaps  of  still  greater 
consequence,  it  must,  of  necessity,  owe  the  secure  enjoyment 
of  indispensable  outlets  for  its  own  productions,  to  the  weight, 
influence,  and  the  future  maritime  strength  of  the  Atlantic 
side  of  the  Union,  directed  by  an  indissoluble  community  of 
interest  as  one  nation.  Any  other  tenure  by  which  the  West 
can  hold  this  essential  advantage,  whether  derived  from  its  own 
separate  strength,  or  from  an  apostate  and  unnatural  connec- 
tion with  any  foreign  power,  must  be  intrinsically  precarious. 

While,  then,  every  part  of  our  country  thus  feels  an  immediate 
and  particular  interest  in  union,  all  the  parts  combined  cannot 
fail  to  find,  in  the  united  mass  of  means  and  efforts,  greater 
strength,  greater  resource,  proportionably  greater  security  from 
external  danger,  a  less  frequent  interruption  of  their  peace  by 
foreign  nations  ;  and  what  is  of  inestimable  value,  they  must 
derive  from  union  an  exemption  from  those  broils  and  wars 
between  themselves,  which  so  frequently  afflict  neighboring 
countries,  not  tied  together  by  the  same  government ;  which 
their  own  rivalships  alone  would  be  sufficient  to  produce,  but 
which  opposite  foreign  alliances,  attachments,  and  intrigues 
would  stimulate  and  embitter.  Hence,  likewise,  they  will  avoid 
the  necessity  of  those  overgrown  military  establishments,  which, 
under  any  form  of  government,  are  inauspicious  to  liberty,  and 
Avhich  are  to  be  regarded  as  particularly  hostile  to  republican 
liberty  ;  in  this  sense  it  is  that  your  union  ought  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a  main  prop  of  your  liberty,  and  that  the  love  of  the 
one  ought  to  endear  to  you  the  preservation  of  the  other. 

These  considerations  speak  a  persuasive  language  to  every 
reflecting  and  virtuous  mind,  and  exhibit  the  continuance  of  the 
Union  as  a  primary  object  of  patriotic  desire.  Is  there  a  doubt, 
whether  a  common  government  can  embrace  so  large  a  sphere? 
Let  experience  solve  it.  To  listen  to  mere  speculation,  in  such 
a  case,  were  criminal.  We  are  authorized  to  hope,  that  a  proper 
organization  of  the  whole,  with  the  auxiliary  agency  of  govern- 
ments for  the  respective  subdivisions,  will  afford  a  happy  issue 
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to  the  experiment.  It  is  well  worth  a  fair  and  full  experiment. 
With  such  powerful  and  obvious  motives  to  Union,  affecting 
all  parts  of  our  country,  while  experience  shall  not  have  demon- 
strated its  impracticability,  there  will  always  be  reason  to  distrust 
the  patriotism  of  those  who,  in  any  quarter,  may  endeavor  to 
weaken  its  bands. 

In  contemplating  the  causes  which  may  disturb  our  Union, 
it  occurs,  as  a  matter  of  serious  concern,  that  any  ground  should 
have  been  furnished  for  characterizing  parties  by  geographical 
discriminations  —  Northern  and  Southern  —  Atlantic  and  West- 
ern :  whence  designing  men  may  endeavor  to  excite  a  belief 
that  there  is  a  real  difference  of  local  interests  and  views.  One 
of  the  expedients  of  party  to  acquire  influence  within  particular 
districts,  is  to  misrepresent  the  opinions  and  aims  of  other  dis- 
tricts. You  cannot  shield  yourselves  too  much  against  the 
jealousies  and  heartburnings  which  spring  from  these  misrepre- 
sentations ;  they  tend  to  render  alien  to  each  other  those  who 
ought  to  be  bound  together  by  fraternal  affection.  The  inhabit- 
ants of  our  western  country  have  lately  had  a  useful  lesson  on 
this  head ;  they  have  seen  in  the  negotiation  by  the  Executive, 
and  in  the  unanimous  ratification  by  the  Senate,  of  the  treaty 
with  Spain,  and  in  the  universal  satisfaction  at  that  event 
throughout  the  United  States,  a  decisive  proof  how  unfounded 
were  the  suspicions  propagated  among  them,  of  a  policy  in  the 
General  Government,  and  in  the  Atlantic  States,  unfriendly  to 
their  interests  in  regard  to  the  Mississippi :  they  have  been 
witnesses  to  the  formation  of  two  treaties  —  that  with  Great 
Britain,  and  that  with  Sj)ain,  which  secure  to  them  everything 
they  could  desire  in  respect  to  our  foreign  relations,  towards 
confirming  their  prosperity.  Will  it  not  be  their  wisdom  to 
rely  for  the  preservation  of  these  advantages  on  the  Union  by 
which  they  were  procured  ?  Will  they  not  henceforth  be  deaf 
to  those  advisers,  if  such  there  are,  who  would  sever  them  from 
their  brethren,  and  connect  them  with  aliens  ? 

To  the  efficacy  and  permanency  of  your  Union,  a  Govern- 
ment for  the  whole  is  indispensable.  No  alliance,  however 
strict  between  the  parts,  can  be  an  adequate  substitute  ;  they 
must  inevitably  experience  the  infractions  and  interruptions 
which  all  alliances,  in  all  time,  have  experienced.  Sensible  of 
this  momentous  truth,  you  have  improved  upon  your  first  essay, 
by  the  adoption  of  a  Constitution  of  Government  better  calcu- 
lated than  your  former  for  an  intimate  Union,  and  for  the  efS- 
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cacious  management  of  your  common  concerns.  This  Govern- 
ment, the  offspring  of  our  own  choice,  uninfluenced  and  unawed, 
adopted  upon  full  investigation  and  mature  deliberation,  com- 
pletely free  in  its  principles,  in  the  distribution  of  its  powers, 
uniting  security  with  energy,  and  containing  within  itself  a 
provision  for  its  own  amendment,  has  a  just  claim  to  your  con- 
fidence and  your  support.  Respect  for  its  authority,  compli- 
ance with  its  laws,  acquiescence  in  its  measures,  are  duties 
enjoined  by  the  fundamental  maxims  of  true  liberty.  The 
basis  of  our  political  systems  is  the  right  of  the  people  to 
make  and  to  alter  their  constitutions  of  Government :  but  the 
Constitution  which  at  any  time  exists,  till  changed  by  an  ex- 
plicit and  authentic  act  of  the  whole  people,  is  sacredly  obliga- 
tory upon  all.  The  very  idea  of  the  power,  and  the  right  of 
the  people  to  establish  Government,  presupposes  the  duty  of 
every  individual  to  obey  the  established  Government. 

All  obstructions  to  the  execution  of  the  laws,  all  combina- 
tions and  associations,  under  whatever  plausible  cha^-acter,  with 
the  real  design  to  direct,  control,  counteract,  or  awe  the  regular 
deliberation  and  action  of  the  constituted  authorities,  are  de- 
structive to  this  fundamental  principle,  and  of  fatal  tendency. 
They  serve  to  organize  faction,  to  give  it  an  artificial  and 
extraordinary  force,  to  put  in  the  place  of  the  delegated  will 
of  the  nation,  the  will  of  a  party,  often  a  small  but  artful  and 
enterprising  minority  of  the  community ;  and,  according  to 
the  alternate  triumphs  of  different  parties,  to  make  the  public 
administration  the  mirror  of  the  ill-concerted  and  incongruous 
projects  of  faction,  rather  than  the  organ  of  consistent  and 
wholesome  plans,  digested  by  common  counsels,  and  modified 
by  mutual  interests. 

However  combinations  or  associations  of  the  above  descrip- 
tion may  now  and  then  answer  popular  ends,  they  are  likely,  in 
the  course  of  time  and  things,  to  become  potent  engines,  by 
which  cunning,  ambitious,  and  unprincipled  men  will  be  en- 
abled to  subvert  the  power  of  the  people,  and  to  usurp  for 
themselves  the  reins  of  Government;  destroying,  afterwards, 
the  very  engines  which  had  lifted  them  to  unjust  dominion. 

Towards  the  preservation  of  your  Government,  and  the  per- 
manency ot  your  present  happy  state,  it  is  requisite,  not  only 
that  you  steadily  discountenance  irregular  oppositions  to  its 
acknowledged  authority,  but  also  that  you  resist  with  care  the 
spirit  of  innovation  upon  its  principles,  however  specious  the 
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pretexts.  One  method  of  assault  may  be  to  effect,  in  the  forms 
of  the  Constitution,  alterations  which  will  impair  the  energy  of 
the  system,  and  thus  to  undermine  what  cannot  be  directly 
overthrowTi.  In  all  the  changes  to  which  you  may  be  invited, 
remember  that  time  and  habit  are  at  least  as  necessary  to  fix 
the  true  character  of  governments  as  of  other  human  institu- 
tions ;  that  experience  is  the  surest  standard  by  which  to  test 
the  real  tendency  of  the  existing  constitution  of  a  country  ; 
that  facility  in  changes,  upon  the  credit  of  mere  hypothesis  and 
opinion,  exposes  to  perpetual  change,  from  the  endless  variety 
of  hypothesis  and  opinion  ;  and  remember,  especially,  that  for 
the  efficient  management  of  your  common  interests,  in  a  coun- 
try so  extensive  as  ours,  a  Government  of  as  much  vigor  as  is 
consistent  with  the  perfect  security  of  liberty,  is  indispensable. 
Liberty  itself  will  find  in  such  a  Government,  with  powers 
properly  distributed  and  adjusted,  its  surest  guardian.  It  is, 
indeed,  little  else  than  a  name,  where  the  Government  is  too 
feeble  to  withstand  the  enterprises  of  faction,  to  confine  each 
member  of  the  society  within  the  limits  prescribed  by  the  laws, 
and  to  maintain  all  in  the  secure  and  tranquil  enjoyment  of  the 
rights  of  person  and  property. 

I  have  already  intimated  to  you  the  danger  of  parties  in  the 
State,  with  particular  reference  to  the  founding  of  them  on 
geographical  discriminations.  Let  me  now  take  a  more  com- 
prehensive view,  and  warn  you,  in  the  most  solemn  manner, 
against  the  baneful  effects  of  the  spirit  of  party  generally. 

This  spirit,  unfortunately,  is  inseparable  from  our  nature, 
having  its  root  in  the  strongest  passions  of  the  human  mind. 
It  exists  under  different  shapes,  in  all  Governments,  more  or  less 
stifled,  controlled,  or  repressed ;  but  in  those  of  the  popular  form 
it  is  seen  in  its  greatest  rankness,  and  is  truly  their  worst  enemy. 

The  alternate  domination  of  one  faction  over  another,  sharps 
ened  by  the  spirit  of  revenge,  natural  to  party  dissension,  which, 
in  different  ages  and  countries,  has  perpetrated  the  most  horrid 
enormities,  is  itself  a  frightful  despotism.  But  this  leads,  at 
length,  to  a  more  formal  and  permanent  despotism.  The  dis- 
orders and  miseries  which  result,  gradually  incline  the  minds  of 
men  to  seek  security  and  repose  in  the  absolute  power  of  an 
individual;  and,  sooner  or  later,  the  chief  of  some  prevailing 
faction,  more  able  or  more  fortunate  than  his  competitors,  turns 
this  disposition  to  the  purposes  of  his  own  elevation  on  the  ruins 
of  public  liberty. 
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Without  looking  forward  to  an  extremity  of  this  kind 
(which,  nevertheless,  ought  not  to  be  entirely  out  of  sight),  the 
common  and  continual  mischiefs  of  the  spirit  of  party  are  sufh- 
cient  to  make  it  the  interest  and  duty  of  a  wise  people  to  dis- 
courage and  restrain  it. 

It  serves  always  to  distract  the  public  councils,  and  enfeeble 
the  public  administration.  It  agitates  the  community  with  ill- 
founded  jealousies  and  false  alarms ;  kindles  the  animosity  of 
one  part  against  another  ;  foments,  occasionally,  riot  and  insur- 
rection. It  opens  the  door  to  foreign  influence  and  corruption, 
which  find  a  facilitated  access  to  the  Government  itself,  through 
the  channels  of  party  passions.  Thus  the  policy  and  the  will 
of  one  country  are  subjected  to  the  policy  and  will  of  another. 

There  is  an  opinion  that  parties,  in  free  countries,  are  useful 
checks  upon  the  administration  of  the  Government,  and  serve 
to  keep  alive  the  spirit  of  liberty.  This,  within  certain  limits, 
is  probably  true  ;  and  in  Governments  of  a  monarcliical  cast, 
patriotism  may  look  v/ith  indulgence,  if  not  with  favor,  upon 
the  spirit  of  party.  But  in  those  of  the  popular  character,  in 
Governments  purely  elective,  it  is  a  spirit  not  to  be  encouraged. 
From  their  natural  tendency,  it  is  certain  there  will  always  be 
enough  of  that  spirit  for  every  salutary  purpose.  And  there 
being  constant  danger  of  excess,  the  effort  ought  to  be,  by  force 
of  public  opinion,  to  mitigate  and  assuage  it.  A  fire  not  to 
be  quenched,  it  demands  a  uniform  vigilance  to  prevent  its 
bursting  into  a  flame,  lest,  instead  of  warming,  it  should  consume. 

It  is  important,  likewise,  that  the  habits  of  thinking,  in  a 
free  country,  should  inspire  caution  in  those  intrusted  with  its 
administration,  to  confine  themselves  within  their  respective 
constitutional  spheres,  avoiding,  in  the  exercise  of  the  powers 
of  one  department,  to  encroach  upon  another.  The  spirit  of 
encroachment  tends  to  consolidate  the  powers  of  all  departments 
in  one,  and  thus  to  create,  whatever  the  form  of  Government,  a 
real  despotism.  A  just  estimate  of  that  love  of  power,  and 
proneness  to  abuse  it  which  predominates  in  the  human  heart, 
is  sufficient  to  satisfy  us  of  the  truth  of  this  position.  The 
necessity  of  reciprocal  checks  in  the  exercise  of  political  power, 
by  dividing  and  distributing  it  into  different  depositories,  and 
constituting  each  the  guardian  of  the  public  weal,  against  inva- 
sions by  the  others,  has  been  evinced  by  experiments,  ancient 
and  modern  ;  some  of  them  in  our  own  country,  and  under  our 
own  eyes.    To  preserve  them  must  be  as  necessary  as  to  institute 
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them.  If,  in  the  opinion  of  the  people,  the  distribution  or 
modification  of  the  constitutional  powers  be,  in  any  particular, 
wrong,  let  it  be  corrected  by  an  amendment  in  the  way  which 
the  Constitution  designates.  But  let  there  be  no  change  by 
usurpation  ;  for  though  this,  in  one  instance,  may  be  the  instru- 
ment of  good,  it  is  the  customary  weapon  by  which  free  Gov- 
ernments are  destroyed.  The  precedent  must  always  greatly 
overbalance,  in  permanent  evil,  any  partial  or  transient  benefit 
which  the  use  can,  at  any  time,  yield. 

Of  all  the  dispositions  and  habits  which  lead  to  political 
prosperity,  religion  and  morality  are  indispensable  supports. 
In  vain  would  that  man  claim  the  tribute  of  patriotism,  who 
should  labor  to  subvert  these  great  pillars  of  human  happiness, 
these  firmest  props  of  the  duties  of  men  and  citizens.  The  mere 
politician,  equally  with  the  pious  man,  ought  to  respect  and  to 
cherish  them.  A  volume  could  not  trace  all  their  connections 
with  private  and  public  felicity.  Let  it  simply  be  asked,  where 
is  the  security  for  property,  for  reputation,  for  life,  if  the  sense 
of  religious  obligation  desert  the  oaths  which  are  the  instruments 
of  investigation  in  courts  of  justice  ?  And  let  us  with  caution 
indulge  the  supposition,  that  morality  can  be  maintained  with- 
out religion.  Whatever  may  be  conceded  to  the  influence  of 
refined  education  on  minds  of  peculiar  structure,  reason  and 
experience  both  forbid  us  to  expect  that  national  morality  can 
prevail  in  exclusion  of  religious  principles. 

It  is  substantially  true  that  virtue  or  morality  is  a  neces- 
sary spring  of  popular  Government.  The  rule,  indeed,  extends 
with  more  or  less  force  to  every  species  of  free  Government. 
Who,  that  is  a  sincere  friend  to  it,  can  look  with  indifference 
upon  attempts  to  shake  the  foundation  of  the  fabric  ? 

Promote,  then,  as  an  object  of  primary  importance,  institu- 
tions for  the  general  diffusion  of  knowledge.  In  proportion  as 
the  structure  of  a  Government  gives  force  to  public  opinion, 
it  is  essential  that  public  opinion  should  be  enlightened. 

As  a  very  important  source  of  strength  and  security,  cherish 
public  credit.  One  method  of  preserving  it  is  to  use  it  as  spar- 
ingly as  possible  ;  avoiding  occasions  of  expense  by  cultivating 
peace,  but  remembering  also  that  timely  disbursements  to  pre- 
pare for  danger,  frequently  prevent  much  greater  disburse- 
ments to  repel  it ;  avoiding,  likewise,  the  accumulation  of  debt, 
not  only  by  shunning  occasions  of  expense,  but  by  vigorous 
exertions  in  time  of  peace  to  discharge  the  debts  which  unavoid- 
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able  wars  may  have  occasioned  ;  not  ungenerously  throwing 
upon  posterity  the  burden  which  we  ourselves  ought  to  bear. 
The  execution  of  these  maxims  belongs  to  your  representa- 
tives, but  it  is  necessary  that  public  opinion  should  cooperate. 
To  facilitate  to  them  the  performance  of  their  duty,  it  is  essen- 
tial that  you  should  practically  bear  in  mind,  that  towards  the 
payment  of  debts  there  must  be  revenue  ;  that  to  have  revenue 
there  must  be  taxes  ;  that  no  taxes  can  be  devised,  which  are 
not  more  or  less  inconvenient  and  unpleasant ;  that  the  intrinsic 
embarrassment  inseparable  from  the  selection  of  the  proper 
objects  (which  is  always  a  choice  of  difficulties)  ought  to  be  a 
decisive  motive  for  a  candid  construction  of  the  conduct  of  the 
Government  in  making  it,  and  for  a  spirit  of  acquiescence  in 
the  measures  for  obtaining  revenue,  which  the  public  exigen- 
cies may  at  any  time  dictate. 

Observe  good  faith  and  justice  towards  all  nations  ;  culti- 
vate peace  and  harmony  with  all ;  religion  and  morality  enjoin 
this  conduct ;  and  can  it  be  that  good  policy  does  not  equally 
enjoin  it?  It  will  be  worthy  of  a  free,  enlightened,  and,  at  no 
distant  period,  a  great  nation,  to  give  to  mankind  the  magnani- 
mous and  too  novel  example  of  a  people  always  guided  by  an 
exalted  justice  and  benevolence.  Who  can  doubt  that,  in  the 
course  of  time  and  things,  the  fruits  of  such  a  plan  would  richly 
repay  any  temporary  advantages  which  might  be  lost  by  a 
steady  adherence  to  it  ?  Can  it  be  that  Providence  has  not 
connected  the  permanent  felicity  of  a  nation  with  its  virtue  ? 
The  experiment,  at  least,  is  recommended  by  every  sentiment 
which  ennobles  human  nature.  Alas !  is  it  rendered  impossible 
by  its  vices  ? 

In  the  execution  of  such  a  plan,  nothing  is  more  essential 
than  that  permanent  inveterate  antipathies  against  particular 
nations,  and  passionate  attachments  for  others,  should  be 
excluded  ;  and  that,  in  place  of  them,  just  and  amicable  feel- 
ings towards  all  should  be  cultivated.  The  nation  which 
indulges  towards  another  an  habitual  hatred,  or  an  habitual 
fondness,  is,  in  some  degree,  a  slave.  It  is  a  slave  to  its  ani- 
mosity or  to  its  affection  ;  either  of  which  is  sufficient  to  lead 
it  astray  from  its  duty  and  its  interest.  Antipathy  in  one 
nation  against  another,  disposes  each  more  readily  to  offer 
insult  and  injury,  to  lay  hold  of  slight  causes  of  umbrage,  and 
to  be  haughty  and  intractable,  when  accidental  or  trifling  occa- 
sions of  dispute  occur.     Hence  frequent  collisions,  obstinate, 
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envenomed,  and  bloody  contests.  The  nation,  prompted  by  ill 
will  and  resentment,  sometimes  impels  to  war  the  Government, 
contrary  to  the  best  calculations  of  policy.  The  Government 
sometimes  participates  in  the  national  propensity,  and  adopts, 
through  passion,  what  reason  would  reject ;  at  other  times  it 
makes  the  animosity  of  the  nation  subservient  to  projects  of 
hostility,  instigated  by  pride,  ambition,  and  other  sinister  and 
pernicious  motives.  The  peace  often,  sometimes  perhaps  the 
liberty,  of  nations  has  been  the  victim. 

So,  likewise,  a  passionate  attachment  of  one  nation  to  another 
produces  a  variety  of  evils.  Sympathy  for  the  favorite  nation, 
facilitating  the  illusion  of  an  imaginary  common  interest,  in 
cases  where  no  real  common  interest  exists,  and  infusing  into 
one  the  enmities  of  the  other,  betrays  the  former  into  a  partici- 
pation in  the  quarrels  and  wars  of  the  latter,  without  adequate 
inducement  or  justification.  It  leads  also  to  concessions  to  the 
favorite  nation  of  privileges  denied  to  others,  which  is  apt 
doubly  to  injure  the  nation  making  the  concessions ;  by  un- 
necessarily parting  with  what  ought  to  have  been  retained,  and 
by  exciting  jealousy,  ill  will,  and  a  disposition  to  retaliate,  in 
the  parties  from  whom  equal  privileges  are  withheld  ;  and  it 
gives  to  ambitious,  corrupted,  or  deluded  citizens  (who  devote 
themselves  to  the  favorite  nation)  facility  to  betray  or  sacrifice 
the  interest  of  their  own  country,  without  odium  ;  sometimes 
even  with  popularity ;  gliding  with  the  appearance  of  a  vir- 
tuous sense  of  obligation,  a  commendable  deference  for  public 
opinion,  or  a  laudable  zeal  for  public  good,  the  base  or  foolish 
compliances  of  ambition,  corruption,  or  infatuation. 

As  avenues  to  foreign  influence  in  innumerable  ways,  such 
attachments  are  particularly  alarming  to  the  truly  enlightened 
and  independent  patriot.  How  many  opportunities  do  they 
afford  to  tamper  with  domestic  factions,  to  practice  the  art  of 
seduction,  to  mislead  public  opinion,  to  influence  or  awe  the 
public  councils  !  Such  an  attachment  of  a  small  or  weak, 
towards  a  great  and  powerful  nation,  dooms  the  former  to  be 
the  satellite  of  the  latter. 

Against  the  insidious  wiles  of  foreign  influence  (I  conjure 
you  to  believe  me,  fellow-citizens)  the  jealousy  of  a  free  people 
ought  to  be  constantly  awake  ;  since  history  and  experience 
prove  that  foreign  influence  is  one  of  the  most  baneful  foes 
of  republican  Government.  But  that  jealousy,  to  be  useful, 
must  be  impartial ;  else  it  becomes  the  instrument  of  the  very 
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influence  to  be  avoided,  instead  of  a  defense  against  it.  Ex- 
cessive partiality  for  one  foreign  nation,  and  excessive  dislike 
for  another,  cause  those  whom  they  actuate  to  see  danger  only 
on  one  side,  and  serve  to  veil,  and  even  second,  the  arts  of 
influence  on  the  other.  Real  patriots,  who  may  resist  the  in- 
trigues of  the  favorite,  are  liable  to  become  suspected  and 
odious ;  while  its  tools  and  dupes  usurp  the  applause  and  con- 
fidence of  the  people,  to  surrender  their  interests. 

The  great  rule  of  conduct  for  us,  in  regard  to  foreign  nations, 
is,  in  extending  our  commercial  relations,  to  have  with  them  as 
little  political  connection  as  possible.  So  far  as  we  have  already 
formed  engagements,  let  them  be  fulfilled  with  perfect  good 
faith.     Here  let  us  stop. 

Europe  has  ?,  set  of  primary  interests,  which  to  us  have 
none,  or  a  very  remote  relation.  Hence  she  must  be  engaged 
in  frequent  controversies,  the  causes  of  which  are  essentially 
foreign  to  our  concerns.  Hence,  therefore,  it  must  be  unwise 
in  us  to  implicate  ourselves,  by  artificial  ties,  in  the  ordinary 
vicissitudes  of  her  poMtics,  or  the  ordinary  combinations  and 
collisions  of  her  friendships  or  enmities. 

Our  detached  and  distant  situation  invites  and  enables  us 
to  pursue  a  different  course.  If  we  remain  one  people,  under 
an  efficient  Government,  the  period  is  not  far  off  when  we  may 
defy  material  injury  from  external  annoyance  ;  when  we  may 
take  such  an  attitude  as  will  cause  the  neutrality  we  may  at 
any  time  resolve  upon,  to  be  scrupulously  respected ;  when 
belligerent  nations,  under  the  impossibility  of  making  acquisi- 
tions upon  us,  will  not  lightly  hazard  the  giving  us  provoca- 
tion ;  when  we  may  choose  peace  or  war,  as  our  interest,  guided 
by  justice,  shall  counsel. 

Why  forego  the  advantages  of  so  peculiar  a  situation? 
Why  quit  our  own  to  stand  upon  foreign  ground  ?  Why,  by 
interweaving  our  destiny  with  that  of  any  part  of  Europe, 
entangle  our  peace  and  prosperity  in  the  toils  of  European 
ambition,  rivalship,  interest,  humor,  or  caprice  ? 

It  is  our  true  policy  to  steer  clear  of  permanent  alliances 
with  any  portion  of  the  foreign  world ;  so  far,  I  mean,  as  we 
are  now  at  liberty  to  do  it ;  for  let  me  not  be  understood  as 
capable  of  patronizing  infidelity  to  existing  engagements.  I 
hold  the  maxim  no  less  applicable  to  public  than  to  private 
affairs,  that  honesty  is  always  the  best  policy.  I  repeat  it, 
therefore,  let  those  engagements  be  observed  in  their  genuine 
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sense.     But,  in  my  opinion,  it  is  unnecessary,  and  would  be 
unwise,  to  extend  them. 

Taking  care  always  to  keep  ourselves,  by  suitable  establish- 
ments, on  a  respectable  defensive  posture,  we  may  safely  trust  . 
to  temporary  alliances  for  extraordinary  emergencies. 

Harmony,  and  a  liberal  intercourse  with  all  nations,  are 
recommended  by  policy,  humanity,  and  interest.  But  even 
our  commercial  policy  should  hold  an  equal  and  impartial  hand; 
neither  seeking  nor  granting  exclusive  favors  or  preferences ; 
consulting  the  natural  course  of  things ;  diffusing  and  diversi- 
fying, by  gentle  means,  the  streams  of  commerce,  b'lt  forcing 
nothing;  establishing,  with  powers  so  disposed,  in  order  to 
give  trade  a  stable  course,  to  define  the  rights  of  our  mer- 
chants, and  to  enable  the  Government  to  support  them,  conven- 
tional rules  of  intercourse,  the  best  that  present  circumstances 
and  mutual  opinions  will  permit,  but  temporary,  and  liable  to 
be,  from  time  to  time,  abandoned  or  varied,  as  experience  and 
circumstances  shall  dictate ;  constantly  keeping  in  view,  that 
it  is  folly  in  one  nation  to  look  for  disinterested  favors  from 
another  ;  that  it  must  pay,  with  a  portion  of  its  independence, 
for  whatever  it  may  accept  under  that  character ;  that  by  such 
acceptance  it  may  place  itself  in  the  condition  of  having  given 
equivalents  for  nominal  favors,  and  yet  of  being  reproached 
with  ingratitude  for  not  giving  more.  There  can  be  no  greater 
error  than  to  expect,  or  calculate  upon,  real  favors  from  nation 
to  nation.  It  is  an  illusion  which  experience  must  cure,  which 
a  just  pride  ought  to  discard. 

In  offering  to  you,  my  countrymen,  these  counsels  of  an  old 
and  affectionate  friend,  I  dare  not  hope  they  will  make  the 
strong  and  lasting  impression  I  could  wish;  that  they  will 
control  the  usual  current  of  the  passions,  or  prevent  our  nation 
from  running  the  course  which  has  hitherto  marked  the  destiny 
of  nations  ;  but  if  I  may  even  flatter  myself  that  they  may  be 
productive  of  some  partial  benefit,  some  occasional  good ;  that 
they  may  now  and  then  recur  to  moderate  the  fury  of  party 
spirit,  to  warn  against  the  mischiefs  of  foreign  intrigues,  to 
guard  against  the  impostures  of  pretended  patriotism ;  this 
hope  will  be  a  full  recompense  for  the  solicitude  for  your  wel- 
fare by  which  they  have  been  dictated. 

How  far,  in  the  discharge  of  my  official  duties,  I  have  been 
guided  by  the  principles  which  have  been  delineated,  the  pub- 
lic records,  and  other  evidences  of  my  conduct,  must  witness 
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to  you  and  the  world.  To  myself,  the  assurance  of  my  own 
conscience  is,  that  I  have  at  least  believed  myself  to  be  guided 
by  them. 

In  relation  to  the  still  subsisting  war  in  Europe,  my  procla- 
mation of  the  22d  of  April,  1793,  is  the  index  to  my  plan. 
Sanctioned  by  your  approving  voice,  and  by  that  of  your 
Representatives  in  both  Houses  of  Congress,  the  spirit  of  that 
measure  has  continually  governed  me,  uninfluenced  by  any 
attempts  to  deter  or  divert  me  from  it. 

After  deliberate  examination,  v/ith  the  aid  of  the  best  lights 
I  could  obtain,  I  was  well  satisfied  that  our  country,  under  all 
the  circumstances  of  the  case,  had  a  right  to  take,  and  was 
bound  in  duty  and  interest  to  take,  a  neutral  position.  Hav- 
ing taken  it  I  determined,  as  far  as  should  depend  upon  me,  to 
maintain  it  with  moderation,  perseverance,  and  firmness. 

The  considerations  which  respect  the  right  to  hold  this  con- 
duct, it  is  not  necessary  on  this  occasion  to  detail.  I  will  only 
observe,  that,  according  to  my  understanding  of  the  matter, 
that  right,  so  far  from  being  denied  by  any  of  the  belligerent 
powers,  has  been  virtually  admitted  by  all. 

The  duty  of  holding  a  neutral  conduct  may  be  inferred, 
without  anything  more,  from  the  obligation  which  justice  and 
humanity  impose  on  every  nation,  in  cases  in  which  it  is  free 
to  act,  to  maintain  inviolate  the  relations  of  peace  and  amity 
towards  other  nations. 

The  inducements  of  interest,  for  observing  that  conduct, 
will  best  be  referred  to  your  own  reflections  and  experience. 
With  me,  a  predominant  motive  has  been  to  endeavor  to  gain 
time  to  our  country  to  settle  and  mature  its  yet  recent  institu- 
tions, and  to  progress,  without  interruption,  to  that  degree  of 
strength  and  consistency  which  is  necessary  to  give  it,  humanly- 
speaking,  the  command  of  its  own  fortunes. 

Though  in  reviewing  the  incidents  of  my  administration,  I 
am  unconscious  of  intentional  error,  I  am,  nevertheless,  too 
sensible  of  my  defects  not  to  think  it  probable  that  I  may  have 
committed  many  errors.  Whatever  they  may  be,  I  fervently 
beseech  the  Almighty  to  avert  or  mitigate  the  evils  to  which 
they  may  tend.  I  shall  also  carry  with  me  the  hope,  that  my 
country  will  never  cease  to  view  them  with  indulgence ;  and  that, 
after  fortj'^-five  years  of  my  life  dedicated  to  its  service  witli  an 
upright  zeal,  the  faults  of  incompetent  abilities  will  be  consigned 
to  oblivion,  as  myself  must  soon  be  to  the  mansions  of  rest. 
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Relying  on  its  kindness  in  this,  as  in  other  things,  and  actu- 
ated by  that  fervent  love  towards  it  which  is  so  natural  to  a 
man  who  views  in  it  the  native  soil  of  himself  and  his  progeni- 
tors for  several  generations,  I  anticipate,  with  pleasing  expecta- 
tion, that  retreat  in  which  I  promise  myself  to  realize,  without 
alloy,  the  sweet  enjoyment  of  partaking,  in  the  midst  of  my 
fellow-citizens,  the  benign  influence  of  good  laws  under  a  free 
Government  —  the  ever  favorite  object  of  my  heart  —  and  the 
happy  reward,  as  I  trust,  of  our  mutual  cares,  labors,  and 
dangers. 

George  Washington. 

United  States,  nth.  September,  1796. 


THE  CHARACTER   OF  WASHINGTON. 

By  THOMAS  JEFFERSON. 

I  THINK  I  knew  General  Washington  intimately  and  thor- 
oughly, and  were  I  called  on  to  delineate  his  character,  it  should 
be  in  terms  like  these  :  — 

His  mind  was  great  and  powerful,  without  being  of  the 
very  first  order,  his  penetration  strong,  though  not  so  acute  as 
that  of  a  Newton,  Bacon,  or  Locke ;  and  as  far  as  he  saw,  no 
judgment  was  ever  sounder.  It  was  slow  in  operation,  being 
little  aided  by  invention  or  imagination,  but  sure  in  conclusion. 
Hence  the  common  remark  of  his  officers,  of  the  advantage  he 
derived  from  councils  of  war,  where,  hearing  all  suggestions, 
he  selected  whatever  was  best ;  and  certainly  no  general  ever 
planned  his  battles  more  judiciously.  But  if  deranged  during 
the  course  of  the  action,  if  any  member  of  his  plan  was  dislo- 
cated by  sudden  circumstances,  he  was  slow  in  readjustment. 
The  consequence  was,  that  he  often  failed  in  the  field,  and 
rarely  against  an  enemy  in  station,  as  at  Boston  and  New  York. 
He  was  incapable  of  fear,  meeting  personal  dangers  with  the 
calmest  unconcern.  Perhaps  the  strongest  feature  in  his  char- 
acter was  prudence  ;  never  acting  until  every  circumstance, 
every  consideration,  was  maturely  weighed ;  refraining  if  he 
saw  a  doubt,  but,  when  once  decided,  going  through  with  his 
purpose,  whatever  obstacles  opposed.  His  integrity  was  most 
pure,  his  justice  the  most  inflexible  I  have  ever  known,  no  mo- 
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tives  of  interest  or  consanguinity,  of  friendship  or  hatred,  being 
able  to  bias  his  decision.  He  was,  indeed,  in  every  sense  of  the 
words,  a  wise,  a  good,  and  a  great  man.  His  temper  was  natu- 
rally irritable  and  high-toned;  but  reflection  and  resolution  had 
obtained  a  firm  and  habitual  ascendency  over  it.  If  ever,  how- 
ever, it  broke  its  bounds,  he  was  most  tremendous  in  his  wrath. 
In  his  expenses  he  was  honorable,  but  exact;  liberal  in  contribu- 
tion to  whatever  promised  utility,  but  frowning  and  unyielding 
on  all  visionary  projects  and  all  unworthy  calls  on  his  charity. 
His  heart  was  not  warm  in  its  affections ;  but  he  exactly  cal- 
culated every  man's  value,  and  gave  him  a  solid  esteem  pro- 
portioned to  it.  His  person,  you  know,  was  fine,  his  stature 
exactly  what  one  could  wish,  his  deportment  easy,  erect,  and 
noble ;  the  best  horseman  of  his  age,  and  the  most  graceful 
figure  that  could  be  seen  on  horseback.  Although  in  the  circle 
of  his  friends,  where  he  might  be  unreserved  with  safety,  he 
took  a  free  share  in  conversation,  his  colloquial  talents  were 
not  above  mediocrity,  possessing  neither  copiousness  of  ideas 
nor  fluency  of  words.  In  public,  when  called  on  for  a  sud- 
den opinion,  he  was  unready,  short,  and  embarrassed.  Yet  he 
wrote  readily,  rather  diffusely,  in  an  easy  and  correct  style. 
This  he  had  acquired  by  conversation  with  the  world,  for  his 
education  was  merely  reading,  writing,  and  common  arithmetic, 
to  which  he  added  surveying  at  a  later  day.  His  time  was 
employed  in  action  chiefly,  reading  little,  and  that  only  in 
agriculture  and  English  history.  His  correspondence  became 
necessarily  extensive,  and,  with  journalizing  his  agricultural 
proceedings,  occupied  most  of  his  leisure  hours  within  doors. 
On  the  whole,  his  character  was,  in  its  mass,  perfect,  in  noth- 
ing bad,  in  few  points  indifferent ;  and  it  may  truly  be  said 
that  never  did  nature  and  fortune  combine  more  perfectly  to 
make  a  man  great,  and  to  place  him  in  the  same  constellation 
with  whatever  worthies  have  merited  from  man  an  everlasting 
remembrance.  For  his  was  the  singular  destiny  and  merit,  of 
leading  the  armies  of  his  country  successfully  through  an  ardu- 
ous war  for  the  establishment  of  its  independence  ;  of  conduct- 
ing its  councils  through  the  birth  of  a  government,  new  in  its 
forms  and  principles,  until  it  had  settled  down  into  a  quiet  and 
orderly  train  ;  and  of  scrupulously  obeying  the  laws  through 
the  whole  of  his  career,  civil  and  military,  of  which  the  history 
of  the  world  furnishes  no  other  example. 
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FROM   "THE   GREEN   MOUNTAIN   BOYS." 

By  DANIEL  P.  THOMPSON. 

[Daniel  Pierce  Thompson,  an  American  novelist,  was  born  in  Charlestown, 
Mass.,  October  1,  1795 ;  died  in  Montpelier,  Vt.,  June  6,  1868.  He  graduated  at 
Middlebury  College  (1820),  was  admitted  to  the  bar  (1823),  and  held  several 
high  legal  offices.  In  1853  he  was  Secretary  of  State.  His  novels  and  short 
stories,  chiefly  illustrative  of  Vermont  life  and  Revolutionary  history,  include  : 
"  The  Green  Mountain  Boys,"  "  Locke  Amsden,"  "The  Rangers,"  "  Tales  of  the 
Green  Mountains,"  "Gant  Gurley,"  "  Centeola,"  and  other  tales.] 

It  seems  to  be  universally  conceded  that  the  first  settlers 
of  Vermont  were  men  of  an  iron  mold  and  of  an  indomitable 
spirit.  And  it  is  no  less  true,  we  apprehend,  that  with  corpo- 
real frames  unusually  large  and  muscular,  and  constitutions 
peculiarly  robust  and  enduring,  they  possessed,  also,  intelli- 
gence and  mental  energies  which,  considering  what  might  natu- 
rally be  expected  of  men  of  their  condition  in  life,  and  their 
situation  in  a  wilderness,  affording  none  of  the  ordinary  means 
of  intellectual  culture,  were  equally  remarkable.  The  proof  of 
these  assertions  is  to  be  abundantly  found,  we  think,  in  the 
unequaled  stand  taken  by  them  for  their  rights  in  their  memo- 
rable controversy  with  New  York,  and  in  the  multiplied  docu- 
ments that  grew  out  of  it  in  the  shape  of  resolves  and  decrees 
of  conventions,  addresses  to  the  people,  memorials  and  remon- 
strances to  the  governor  of  that  province,  and  to  the  British 
throne  itself,  all  drawn  up  with  great  clearness  and  cogency  of 
reasoning,  and  evincing  a  knowledge  of  natural  and  constitu- 
tional rights  in  a  people  among  whom  law,  as  a  profession,  was 
then  entirely  unknown,  which  are  generally  to  be  found  only  in 
the  courts  and  councils  of  old  and  highly  civilized  countries. 
And  even  were  these  testimonials  to  their  character  wholly 
wanting,  ample  evidence  that  they  were  a  generation  of  no 
ordinary  men  may  still  be  seen  in  the  scattered  remnant  of  this 
noble  band  of  heroes  yet  lingering  among  us,  like  the  few  and 
aged  pines  on  their  evergreen  mountains,  and,  though  now 
bowed  down  by  the  weight  of  nearly  a  century  of  years,  exhib- 
iting frames  which  would  almost  seem  to  indicate  them  as  men 
belonging  to  another  race,  and  which  are  still  animated  by  the 
light  of  wisdom  and  intelligence  and  warmed  by  the  unconquer- 
able spirit  of  freedom  yet  burning  unwasted  within  them. 

Those  who  have  treated  on  this  subject,  when  alluding  to 
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the  facts  we  have  stated,  have  generally  coupled  them  with 
observations  upon  the  invigorating  effects  of  mountain  air, 
etc.,  leaving  us  to  infer  that  these  peculiarities  of  the  early 
settlers  were  attributable  only  to  such  causes.  It  is,  indeed, 
doubtless  the  case,  that  the  wild  scenery  and  the  pure,  elastic 
air  of  mountainous  countries  are  the  most  favorable,  under  the 
same  degree  of  culture,  to  the  formation  of  the  highest  grade 
of  physical  as  well  as  moral  and  intellectual  character — impart- 
ing, in  the  one  instance,  that  health  and  peculiar  vigor  which 
brings  the  human  system  to  all  the  perfection  that  it  is  capable  of 
attaining,  and,  in  the  other,  engendering,  with  firmness  of  nerves 
and  firmness  of  purpose,  the  usual  attendants  of  great  bodily  pow- 
ers, a  healthy  and  high-toned  imagination  and  those  lofty  aspi- 
rations that  exalt  the  character  and  prompt  to  great  and  noble 
actions.  But  whatever  influence  the  peculiar  climate  and  scenery 
of  this  Switzerland  of  America,  as  Vermont  may,  perhaps,  be  ap- 
propriately termed,  may  have  had,  in  this  respect,  on  the  descend- 
ants of  these  hardy  settlers,  little  of  this  influence,  probably, 
would  have  been  perceptible  on  the  settlers  themselves  ;  they, 
it  must  be  recollected,  were  not  natives  of  these  mountains, 
but  recent  emigrants  from  other  New  England  colonies.  And 
whatever  peculiarities  they  possessed  must  mainly  have  origi- 
nated in  other  causes  —  from  the  very  nature  of  the  enter- 
prise, probably,  which  brought  them  together,  that  of  settling  a 
wild  and  rough  frontier  country,  known  to  be  attended  by  a 
thousand  difficulties  and  hardships  and  beset  by  a  thousand 
dangers,  in  which  men  of  ordinary  stamina  would  never  think 
of  engaging.  They,  indeed,  may  be  looked  upon  in  the  light 
of  picked  men,  or  more  rightly,  perhaps,  in  that  of  volunteers, 
stepping  boldly  and  confidently  forth  for  some  extraordinary 
enterprise,  of  which  the  hazard  and  difficulty  are  so  great  that 
nothing  but  an  uncommon  union  of  courage  and  strength  can 
accomplish  it,  and  of  which  the  success,  or  even  the  attempt,  it 
may  be,  furnishes  the  best  evidence  of  these  qualities  in  those 
who  voluntarily  enlist  in  the  undertaking.  And  as  regards  the 
intelligence  and  mental  character  of  these  settlers,  their  educa- 
tions were  generally  equal  to  those  usually  received  among  the 
better  classes  of  the  old  settlements  where  they  were  obtained, 
and  superior,  probably,  to  what  the  same  were  able  to  furnish 
to  their  immediate  descendants.  And  this  fact,  together  with 
the  emergencies  which  not  only  called  all  the  energies  of  their 
minds  into  action,  but  constantly  improved  them,  and  enlarged 
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their  information  by  the  investigations  they  were  induced  to 
niake  for  the  successful  prosecution  of  their  cause  in  the  New 
York  controversy,  will  sufficiently  account  for  their  intellectual 
superiority  over  the  ordinary  settlers  of  other  new  countries. 

With  these  observations,  here  thrown  in  by  way  of  showing 
our  warrant  for  many  of  the  descriptions  of  character  which  we 
have  introduced,  and  which  we  thought  it  not  impossible  might 
otherwise  subject  us  to  the  charge  of  indulging  in  improbabili- 
ties, we  will  now  proceed  with  the  incidents  of  our  story. 

The  morning  of  the  9th  of  May  broke  brightly  upon  the 
encampment  of  our  troops  at  Castleton,  disclosing  to  the  view, 
now  for  the  first  time,  an  organized  band  of  about  three  hun- 
dred as  brave  and  hardy  men  as  ever  assembled  for  deeds  of 
daring  and  danger.  Of  this  number  more  than  three  fourths 
were  Green  Mountain  Boys.  The  remainder  were  men  col- 
lected from  the  nearest  parts  of  Massachusetts  and  Connecti- 
cut, and  led  on  by  several  enterprising  militia  officers  of  these 
colonies,  who  had  actively  cooperated  in  getting  up  the  expe- 
dition. A  council  had  been  held  the  night  previous,  for  the 
purpose  of  organizing  these  united  forces,  which  had  been 
dropping  in  irregularly  through  the  day  and  a  greater  part  of 
the  night,  and  also  for  making  all  other  necessary  arrange- 
ments to  march  for  their  destination  the  following  morning. 
At  this  council  Ethan  Allen  had  been  unanimously  appointed 
the  commander  in  chief  of  the  expedition.  Colonel  Easton, 
one  of  the  Massachusetts  officers,  was  placed  second  in  com- 
mand. And  the  third  grade  was  assigned  to  Warrington  ; 
while  Selden,  in  making  the  subordinate  appointments,  was 
raised  to  the  post  of  captain  to  supply  the  place  left  vacant 
by  the  promotion  of  his  superior.  Even  our  friend  Pete  Jones, 
though  now  absent,  was  not  forgotten  in  the  distribution  of 
honors,  but  named  to  take  charge  of  the  scouts,  provided  he 
joined  the  expedition.  All  these  arrangements  having  been 
made  the  night  before,  as  just  stated,  the  troops  by  sunrise 
had  breakfasted,  and  were  now  under  arms  and  undergoing  a 
review  preparatory  to  marching.  All  ^v^ere  in  high  spirits  and 
animated  at  the  thought  of  being  immediately  led  to  the  im- 
portant object  of  their  enterprise.  Their  gallant  leader,  now 
dressed  and  equipped  in  a  manner  appropriate  to  his  rank,  and 
mounted  on  his  own  noble  charger,  was  riding  proudly  along 
their  imposing  front  —  now  pausing  to  give  some  directions  to 
an  officer,  now  to  inspect  the  equipments  of  a  company,  and 
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now  backing  his  curveting  steed  to  take  a  view  of  the  whole  ; 
while  his  towering  form  seemed  to  dilate,  and  rise  still  higher 
to  the  view,  his  bosom  heave  with  pride,  and  his  eyes  glisten 
with  delight,  as  they  ran  along  the  lines  of  his  stout  and  broad- 
chested  Green  Mountain  Boys,  and  read  in  their  hardy  features, 
lit  up  with  enthusiasm,  and  eagerness  for  action  in  a  cause 
which  every  man  had  made  his  own,  the  same  high  resolves, 
the  same  burning  desires  to  signalize  themselves,  that  animated 
his  own  bosom. 

At  this  moment  a  stranger,  who,  with  a  single  attendant  in 
the  capacity  of  a  servant,  had  but  a  short  time  before  arrived, 
came  on  to  the  ground  and  took  a  conspicuous  stand  in  front  of 
the  troops.  He  was  of  about  the  middle  age,  stout,  well  made, 
and  handsomely  featured,  while  a  Roman  nose,  a  thin,  curling  lip, 
and  a  black,  flashing  eye,  with  the  peculiarly  contemptuous  and 
even  sinister  expression  and  reckless  air  which  they  combined 
to  give  his  countenance,  denoted  no  ordinary  degree  of  self- 
esteem  and  a  fiery  and  impetuous  disposition.  He  was  richly 
and  fashionably  dressed,  and  wore  a  sword,  epaulet,  and  other 
insignia  usually  worn  b}'  field  officers  of  the  times. 

"  Captain  Blagden,"  said  Selden,  turning  to  a  Connecticut 
officer  near  him,  and  pointing  to  the  stranger  just  described, 
"  can  you  inform  me  who  that  proud  and  scornful-looking  fellow 
yonder  may  be?  He  belongs  not  to  us  of  the  Green  Mountains ; 
nor  does  he  appear  to  have  any  connection  with  the  troops  from 
Massachusetts,  or  with  those  from  your  own  colony ;  and  yet 
his  demeanor  and  showy  military  appendages  would  lead  one 
to  suppose  that  he  came  here  to  take  command  of  the  whole 
of  us." 

"  I  have  been  looking  at  the  man  myself,"  replied  the  person 
addressed,  "and,  though  not  quite  certain,  yet  I  believe  I  know 
him.  I  think  he  must  be  one  whom  I  well  knew  when  we  were 
boys,  and  of  whose  singular  career  I  have  since  been  often  in- 
formed. And,  if  my  conjectures  are  right,  his  name  is  Arnold, 
Benedict  Arnold  of  New  Haven." 

"  But  what  do  you  imagine  has  brought  him  here  with  these 
apparent  assumptions  ?  " 

"  Well,  now  I  bethink  me,  sir,  I  remember  that  the  day  I 
left  home  a  townsman  of  mine,  who  had  just  returned  from  New 
Haven,  reported  that,  when  the  news  of  the  battle  of  Lexington 
arrived  at  that  place,  Captain  Arnold,  who  is  the  commander  of 
an  independent  company  there,  started  with  several  other  mill- 
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tary  men  posthaste  for  the  scene  of  action.  And  as  he  is  said 
to  be  a  good  officer,  having  been  a  soldier  in  the  army  (into 
which  he  ran  away  and  enlisted  in  his  youth),  I  should  not  be 
surprised  to  learn  that  he  had  received  a  commission  from  the 
Massachusetts  Committee  of  Safety.  And,  further,  as  he  was 
stationed,  while  a  boy  soldier,  at  Ticonderoga,  and  knows, 
doubtless,  considerable  of  its  situation,  I  will  hazard  a  bottle 
with  you,  Captain  Selden,  that  he  has  craved  and  obtained  per- 
mission of  that  committee  to  take  charge  of  the  troops  which 
they  probably  heard  were  collecting  for  this  expedition." 

"  Aha  !  Colonel  Allen,  I  imagine,  will  have  a  word  to  say 
to  that  bargain.  It  would  fairly  break  his  heart  to  be  deprived 
of  the  chance  of  receiving  the  first  charge  of  grape  or  canister 
that  shall  salute  us  from  the  wide-mouthed  war  dogs  of  Old  Ti. 
And  if  your  surmises  are  correct,  a  collision,  I  fear,  is  unavoid- 
able unless  Mr.  Arnold  should,  as  I  think  he  certainly  ought, 
waive  his  pretensions  to  the  command." 

"  A  collision  it  will  be,  then  ;  for  Arnold,  it  is  said,  was 
never  yet  known  to  yield  to  anything  when  his  purposes  were 
fixed.  A  more  reckless  dare-devil,  I  suppose,  never  trod  the 
footstool.  Why,  sir,  when  we  were  but  boys,  I  have  known 
him  spring  upon  a  large  water  wheel  in  full  motion,  grasp  one 
of  its  arms,  with  his  head  toward  the  circumference,  and  there 
remain  till  he  had  been  dashed  through  the  backwater  beneath 
during  forty  revolutions !  I  have  known  him,  single-handed, 
seize  and  overcome  a  mad  ox,  which  had  broken  away  from  and 
nearly  killed  a  dozen  men.  One  or  more  duels  he  has  fought 
abroad  ;  while  scores  of  bullies  have  been  cudgeled  and  con- 
quered by  him  about  home.  Indeed,  if  one  half  that  is  told  of 
him  is  true,  the  wild  bulls  of  Bashan  had  not  a  spirit  more 
untamable,  nor  scarcely  more  bodily  strength  to  back  it." 

"  All  that  may  be,  sir,  but  those  who  know  Ethan  Allen  will 
laugh  at  the  very  idea  of  there  being  found  a  man  in  New  Eng- 
land who  can  outdo  him  in  feats  of  either  strength  or  courage. 
And  when  they  tell  you,  as  they  truly  may,  that  they  have  seen 
him  bite  off  the  heads  of  board  nails  by  dozens,  seize  by  his 
teeth  and  throw  over  his  head  bags  containing  each  a  bushel  of 
salt,  as  fast  as  two  men  could  bring  them  round  to  him  ;  grasp 
two  opponents  who  had  beset  him,  one  in  each  hand,  and,  lift- 
ing them  clear  off  the  ground,  hold  them  out  at  arm's  length 
and  beat  them  together  till  they  cried  for  mercy  ;  engage  alone 
with  a  York  sheriff  and  his  posse  of  six  common  men,  rout  the 
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■whole,  and  leave  them  sprawling  on  the  ground,  you  will  prob- 
ably allow  that  such  a  man  will  not  be  very  likely  to  succumb 
to  your  hero.  Let  this  Arnold  but  offer  to  assume  the  com- 
mand, and,  unless  I  am  sadly  mistaken,  you  will  see  what  kind 
of  stuff  our  old  Green  Mountain  lion  is  made  of.  But  see  1 
the  fellow  is  beckoning  the  officers  to  approach  him.  Let  us 
move  up  to  the  spot  and  hear  what  he  has  to  offer  on  the 
occasion." 

Understanding  and  heeding  the  intimation  of  the  stranger 
officer,  who  was,  indeed,  no  other  than  Benedict  Arnold,  after- 
ward so  infamously  conspicuous  in  the  annals  of  our  revolution, 
most  of  the  officers,  including  Allen,  who  had  dismounted  for 
the  purpose,  immediately  advanced  and  formed  an  irregular 
line  before  him. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  he,  with  a  perfectly  assured  and  confi- 
dent air,  after  waiting  till  all  had  approached  and  assumed  a 
listening  attitude,  "  I  am  personally  unknown,  I  presume,  to 
most,  or  all  of  you,  but  having  been  clothed  with  the  proper 
authority,  and  directed  to  proceed  to  this  place  for  the  purpose, 
I  have  the  honor  to  announce  myself  to  you  as  the  commander 
of  this  expedition  ;  consequently,  it  is  now  my  duty  to  take 
charge  of  these  troops." 

"  Sir,"  said  Allen,  taking  a  step  in  advance  of  his  fellow- 
officers,  placing  his  arms  akimbo,  and  turning  up  his  ear,  as  if 
the  better  to  catch  the  words  of  the  speaker,  whom  he  eyed 
askance  with  a  look  of  queerly  blended  doubt  and  scorn :  "  Sir, 
did  I  hear  aright  ?  Did  you  say  that  you  thought  it  your  duty 
to  take  charge  of  these  troops  ?  " 

"  I  did,  sir,  and  still  so  consider  it,"  replied  Arnold,  rather 
restively. 

"  Do  you,  indeed,  sir,"  rejoined  Allen,  with  a  look  of  cool 
derision.  "  Then  it  was  altogether  a  mistake  of  mine  in  sup- 
posing that  the  reverse  of  your  proposition  would  have  made 
out  a  more  probable  case  ?  " 

"  I  know  not  what  you  mean,"  said  Arnold,  his  voice  trem- 
bling with  stifled  anger  at  the  biting  significance  of  the  other's 
remark.  "  You  may  learn,  however,  that  I  am  not  a  person  to 
be  trifled  with,  sir." 

"  Well,  I  can't  pretend  to  say  what  or  who  you  are  not," 
replied  Allen,  waxing  warm,  and  giving  token  of  a  direct 
onset,  "  but  I  should  like  to  know  who  the  devil  you  are  that 
come  here  from  another   colony  to  take  the  control   of  men 
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who  now  own  allegiance  to  no  power  short  of  that  of  the  God 
of  heaven  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  Arnold,"  replied  the  other,  biting  his  lips  in 
suppressed  rage,  "  and  I  hold  a  commission  of  colonel,  with  the 
orders  I  named,  from  the  Massachusetts  Committee  of  Safety. 
There  !  examine  it  for  yourselves !  "  he  added,  pulling  out  a 
parchment  and  disdainfully  hurling  it  at  their  feet. 

The  roll  was  instantly  picked  up  and  attentively  examined 
by  several  of  the  officers,  while  Arnold  stood  aloof  in  con- 
temptuous silence,  scarcely  deigning  to  bestow  a  glance  on  the 
company  thus  engaged.  It  indeed  proved,  as  he  had  stated,  a 
colonel's  commission  from  the  source  above  mentioned,  inclos- 
ing another  document  signed  by  the  same  Committee,  author- 
izing Arnold  to  raise  troops  in  Massachusetts  or  elsewhere,  to 
the  number  of  four  hundred,  and  march  them  for  the  reduction 
of  Ticonderoga. 

"  Now,  sir,  where  is  your  commission  ?  I  should  like  to  see 
it  in  turn,"  said  Arnold,  addressing  Allen,  and  advancing 
with  an  air  of  triumph,  as  soon  as  the  examination  of  his  cre- 
dentials, which  he  supposed  must  silence  all  further  question 
of  the  right  he  had  assumed,  was  completed. 

"  My  commission  ?  "  promptly  replied  Allen,  by  no  means 
disturbed  by  this  unexpected  demand,  though  in  fact  he  had 
no  paper  commission  to  show,  as  the  council  appointing  him 
had  not  deemed  such  an  instrument  essential ;  "  where  is  my 
commission,  do  you  ask  ?  There,  sir  I  "  he  continued,  point- 
ing to  his  troops,  who,  understanding  Arnold's  claim  to  take 
command  of  them,  already  began  to  exhibit  visible  tokens  of 
displeasure  at  the  thought  of  having  their  idolized  leader 
superseded  by  a  stranger,  "  there,  sir,  it  is,  engraven  on  the 
hearts  of  these  two  hundred  and  thirty  Green  Mountain  Boys  ! 
Trace  it  out  there  for  yourself !  Read  it  in  their  eyes,  in  every 
lineament  of  their  countenances  !  And  if  that  is  not  enough 
for  you,  then  ask  them  whether  Ethan  Allen,  who  is  getting 
gray  in  their  service,  is  to  be  thrust  aside  for  a  commander 
whom  they  have  never  before  seen  ?  " 

"  Never  !  no,  never  !  "  fiercely  burst  from  a  hundred  lips 
along  the  lines,  while  many  indignantly  threw  down  their  arms, 
and  all,  either  by  word,  look,  or  gesture,  gave  unequivocal 
indication  of  their  determination  to  allow  no  man  to  usurp  the 
place  of  their  chosen  leader. 

The  countenance  of  Arnold,  with  all  his  assurance,  instantly 
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fell  at  so  decided  and  to  liim  so  unexpected  a  manifestation  of 
the  disposition  of  the  troops  ;  and  he  bit  his  lips  in  vexation 
and  mortified  pride  at  his  defeat. 

At  this  crisis  of  the  affair  Warrington,  fearing  in  common 
with  the  other  officers  tliat  the  altercation  might  prove  ruinous 
to  the  enterprise,  stepped  forward  and  interposed.  He  first 
respectfully,  and  in  a  manner  calculated  to  soothe  the  irritated 
feelings  of  Arnold,  set  forth  the  doubtfulness  of  his  right,  even 
under  the  instructions  and  commission  he  had  received,  to  as- 
sume the  command  of  troops  who  had  not  been  enlisted  by  him, 
but  who  had  volunteered  without  any  knowledge  of  him  or  his 
instructions,  and  with  the  implied  condition  that  they  should 
be  left  to  the  choice  of  their  own  leaders.  He  then  appealed 
to  him  as  a  gentleman,  a  patriot,  and  friend  to  the  common 
cause,  whether  he  would  do  well  to  insist  on  his  claim,  since 
doing  so,  as  he  must  see,  would  prove  destructive  of  their  ex- 
pedition. This  courteous  and  well-timed  appeal,  which  opened 
a  door  by  which  Arnold  might  honorably  retreat  from  his  awk- 
ward position,  seemed  to  produce  on  his  mind  an  instantaneous 
effect.  The  dark  and  angry  frown  which  had  settled  on  his 
countenance  gave  way  to  a  bright  and  cheerful  look.  With 
one  hand  he  instantly  tore  the  epaulets  from  his  shoulders, 
while  with  the  other  he  drew  his  sword  and  threw  it  on  the 
ground,  gallantly  exclaiming :  — 

"  Gentlemen,  I  most  cheerfully  waive  all  pretensions  to  the 
command,  which  of  right,  I  am  now  convinced,  belongs  to  the 
brave  leader  of  the  far-famed  Green  Mountain  Boys.  But  as  to 
going  with  you  on  this  glorious  enterprise,  it  is  a  privilege  which, 

by ,  I  won't  relinquish  !     Gentlemen,  will  you  furnish  me 

with  a  common  musket  and  accept  me  as  a  volunteer  soldier  of 
your  gallant  band  ?  " 

Allen  appeared  to  be  taken  completely  aback  by  this  sudden 
declaration  of  Arnold.  His  naturally  forgiving  and  noble  dis- 
position and  quick  feelings  were  instantly  touched  with  this 
mark  of  magnanimity,  as  unexpected  to  him  as  it  was  remark- 
able in  the  man,  being  the  most  striking,  and  perhaps  the  only 
instance  of  the  kind  ever  displayed  by  this  brave  but  unprin- 
cipled officer  in  his  whole  public  career. 

"Done  like  a  man,  by  Jove  I  "  exclaimed  the  chivalrous 
leader  of  the  Green  Mountain  Boys,  advancing  and  cordially 
proffering  the  other  his  hand,  while  the  tears  of  admiring  and 
grateful  emotion  fairly  started  out  on  to  his  brawny  cheeks. 
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"Done  like  a  man  and  a  hero  !  Here,  God  bless  you,  give  us 
your  fist !  There  is  about  the  right  kind  of  stuff  in  you,  after 
all,  my  friend.  Will  you  accept  the  post  of  my  aid-de-camp, 
with  the  rank  your  commission  gives  you  ?  " 

"  Most  cheerfully,  sir,"  replied  the  flattered  Arnold,  waving 
his  hand  with  easy  and  graceful  courtesy. 

"  Pick  up  your  sword  and  badges,  then,  sir,"  resumed  Allen. 
"  Call  for  your  horse,  and  we  will  on  togethei ,  like  brothers, 
in  the  cause  of  God  and  the  people.  Officers  and  soldiers  ! " 
he  continued,  in  a  loud  and  cheering  voice,  that  rung  like  a 
deep-toned  trumpet  far  and  wide  over  field  and  forest  around, 
while  he  sprang  upon  his  impatient  charger  and  waved  his 
sword  on  high  ;  "  prepare  to  march !  Ethan  Allen  still  com- 
mands you.  Peace  is  in  the  camp,  the  Lord  on  our  side,  and 
victory  before  us  !     Forward,  march  !  " 

Three  loud  and  lively  cheers  told  the  satisfaction  of  the  men 
at  this  double  announcement ;  and  in  another  moment,  the 
whole  corps,  wheeling  off  to  the  brisk  and  stirring  notes  of 
shrieking  fife  and  rattling  drum,  were  sweeping  down  the  road 
in  full  march  toward  the  object  of  their  destination. 

The  route  of  the  troops  was  along  the  military  road  which, 
in  the  French  war  of  1759,  had  been  opened  from  Charleston  on 
Connecticut  River,  p.cross  the  Green  Mountains,  to  Lake  Cham- 
plain,  by  a  New  Hampshire  regiment  acting  under  the  orders 
of  General  Amherst.  This  road,  leading  directly  through 
Castleton  and  taking  a  northerly  direction,  branched  off  within 
a  few  miles  of  the  lake,  one  fork  running  down  to  the  shore 
opposite  to  Ticonderoga  and  the  other  proceeding  onward  to 
Crown  Point.  Although  this,  at  the  period,  was  perhaps  the 
best  road  in  the  settlement,  still  it  was  little  more  than  a  roughly 
cut  path  through  the  wilderness,  abounding  at  this  season  with 
deep  sloughs,  fallen  trees,  and  other  obstacles  calculated  to  pre- 
vent much  expedition  in  traveling.  But  such  was  the  spirit  and 
constitutional  vigor  of  the  men  that  a  march  of  four  or  five 
hours  brought  them  over  half  the  distance  from  their  late  ren- 
dezvous to  their  destined  landing  on  the  lake,  the  former  place 
being  about  thirty  miles  from  the  latter.  They  had  now  for 
several  miles  been  passing  through  a  heavy  unbroken  forest, 
and  the  mounted  officers,  riding  a  short  distance  in  advance  of  the 
men,  were  anxiously  looking  forward  for  a  clearing,  or  some 
suitable  place  to  halt  for  a  midday  refreshment. 

"  There,"  said  Allen,  turning  to  his  companions,  as  the  sound 
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of  a  falling  tree  came  booming  through  the  forest  from  a  dis- 
tance, "  did  you  hear  that  ?  We  are  nearly  through  these  end- 
less woods  at  last,  it  seerns." 

"  Is  that  so  clearly  proved  by  the  falling  of  a  tree  ?  "  asked 
Arnold,  who  was  but  little  of  a  woodsman.  "  Old  trees,  I 
thought,  like  old  men,  often  fell  without  human  agency." 

"True,  sir,"  rejoined  Allen,  "but  human  agency  brought 
that  tree  to  the  ground  ;  and  it  stood  beside  some  opening,  too, 
or  I  will  agree  to  be  reckoned,  like  the  prophets  of  old,  mthout 
honor  in  my  own  country." 

"  Colonel  Allen  is  right,"  observed  Warrington.  "  The  fall- 
ing of  a  green  tree  always  produces  a  dull,  heavy,  lumbering 
sound,  such  as  we  just  heard,  occasioned  by  the  air  it  gathers, 
or,  more  properly  perhaps,  disturbs  in  its  course  ;  wliile  the 
sound  of  a  dry  tree  in  falling  is  sharper,  and  comes  with  a 
single  jar  to  the  ear.  That  this  tree  stood  near  an  opening  is 
sufficiently  evident  from  the  echoes  that  followed  the  sound, 
which,  in  this  flat  land,  could  only  be  produced  by  the  rever- 
berating woods  wall  of  an  opening.  Yes,  the  colonel  is  cor- 
rect :  I  can  now  hear  the  chopper's  blows  quite  distinctly." 

The  falling  of  another  tree  in  the  same  direction  here  inter- 
rupted the  conversation ;  while  the  axman's  blows,  sounding  in 
the  distance,  and  in  the  tranquil  medium  through  which  they 
were  conveyed  to  the  ear,  like  the  ticking  of  a  clock  in  the 
stillness  of  night,  could  now  plainly  be  heard  by  all.  In  two 
or  three  moments  a  third  tree  came  thundering  to  the  earth. 
Another  and  yet  another  followed  at  equally  brief  intervals — 
the  noise  attending  each  successive  fall,  as  well  as  that  of  the 
fast  repeating  blows  of  the  chopper,  who  was  causing  such 
destruction  among  the  sturdy  tenants  of  the  forest,  all  growing 
more  loud  and  distinct  as  the  party  approached. 

"There  must  be  more  than  one  of  them,"  observed  Colonel 
Easton,  "  to  level  so  large  trees  at  that  rapid  rate." 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  Warrington ;  "  the  regular  and  non- 
interfering  sounds  of  those  blows  indicate  but  one  axman. 
You  have  not  witnessed  so  much  of  the  execution  of  which  our 
Green  Mountain  Boys  are  capable  as  I  trust  you  will  within 
twenty-four  hours,  colonel.  At  all  events,  the  fate  of  a  tree 
under  the  sinewy  arms  of  one  of  them  is  very  soon  decided." 

"  This  fellow,  however,"  remarked  Allen,  "  does  indeed  lay  to 
it  with  a  will.  I  think  he  must  make  a  good  soldier  ;  and  as 
such  he  shall  go  with  us,  if  of  the  right  way  of  thinking,  if  not, 
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as  a  prisoner  ;  for  it  behooves  us  now  to  know  pretty  well  the 
character  of  every  man  who  is  permitted  to  remain  behind." 

The  party  now  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  man  who  had 
been  the  subject  of  their  conversation.  He  had  made  an  open- 
ing in  the  forest  of  about  two  acres,  which  he  was  rapidly 
enlarging.  Having  just  leveled  one  large  tree,  he  was  now 
bending  his  tall  frame  in  an  attack  upon  another,  a  giant  hem- 
lock standing  near  the  road,  and  had  struck  two  or  three  blows, 
sending  the  blade  of  his  ax  into  the  huge  circumference  up  to 
the  helve  at  every  stroke,  when  the  tramp  of  the  approaching 
party  reached  his  ear,  causing  him  to  suspend  and  look  around 
him. 

"As  I  live,  it  is  Pete  Jones  !  "  exclaimed  Warrington,  "just 
beginning  upon  his  new  pitch,  which  he  mentioned  to  us." 

"  Good  !  "  said  Allen,  "  I  am  glad  we  have  come  across  the 
droll  devil.  But  we  will  furnish  him  with  business  a  notch 
or  two  above  that  :  the  redcoats  need  leveling  a  cursed  sight 
more  than  the  trees,  at  this  crisis.  If  nothing  more,  he  shall 
lend  us  that  everlasting  long  body  of  his  for  a  ladder  to  scale 
the  walls  of  Old  Ti  !  Jupiter  !  if  Frederick  of  Prussia  had  a 
regiment  of  such  chaps,  how  the  fellow  would  brag  !  Hallo, 
there  !  "  he  added,  dashing  forward  toward  the  woodsman,  who 
stood  gazing  with  an  expression  of  quizzical  wonder,  now  at  the 
approaching  cavalcade  of  officers  near  by,  and  now  straining 
forward  his  long  neck  to  get  a.  view  of  the  lengthened  columns 
of  men,  just  beginning  to  make  their  appearance  in  the  dis- 
tance. 

"  Well,  hallo  it  is,  then,  colonel,  if  there's  nothing  better 
to  be  said,"  responded  Jones,  after  waiting  an  instant  to  see 
if  the  other  was  going  to  proceed.  "But  now  I  think  on't, 
colonel,  where  did  you  get  so  much  folks  ?  By  Jehu,  how 
they  string  along  yonder  !  Why,  there's  more  than  a  hundred 
slew  of  men  coming  !  And  then  what  pokerish-Iooking  tools 
they've  all  got !  Now  I  wonder  if  they  ain't  a  going  a  visiting 
over  to  Old  Ti,  or  somewheres  ?  " 

"  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  something  of  that  kind  should 
prove  the  case,"  replied  Allen,  laughing.  "  But  what  are  you 
about,  that  you  have  not  joined  us  in  the  proposed  visit  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  calculate  to  be  about  this  old  hemlock  till  I  get  it 
down,  colonel." 

"  Nonsense,  you  ninny  !  Why  were  you  not  up  to  Castle- 
ton  last  night  ?  " 


6976  THE  GREEN  MOUNTAIN  BOYS. 

"  Now,  don't  fret,  colonel  —  I  did  tliink  of  it,  honestly  ;  but 
knowing  you  must  all  come  this  way,  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  be  making  a  small  beginning  here  till  you  got  on.  And 
so  I  put  in  yesterday  a  little,  and  have  now  let  in  heaven's 
light  on  something  over  two  acres,  I  calculate.  But  if  you  are 
expecting  to  have  pretty  funny  times  of  it  over  there,  I  don't 
much  care  if  I  —  that  is,  I'll  think  of  it,  after  I  have  brought 
the  top  of  this  old  hemlock  a  little  lower " 

"Your  most  obedient.  Captain  Jones,"  gayly  exclaimed 
Warrington,  now  riding  up. 

"  Captain  of  what  ?  "  asked  Jones,  a  little  puzzled  to  know 
whether  he  was  to  receive  this  address  as  a  joke,  and  let  off 
one  of  his  own  in  return,  or  whether  something  serious  was 
intended  by  it  :  "  captain  of  what  ?  —  of  the  surveyor,  that  I 
sent  over  the  York  line  a  da}'-  or  two  ago,  by  a  gentle  touch 
with  my  foot  on  his  northerly  parts  ?  " 

"No,  seriously,  Jones,"  said  Allen,  "in  organizing  last 
night,  we  deemed  it  best  to  have  a  small  band  of  scouts,  of 
whom  you  were  fairly  voted  in  the  captain,  or  scout  master, 
if  you  like  the  name  better.  No  man  in  the  settlement  can 
go  before  you  in  performing  the  duties  of  this  post.  Will 
you,  without  more  words,  accept  it  and  join  us  ?  " 

"Can't  you  let  me  stop  to  cut  this  tree  down  first?  'T won't 
take  scarce  a  minute,  colonel." 

"  No,  the  men  are  at  hand.  We  did  think  to  find  a  spot  to 
halt  and  dine  here,  but  as  I  see  neither  place  nor  water,  we 
must  on  till  we  find  them.  How  soon  shall  we  meet  with  such 
a  place  ?  " 

"  Let  me  see,  as  the  blind  man  said.  Oh  !  there  is  a  cute 
little  beauty  of  a  brook,  with  smooth  banks,  that's  just  your 
sorts,  not  half  a  mile  ahead." 

"  Fall  in  here  with  the  troops  then.  But  where  is  your 
rifle?'* 

"  Hard  by  there,  under  a  log,"  replied  Pete.  "  I'll  warrant 
you  never  catch  me  far  separated  from  old  Trusty,  with  a  good 
store  of  bullets  to  go  on  such  errands  as  she  and  I  have  a  mind 
to  send  them.  Well,  old  ax,"  he  added,  in  an  undertone,  as  he 
took  up  the  implement  to  which  he  seemed  addressing  himself, 
and  carried  it  round  to  the  back  side  of  the  tree,  "  the  colonel 
thinks  it  best  that  you  and  I  should  bid  each  other  good-by  for 
a  short  time  ;  and  there  !  you  may  sit  in  that  nook  between 
those  two  roots  till  I  come  back  again. 
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"  So  now  in  the  wars  I  go,  I  go, 
All  for  to  go  a  sodjering. 

Trol,  lol,  lol  de  larly." 

And  thus,  in  the  prompt  spirit  of  the  times,  and  with  the 
characteristic  sang-froid  of  the  man,  this  jolly  and  fearless 
woodsman,  drawing  out  his  rifle  from  under  an  old  log  and 
cheerily  trolling  the  above-quoted  catch  of  some  homely  old 
song  with  a  ciiorus  of  his  own  making,  fell  into  the  ranks  of 
the  troops  then  passing,  having  left  his  favorite  ax,  for  which 
he  seemed  to  have  contracted  a  sort  of  fellow-feeling,  standing 
behind  the  tree  on  which  we  found  him  engaged,  where  it  was 
destined  to  remain  unregarded  by  its  owner  during  a  great  part 
of  the  Revolutionary  War  —  and  where,  on  returning,  after 
many  years  of  hardship  and  danger,  spent  in  bravely  battling 
for  his  country's  freedom,  he  found  it  in  the  same  place  and 
position,  safe  and  uninjured,  except  in  the  thick  coat  of  rust 
that  had  gathered  over  it  —  an  incident  of  olden  times  well 
known  as  an  historical  fact  by  many  in  that  section  of  the 
country  where  it  occurred. 

The  spot  described  by  Jones  being  found  and  appropriated, 
the  troops  partook  of  a  dinner  from  the  provisions  of  their 
packs,  after  which  they  were  allowed  an  hour's  rest,  which 
was  enlivened,  as  they  were  seated  along  the  mossy  banks  of 
the  gurgling  rivulet,  with  song,  tale,  and  jest,  till  the  deep 
recesses  of  the  forest  rang  with  the  sounds  of  their  merriment. 
While  the  officers,  who  were  seated  in  a  group  by  themselves, 
were  consulting  their  watches  and  awaiting  the  moment  set  by 
them  for  resuming  their  march,  a  horseman,  approaching  from 
the  west,  suddenly  rode  up,  dismounted,  and  stood  before  them. 

"Ah,  Phelps  !  "  exclaimed  Colonel  Allen,  springing  up  and 
shaking  the  newcomer  heartily  by  the  hand.  "Is  it  possible — 
a  spy  returned  unhung  from  a  British  fort?  Well,  sir,  what 
news  from  the  camp  of  the  Philistines  ?  " 

"Almost  everything  we  could  wish,  gentlemen,"  replied 
the  person  addressed,  a  Connecticut  gentleman  of  considerable 
shrewdness  and  address,  who  had  been  dispatched  a  day  or  two 
previous  to  go  over  to  the  fort,  enter  it  on  some  feigned  errand, 
and  gain  the  best  knowledge  of  its  situation  the  circumstances 
would  permit.  "  I  have  been  within  the  fort  —  mostly  over  the 
works  ;  stayed  there  last  night,  and  came  away  unsuspected  this 
morning." 
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Phelps  then  proceeded  to  give  an  account  of  the  manner  he 
had  effected  his  discoveries  at  the  fort  without  exciting  the 
suspicions  of  the  garrison  relative  to  the  object  of  his  visit ; 
how,  in  the  assumed  character  of  a  green  country  bumpkin,  he 
made  it  his  ostensible  errand  to  see  a  war  cannon,  and  also  the 
strange  man  that  shaved  other  men,  called  a  barber ;  how  the 
soldiers  laughed  at  his  pretended  ignorance,  and  the  officers, 
coming  to  see  the  green  Yankee,  amused  themselves  by  question- 
ing him  and  listening  to  his  replies,  at  which  they  were  amaz- 
ingly tickled,  and  then  ordered  a  twenty-four  pounder  to  be 
fired,  for  the  fun  of  witnessing  the  prodigious  fright  into  which 
the  report  appeared  to  throw  him.  And  finally,  having  induced 
him,  after  many  entreaties,  to  permit  the  barber  to  shave  him, 
how  they  all  stood  by  to  see  the  performance,  laughing  heartily 
at  the  wincing  and  woeful  countenances  he  assumed  and  the 
fears  he  pretended  of  having  his  throat  cut. 

After  finishing  his  diverting  description  of  this  part  of  his 
adventures,  he  detailed  with  great  accuracy  the  situation  of  the 
fortress,  the  names  and  grades  of  the  officers,  and  the  number  of 
the  garrison. 

"  But,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  in  conclusion,  "  there  is  one  ques- 
tion which  I  will  no  longer  delay  to  ask  you.  Have  you  made 
provision  for  boats  to  transport  the  troops  across  the  lake  ? 
There  is  not  a  single  craft  larger  than  a  skiff  on  this  side,  just 
now,  within  ten  miles  of  the  fort." 

"  God  forgive  me  the  oversight !  "  exclaimed  Allen.  "  "We 
must  instantly  set  measures  on  foot  for  repairing  it.  Douglass 
—  Lieutenant  Douglass,  step  forward  here  a  moment!  What 
boats  are  there  this  side  the  lake  to  the  north  of  this  ?  " 

"  An  excellent  scow  for  our  purpose  is  owned  by  the  Smiths, 
a  few  miles  this  side  of  Crown  Point,"  replied  the  blue-eyed  and 
broad-shouldered  descendant  of  his  Caledonian  namesakes,  step- 
ping promptly  forward  and  comprehending  at  a  glance  the  emer- 
gency that  produced  the  question. 

"  The  Smiths  ?  Good  !  They  are  with  us,  too,  in  heart,  and 
should  be  also  in  person,"  rejoined  the  colonel.  "  Well,  their 
scow  we  must  have  at  all  events.  And  you,  Douglass,  are  the 
very  man  to  go  and  get  it.     Will  )^ou  do  it  ?  " 

"I  am  the  very  man  who  is  willing  to  try,  Colonel  Allen," 
answered  the  other. 

"  And  can  you  reach  the  landing  against  Ti  with  it  by  nine 
o'clock  this  evening  ?  " 


THE   GREEN  MOUNTAIN  BOYS.  6979 

"  Hardly,  I  fear.     It  is  nearly  a  dozen  miles.     But  I'll  do 
my  best,  colonel." 

"  Go,  then,  as  if  the  devil  kicked  you  on  end.  The  salvation 
of  our  project  may  depend  upon  your  getting  back  in  season. 
But  stay  !  We  must  have  more  boats  than  one.  To  the  south 
I  know  of  none.  Perhaps  you  may  meet  with  some  going  up 
or  down  the  lake  which  might  be  pressed  into  the  service ;  or, 
as  the  last  resort,  one  might  possibly  be  got  away  from  Crown 
Point  without  a  discovery  which  would  endanger  us.  Another 
man,  however,  will  be  wanted  for  any  of  these  purposes,  besides 
the  oarsmen  you  will  pick  up  on  your  way.  And  —  Jones! 
this  way  !  Have  you  heard  what  we  are  at  ?  Very  well.  You 
are  just  the  chap  to  go  on  this  haphazard  errand.  What  say 
you?     Can  you  bring  anything  to  pass  if  we  send  you  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  can't  exactly  say,  colonel,"  replied  Jones,  placing 
his  feet  astride  and  looking  up  with  one  eye  queerly  cocked  on 
his  interrogator,  while  the  other  was  tightly  closed.  "  I  ain't 
so  much  of  a  waterfowl  as  some ;  but  perhaps  I  mought  make 
fetch  come  a  little." 

"  Pack  up,  then,  and  be  off  with  Douglass  in  two  minutes ; 
and  remember,  both  of  you,  if  you  fail  us " 

"  Then  what  ?  "  asked  Jones,  suddenly  stopping  and  looking 
back.  "  I  don't  calculate  to  be  overparticular,  colonel,  but  if 
it  wouldn't  be  too  much  trouble  I  should  like  to  know  that 
before  we  start." 

"  You  shall  be  doomed  to  sit  forty  days  and  nights  in  sack- 
cloth and  ashes,"  humorously  said  Allen. 

"  By  Jonah  !  "  exclaimed  Pete,  "  the  boats  shall  be  there  by 
the  time,  colonel !  " 

While  the  latter  part  of  this  dialogue  was  going  on,  Warring- 
ton stood  with  his  back  to  the  company,  with  one  foot  on  a  log, 
busily  engaged  in  writing  with  his  pencil  on  a  blank  leaf  torn 
from  his  pocketbook  and  placed  on  his  knee. 

"  Aha,  my  lad  !  "  said  Allen,  in  a  playful  undertone,  as  he 
approached  the  former  and  significantly  placed  one  finger  on 
his  shoulder  ;  "  more  faith  now  than  when  we  two  were  lying 
on  the  hay  in  the  captain's  barn  waiting  for  our  rifles,  eh  ?  " 

"  I  really  wish  you  would  mind  your  own  business,  colonel," 
replied  Warrington,  with  affected  anger. 

"  Well,  well,"  resumed  Allen,  laughing,  "  send  it,  my  boy. 
Mars,  they  say,  never  prospers  so  well  as  when  he  has  Cupid 
in  Ms  train,  in  any  case.     But  with  such  a  piece  of   God's 
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handiwork  as  yours  to  incite  to  action  —  heavens !  if  the 
knights  of  old  had  been  blessed  with  such  ladyloves  they 
would  never  have  needed  to  carry  half  a  hundredweight  of 
old  iron  on  their  lubberly  carcasses  to  make  them  heroes." 

Stripping  off  their  coats  to  fit  them  for  a  rapid  march,  these 
athletic  and  resolute  woodsmen  now  seized  their  rifles,  took  a 
glance  at  the  sun  for  a  hasty  calculation  of  the  bearing  of  the 
course  to  be  taken  to  lead  them  to  their  proposed  destination, 
and,  plunging  into  the  woods,  were  soon  lost  to  the  sight  of 
their  companions. 

A  small  guard  was  then  sent  on  in  advance,  with  orders  to 
pick  up  and  detain  every  man  on  the  road  not  in  the  secret  of 
the  expedition.  Scouts,  to  range  the  woods  on  the  right  and 
left,  were  also  dispatched  for  the  same  purpose  ;  after  which  the 
main  body  of  the  forces  quietly  resumed  their  march  for  the  lake. 

Leaving  Allen  and  his  companions  in  arms  to  make  their 
way  to  the  lake  shore,  we  will  now,  by  way  of  marking  the 
progress  of  the  two  active  foresters  who  had  been  dispatched 
northward  for  boats,  change  the  scene,  for  a  short  time,  to  the 
quiet  residence  of  Captain  Hendee. 

It  was  a  little  past  sunset  on  the  evening  of  the  day  on 
which  the  events  last  described  transpired.  It  had  been  a  day 
of  unusual  stillness  in  the  northern  part  of  the  Grants.  The 
lively  sounds  of  the  plying  axmen,  which  were  usually  heard 
ringing  through  the  forests  in  every  direction,  were  all  hushed. 
The  women  went  a  visiting,  and  were  seen  to  whisper  in  the 
corners  apart  from  the  children.  The  boys  finished  their  tasks 
by  noon,  and  for  the  remainder  of  the  day  were  sauntering 
round  the  brooks  with  their  fishing  poles.  All  the  active  men 
had  disappeared,  —  though  no  one  mentioned  aloud  the  cause  of 
their  absence.  And  a  sort  of  Sabbath-day  quiet  and  inaction 
seemed  to  prevail  over  all  this  section  of  the  settlement.  Cap- 
tain Hendee  was  sitting  in  his  open  door,  enjoying  as  usual 
his  evening  pipe,  and  wrapped  in  that  placid  and  contempla- 
tive mood  to  which  this  indulgence  generally  disposes.  His 
daughter  was  seated  near  him  at  a  window  in  an  attitude 
equally  calm  and  contemplative,  though  engrossed  with  reflec- 
tions, probably,  of  a  far  different  nature  ;  for  her  fair  white 
hand  rested  on  a  small  volume  lying  on  the  window  sill  before 
her,  opened  upon  those  heart-melting  strains  of  the  hapless 
Eloise,  which  Pope,  that  master  of  rhyme  and  marrer  of  reason, 
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sung  with  such  seductive  sweetness  ;  and  her  tear-moistened 
eye  was  fixed,  pensively  and  unobservant,  on  the  slumbering 
waters  of  the  outspread  lake  ;  while  occasionally  a  gentle  sigh, 
betokening  the  inward  conflicts  of  hope  and  fear,  was  heaving 
her  snowy  bosom.  While  the  father  and  daughter  were  thus 
seated  and  their  minds  thus  absorbed  in  their  different  trains  of 
reflection,  their  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  the  sounds 
of  advancing  footsteps. 

"  By  all  the  saints  in  the  calendar  !  "  exclaimed  the  captain, 
after  gazing  an  instant  in  surprise  at  the  striking  proportions 
of  our  young  Anak  of  the  woods,  for  it  was  no  other  than  Pete 
Jones,  who,  at  the  distance  of  eight  or  ten  rods,  was  now  seen 
stalking  toward  the  house,  "what  a  cloud  biusher  is  there, 
Alma  !     Can  you  imagine  who  he  may  be  ?  " 

"No,  father,"  replied  Alma,  who  was  also  looking  at  the 
approaching  visitor  with  an  expression  of  mingled  wonder  and 
curiosity  ;  "  but  I  just  noticed  that  young  Tyler  and  Wilcox 
of  this  neighborhood  passed  beyond  the  barn  yonder,  and  I  con- 
clude that  this  man  is  some  friend  of  theirs.  They  are  prob- 
ably all  going  on  some  fishing  excursion.  The  man,  I  presume, 
wishes  to  get  a  little  fire  for  this  purpose." 

By  this  time  Jones  had  reached  the  door  in  which  the  cap- 
tain was  sitting. 

"  Good  evening  !  Will  you  walk  in,  sir  ?  "  said  the  latter 
in  an  indifferent  tone  and  without  moving,  as  if  he  expected 
the  other  would  decline  the  invitation  and  announce  his  errand 
at  his  door. 

"  Why,  yes,  I  may  as  well,"  replied  Jones,  offering  to  pass 
in,  without  appearing  to  notice  the  hesitating  and  inquiring 
look  of  the  captain,  who  now  at  once  yielded  the  space  to  his 
guest.  "  You  see  I  was  bred  to  manners,"  continued  the  woods- 
man, jocosely  bowing,  so  as  to  enable  him  to  enter  the  door. 

The  captain,  smiling  good-naturedly  at  the  remark,  handed 
Jones  a  chair,  took  another  himself,  and  waited  in  silence,  and 
with  the  same  expecting  air  as  before,  for  the  stranger  to  name 
his  business.  This,  however,  Jones  did  not  seem  ready  to  make 
known,  but  continued  sitting  in  silence,  with  a  puzzled  and 
undecided  air,  as  if  greatly  at  loss  what  to  say,  or  how  to  bring 
about  some  object  he  had  in  view,  now  glancing  at  the  captain, 
now  at  the  different  objects  about  the  room,  and  now  at  Miss 
Hendee,  on  whom  his  eyes  lingered  with  an  expression  of  un- 
feigned admiration. 
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"  Very  fine  weather,  this,"  remarked  the  captain  by  way  of 
breaking  the  silence,  which  he  seemed  to  think  was  becoming 
a  little  awkward. 

"  Very,  considering  the  times  and  the  state  of  the  nation," 
responded  Pete,  dryly,  and  with  tlie  manner  of  one  who  would 
show  that  he  is  too  busy  in  thought  to  engage  in  conversation. 

The  captain  then  made  some  other  commonplace  observa- 
tion, which  met  with  no  reply  of  any  kind  ;  when,  finding  him- 
self thus  defeated  in  every  attempt  to  draw  the  other  into 
conversation,  and  tired  of  waiting  for  him  to  name  his  errand, 
he  withdrew  his  attention  and  sunk  into  his  own  reveries. 

After  Jones  had  sat  awhile  longer  chewing  his  cud  of  per- 
plexity, a  change  appeared  suddenly  to  come  over  him.  A 
flash  of  intelligence  and  decision  lit  up  his  countenance.  And 
after  dropping  his  head  an  instant,  as  if  settling  the  details 
of  a  plan  which  he  appeared  to  have  hit  upon,  he  slowly  drew 
up  his  features  into  a  sober  and  troubled  air,  and  began  to 
catch  his  breath  and  shiver  all  over,  like  a  man  taken  with  an 
ague  fit.  He  then  rose,  tottled  across  the  floor  to  the  hearth, 
raked  open  the  fire,  and  spread  his  shaking  hands  over  the 
coals,  at  the  same  time  attempting  to  speak  as  he  observed  the 
eyes  of  the  captain  and  his  daughter  were  turned  ujoon  him 
with  a  look  of  lively  concern. 

"  Oh,  nev  —  never  mind  1  "  he  said,  articulating  with  great 
apparent  difficulty,  in  his  attempt  to  quiet  their  alarm  ;  "  'twill 
s  —  s  —  soon  be  o — o  —  over  now  —  though  the — the  —  these 
swamp  ag — ag  —  agues  are  bad  while  they  last.  You,  you 
don't  —  keep  —  keep  great  fires — here  —  I  —  I  —  I  see." 

"  We  will  have  one  in  a  moment,  my  friend,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, leaping  up  at  this  hint,  and  hobbling  out  of  doors  after 
wood  with  unwonted  activity. 

No  sooner  was  the  old  gentleman  fairly  out  of  sight  than 
Jones'  malady  entirely  disappeared.  He  quickly  drew  out  a 
billet,  and  turning,  tossed  it  into  the  lap  of  the  astonished 
Miss  Hendee. 

"  Here,  mum,"  said  he,  in  a  low,  confidential  tone,  "  there's 
no  time  to  be  polite  ;  but  read  that,  and  if  you  want  to  scrab- 
ble off  two  lines  or  so  in  answer,  contrive  to  get  it  into  my  old 
hat  there  on  the  table,  in  almost  no  time,  as  I'm  in  a  taking  of 
a  hurry.     But  stay,  where's  the  Indian  ?  " 

"He  has  gone  to  take  a  letter  for  me  to  Major  Skene's 
colored  man,  now  lying  with  his  boat  down  here  at  the  landing. 
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I  believe,"  replied  the  blushing  girl,  already  on  her  way  to  her 
apartment  to  read  and  answer  the  billet,  which  a  glance  at  the 
handwriting  told  her  was  from  her  accepted  lover. 

"  That's  lucky,"  said  Jones  ;  "  now  I  want  that  chap  to  go 
with  us.  We  have  got  a  trifling  chore  to  do  to-night  some- 
where in  the  neighborhood  of  Old  Ti.  Had  I  better  speak  to 
the  old  gentleman  about  his  going  or  not  ?  " 

"My  father  should  be  consulted,  and  yet "  answered 

Alma,  hesitating  lest  the  suggested  application  to  Captain 
Hendee  might  in  some  way  lead  to  a  discovery  of  her  own 
secret  —  "I  heard  him  promise  Neshobee's  services  to  Colonel 
Allen  for  such  an  emergency.  Perhaps  you  had  better  consult 
no  one  but  Neshobee  himself,  and  if  he  is  willing  to  go,  I  will 
stand  his  friend  in  defending  the  delinquency,  if  such  it  be." 

Captain  Hendee  now  returned  with  the  wood,  and  found 
Pete's  ague  much  as  he  had  left  it.  But  as  the  fire  blazed  up 
from  the  light  combustibles  which  had  been  thrown  on  to  it, 
the  attack  seemed  gradually  to  subside.  Meanwhile,  Alma 
had  retired,  read  the  brief  outpouring  of  her  lover's  heart,  and 
penned  in  answer  :  — 

From  my  heart  I  thank  you  for  your  kind  note.  All  as  yet 
remains  undiscovered — painful,  painful  exigency!  which  compels 
concealment  of  so  important  a  step  from  an  only  parent !  And  yet 
I  regret  not  my  troth ;  and  whatever  of  sorrow  it  may  cost  me,  I 
will  not  repine  at  the  fruit  of  a  tree  of  my  own  planting.  Heaven 
preserve  you,  my  very  dear  friend,  in  the  hour  of  peril,  and  crown 
with  success  your  efforts  in  the  cause  of  freedom. 

Yours,  but  too  truly, 

A.  H. 

By  the  time  Alma  had  completed  her  note  and  managed  on 
her  return  to  the  room  to  slip  it,  unobserved,  into  the  desig- 
nated place  of  deposit,  Jones  had  so  far  recovered  from  his 
pretended  indisposition  that  he  announced  himself  in  a  condi- 
tion for  proceeding  on  his  way.  And  taking  a  coal  of  fire 
between  a  couple  of  chips,  by  way  of  accounting  to  the  captain 
for  his  call,  and  stopping  a  moment  to  listen  to  the  sage  nos- 
trums recommended  by  his  host  to  prevent  the  recurrence  of 
his  ague,  he  departed  and  joined  his  two  newly  enlisted  asso- 
ciates, who  were  impatiently  awaiting  his  coming  in  the  adjoin- 
ing field.  It  being  now  sufficiently  dusk  to  prevent  all 
observation  from  the  opposite  garrison,  they  proceeded  imme- 
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diately  to  the  landing,  which  they  found  guarded  by  two  Green 
Mountain  Boys,  who,  making  fishing  their  ostensible  business, 
had  in  pursuance  of  the  arrangement  before  mentioned  closely 
watched  the  place  during  the  two  preceding  days.  Here  also 
they  met  Neshobee,  who  had  just  returned  in  a  skiff  from 
Major  Skene's  scow,  in  possession,  as  before  intimated,  of  a 
stout  negro,  who,  with  two  low,  sottish  fellows  under  his  com- 
mand, having  spent  that  day  at  the  fort  to  take  in  some  loading 
and  visit  the  soldiers  previous  to  starting  for  home,  as  they 
intended  to  do  the  next  morning,  had  come  over  just  at  night 
and  taken  a  fishing  station  near  the  landing.  Jones  and  his 
companions  hesitated  not  to  open  their  project  of  obtaining  this 
boat  to  Neshobee,  who  very  cheerfully  agreed  to  cooperate  with 
them  in  duping  the  negro,  and  to  assist  in  rowing  the  boat  up 
to  the  landing  where  they  were  to  be  met  by  Allen's  forces. 
The  boat  was  lying  about  a  dozen  rods  from  the  shore  ;  and 
Black  Jack,  as  he  was  called,  and  his  men,  having  pulled  up 
their  anchor,  were  now  on  the  point  of  putting  back  for  the 
fort,  when  the  party  on  shore,  their  plan  of  operations  being  all 
arranged,  hailed  the  black  commander  and  desired  him  to  haul 
up  to  the  landing. 

"  Who  the  debil  you,  who  want  me  do  all  dat  for  notting  ?  " 
replied  Jack,  in  a  swaggering,  consequential  tone. 

"  Oh,  pull  up  to  the  shore,"  said  Wilcox ;  "  there  are  three 
or  four  of  us  here  who  are  wishing  to  make  a  bargain  with 
you." 

"  Bargain,  hey?  you  shackaroons,  you  !  You  tink  for  play 
some  deblish  trick,  don't  you?  Guess  you  find  out  you  no 
catch  weasel  sleep  so  easy  as  all  dat  come  to !  "  responded  the 
negro,  chuckling  at  his  own  wit  and  sagacity. 

"  No,  now,  honestly,  Captain  Jack,"  rejoined  the  first  speaker, 
"  we  want  to  go  to  Shoreham  landing  to-night,  to  be  ready  to 
join  a  wolf  hunt  which  they  are  going  to  start  there  early  to- 
morrow morning." 

"  Gosh  all  firelock  !  "  exclaimed  the  black,  whose  opinion 
of  his  own  importance  was  greatly  raised  by  being  addressed 
as  captain  :  "  you  tink  I  row  my  boat  all  de  way  op  dar  in  de 
dark  jest  for  commodate  you?     No  !  see  you  all  dam  fus  !  " 

"  Now  you  are  too  bad,  captain  ;  but  you  won't  damn  our 
jug  of  old  Jamaica,  that  we  intended  to  offer  you  for  carrying 
us  up  there,  will  you  ?  "  said  the  other,  taking  a  jug  from  under 
his  coat  and  swinging  it  over  his  head,  so  that  the  black,  whose 
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taste  for  liquor  was  well  known  to  the  young  men,  might  catch 
a  view  of  it  in  the  twilig^ht. 

"  What  3' ou  say  dere  ?  "  eagerly  said  Jack,  stretching  for- 
ward his  neck  to  see  and  make  sure  of  the  existence  of  the 
tempting  implement. 

"  We  say,"  replied  the  former,  "  that  here  is  a  gallon  of  as 
good  rum  as  ever  run  down  your  throat,  which  is  at  your  service 
if  you  will  close  the  bargain.  Come,  give  us  your  answer,  for 
if  we  can't  make  a  trade  with  you,  we  must  be  off  for  a  boat 
somewhere  else.  What  say  you?  —  and  mind  ye,  we  will  lend 
you  a  stiff  hand  at  the  oars  to  boot." 

"  You  help  row  de  boat,  you  say  ?  "  answered  Jack,  in  an 
altered  and  yielding  tone.  "  Why  de  debil  you  no  say  so  fore? 
Dat  be  a  case  dat  alter  de  circumstance.  You  werry  much  to 
blame,  gemmen,  dat  you  no  mention  so  portant  a  difference  in 
fus  place,"  added  the  negro,  while  he  and  his  men  headed  round 
the  boat,  and  handled  the  oars  with  such  effect  that  nearly  the 
next  moment  she  was  lying  at  the  landing. 

Within  five  minutes  from  this  time,  the  magic  jug,  which 
had  effected  such  a  wonderful  change  in  the  aspect  of  affairs, 
having  been  well  tested  in  the  mean  while  by  Jack  and  his 
associates,  all  hands  were  stripped  and  bending  to  the  oars  of 
the  old  scow,  which,  under  the  forceful  strokes  of  Jones  and 
his  party,  aided  by  the  rum  power  of  Jack's  two  besotted  boat- 
men, was  surging  through  the  waters  toward  the  south  as  fast 
as  their  united  strength  would  drive  her. 

They  were  soon  met,  however,  by  puffs  of  south  wind, 
against  which  they  found  it  possible  to  make  but  a  very  slow 
headway.  And  it  was  not  till  considerably  past  midnight  that 
they  came  to  the  last  reach  and  hove  in  sight  of  the  destined 
landing.  But  here,  overhauling  Douglass  with  the  other  scow, 
and  the  party  he  had  enlisted  to  help  man  it,  both  boats,  with 
renewed  efforts  of  rival  speed,  pushed  forward  for  the  appointed 
shore. 

"  Boat  ahoy  !  "  called  out  Allen  from  the  landing,  where, 
as  the  boats  neared  the  place,  his  huge  towerlike  form,  rising 
in  bold  relief  over  the  stationary  group  of  officers  around  him, 
could  now  plainly  be  discerned  by  the  approaching  crews :  "  boat 
ahoy  !  who  comes  there  ?  " 

"  Douglass  and  friends,  in  this,"  was  the  reply  from  the  first 

boat,  coming  in  about  its  length  in  advance  of  the  other. 

"  And  who  in  the  next  ?  "  asked  Allen. 
11 
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"  Jones  and  a  thundercloud  !  "  responded  the  well-known 
voice  of  the  jolly  woodsman.  '•  Now  you  needn't  think  I  am 
fibbing,  colonel ;  for  you  will  see  it  lighten  when  we  get 
ashore." 

"  All  is  well,  then,"  said  Allen,  without  heeding  the  remarks 
of  Jones  further  than  his  announcement  of  himself  with  a  boat, 
"  all  is  well,  and  glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  that  you  have  got 
here  at  last !  I  thought  you  would  have  never  come.  Why, 
it  has  been  an  age  since  dark  !  Some  old  sun-stopping  Joshua 
must  be  fighting  on  the  other  side  of  the  earth,  or  1  swear  it 
would  have  been  daylight  long  ago !  " 

By  this  time  the  first  boat  had  struck  the  shore,  and  the 
crew,  leaping  out,  were  all  readily  recognized  by  the  leader, 
who  then  turned  to  the  other  boat,  at  that  instant  driving  up 
with  the  astonished  and  frightened  negro  (now  for  the  first 
time  mistrusting  a  trick)  gibbering  and  sputtering  aloud  :  — 

"  What  de  hell  all  dis  ?  —  who  all  dese  ?  what  pretty  dam 
scrape  you  got  me  into  here,  you  sliackaroon  debils,  you  ?  " 

"  What  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  black  and  red  have  you 
got  here,  Jones?"  cried  Allen,  in  surprise,  stepping  up  and 
peering  into  the  boat  on  hearing  Jack's  exclamations. 

"  Why,  just  what  I  told  you,  colonel.  Here !  don't  you  see 
it  lighten,  now?  "  said  Pete,  pointing  to  the  negro's  eyes,  which, 
glaring  wide  with  fear  and  astonishment  at  what  he  saw  and 
heard,  glimmered  like  fire  bugs  in  the  dark.  "  But  the  English 
of  it  is,  colonel,  that  we  came  across  ]\Iajor  Skene's  scow  com- 
manded by  Captain  Dark}',  with  his  two  oarsmen  here,  who  for 
a  gallon  of  rum  were  kind  enough  to  bring  us  along  to  join  the 
hunting  match  at  Shoreham,  where  we  have  now  arrived,  safe 
and  sound,"  he  continued,  turning  to  the  black  ;  "  so  now.  Cap- 
tain Jack,  3'ou  have  fulfilled  your  bargain  with  us ;  and  we 
have  nothing  more  to  say,  so  far  as  we  are  concerned.  If  these 
rough-looking  chaps  here  want  to  employ  you  further,  they  will 
let  you  know  it,  likely." 

"  Jones,  you  deserve  a  pension  for  life  !  "  exclaimed  Allen, 
comprehending  the  whole  affair  in  an  instant.  "  You  and  your 
friends  here  have  killed  more  birds  with  one  stone  than  you 
dreamed  of  yourselves,  perhaps.  But  we  have  not  a  moment 
to  lose,  so  leap  out,  my  lads.  And  as  to  Major  Skene's  boat,  it 
is  my  lawful  prize ;  and  Major  Skene's  negro,  and  Major  Skene's 
negro  miderstrappers  here,  are  all  my  prisoners  !  " 

"  Oh,  no,  totally  unpossible  to  stop,  gemmen !  "  said  Jack, 
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in  a  good-lord,  good-devil  sort  of  tone,  being  doubtful  whether 
they  really  intended  to  make  him  prisoner  or  engage  him  and 
his  boat  to  carry  them  to  some  other  place.  "  I  have  provision 
for  de  major's  family  aboard.  Dey  all  out  ob  supply  for  dere 
necessity.     Quite  unpossible,  gemmen." 

"  We  will  take  care  of  the  provisions.  So  out  with  you  in 
no  time,  you  black  Satan !  "  said  Allen,  impatiently. 

"  Oh,  it  be  out  ob  all  question  I  stop !  "  persisted  the  negro, 
with  increasing  alarm;  "I  have  odder  portant  business — I  have 
letter  from  de  young  leddy  at  Captain  Hendee's  to  de  young 
leddy  ob  Colonel  Reed  at  de  major's  dat  I  oblige  for  deliver 
early  in  the  morning." 

"  We  will  undertake  the  delivery  of  the  letter,"  said  Selden 
and  Warrington  simultaneously. 

"  Tumble  them  out,  boys !  "  sternly  exclaimed  Allen. 

"  Oh,  lordy,  I  den  be  ruin  !  totally,  f oreber  ruin !  "  groaned 
the  distressed  and  frightened  black,  as  the  men  seized  him  and 
his  two  drunken  associates,  and  led  them  to  the  rear  to  be  put 
under  guard. 

The  boats  were  now  instantly  headed  round,  the  oars  muf- 
fled, careful  oarsmen  selected  and  placed  in  their  seats ;  when, 
after  each  boat  had  been  filled  with  as  many  troops  as  their 
respective  burthens  would  safely  permit,  they  pushed  off  from 
the  shore,  preceded  a  short  hailing  distance  by  a  skiff  occupied 
by  Allen  and  Arnold,  with  Phelps  to  pilot  them  to  their  con- 
templated landing  on  the  opposite  shore.  The  wind  had  some 
time  since  died  wholly  away ;  and  the  elements  were  now 
all  hushed,  as  if  in  the  slumbers  of  death;  while  the  deeply 
freighted  crafts  glided  slowly  on,  impelled  by  the  light  dip  of 
the  feathery  oars  which,  in  the  hands  of  the  experienced  and 
careful  men  who  plied  them,  unitedly  rose  and  fell  as  noiseless 
as  the  feet  of  fairies  on  beds  of  flowers.  At  length  the  dark, 
massy  walls  of  the  fortress,  looming  up  and  marking  their 
broad  outlines  against  the  western  sky,  became  discernible  to 
the  men.  And  yet,  as  they  drew  near  these  frowning  walls, 
pierced  by  a  hundred  cannon,  over  which,  for  aught  they  knew, 
the  lighted  matches  were  suspended,  awaiting  but  the  signal  to 
send  their  iron  showers  of  death  to  every  man  of  their  devoted 
band,  no  misgivings,  no  weak  relentings,  came  over  them ;  but 
at  a  moment  like  this,  and  that  which  followed  at  the  onset,  — 
moments  furnishing,  perhaps,  a  more  undoubted  test  of  courage 
than  those  of  the  half-frantic,  half-mechanical  charges  of  the 
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disciplined  legions  of  Napoleon  at  the  later  fields  of  Austerlitz 
and  Marengo,  —  at  a  moment  like  this,  we  say,  their  stout 
hearts,  nothing  daunted  at  the  dangers  before  them,  beat  high 
and  proudly  at  the  thought  of  the  coming  encounter,  and  with 
stern  determination  gleaming  in  every  eye,  and  with  the  low, 
wliispered  words  of  impatience  for  the  moment  of  action  to 
arrive,  they  moved  steadily  on  to  the  daring  purpose. 

Passing  down  obliquely  by  the  works,  they  landed  some 
distance  to  the  north  of  them.  The  instant  they  touched  the 
shore  the  troops  leaped  on  the  banks ;  and  scarcely  had  the 
last  foot  been  lifted  from  the  boats  before  they  were  backed, 
wheeled,  and  on  their  return  for  another  load,  leaving  those  on 
shore  to  await  in  silence  the  arrival  of  a  reinforcement  from 
their  companions  left  behind,  before  marching  to  the  onset. 
Those  companions,  however,  were  not  destined  to  share  in  the 
glory  of  this  splendid  achievement  of  the  eighty  Green  Moun- 
tain Boys  who  had  landed ;  for  in  a  few  moments,  to  the  dis- 
may of  Allen,  the  faint  suffusions  of  dawning  day  became 
visible  in  the  east.  Cursing  the  luck  which  had  caused  such 
delays,  and  chafing  like  a  chained  lion  held  back  from  his  prey, 
that  impetuous  leader  for  a  few  moments  rapidly  paced  the 
shore  before  his  men  in  an  agony  of  impatience  —  now  casting 
an  eager  look  at  the  fort,  still  silent  and  undisturbed,  now 
straining  his  vision  after  the  receding  boats,  which,  to  him, 
seemed  to  move  like  snails  across  the  waters,  and  now  throw- 
ing an  uneasy  glance  at  the  reddening  east,  whose  twilight 
glow,  growing  broader  and  brighter  every  instant,  plainly  told 
him  that  before  another  detachment  of  troops  could  arrive  his 
forces  would  be  discovered,  and  the  enterprise,  in  all  proba- 
bility, would  thus  be  defeated.  Maddened  at  the  thought,  he 
stopped  short  in  his  walk,  paused  an  instant,  and  brought  his 
foot  with  a  significant  stamp  to  the  ground,  showing  that  his 
resolution  was  taken.  And  quickly  calling  out  Jones  and 
Neshobee,  he  dispatched  them  to  go  forward,  cautiously  recon- 
noiter  the  fort  on  all  sides,  and  return  as  speedily  as  possible 
to  report  their  discoveries.  He  then  formed  his  men  in  three 
ranks  and  addressed  them. 

"  You  see,  my  friends  and  fellow-soldiers,"  he  commenced, 
pointing  his  sword  toward  the  east,  "  that  daylight  will  reveal 
us  to  the  enemy  before  a  reinforcement  can  possibly  arrive. 
But  can  you,  who  have  so  long  been  the  scourge  of  tyrants, 
bring  your  minds  to  relinquish  the  noble  enterprise,  and  with 
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it  the  proud  name  you  have  achieved,  by  turning  your  backs 
on  the  glorious  prize  when  it  is  now  almost  within  your 
grasp  ? " 

He  paused  for  a  reply,  when  "  No  !  no  !  no  !  "  ran  through 
the  lines  in  eager  responses. 

"I  see — I  see,  my  brave  fellows,"  resumed  the  gratified 
leader,  "  I  see  what  you  would  do.  I  read  it  in  your  deeply 
breathed  tones  of  determination  —  in  your  quick  and  short- 
drawn  respirations,  and  in  your  restless  and  impatient  move- 
ments. But  have  you  all  well  considered  ?  I  now  propose  to 
lead  you  through  yonder  gate ;  and  I  fear  not  to  tell  men  of 
your  stamp  that  we  incur  no  small  hazard  of  life  in  the 
attempt.  And,  as  I  would  urge  no  man  to  engage  against  his 
own  free  will,  I  now  give  free  and  full  permission  to  all  who 
choose  to  remain  behind.  You,  therefore,  who  will  voluntarily 
accompany  me,  poise  your  guns." 

Every  man's  gun  was  instantly  brought  to  a  poise  with  a 
motion  which  told  with  what  good  will  it  was  made. 

"God  bless  you,  my  noble  fellows!"  exclaimed  Allen, 
proudly,  and  with  emotion.  "  Courage  like  that,"  he  continued 
in  tones  of  concentrated  energy,  "courage  like  that,  with 
hearts  of  oak  and  nerves  of  steel  like  yours,  must,  will,  and,  by 
the  help  of  the  God  of  hosts,  shall  triumph  !  Come  on,  then ! 
follow  me — march  while  I  march  —  run  and  rush  when  I  set 
the  example  ;  and,  if  I  fall,  still  rush  on,  and  over  me,  to  ven- 
geance and  victory  !     To  the  right,  wheel  !  march  !  " 

When  the  band  arrived  within  about  a  furlong  of  the  ram- 
parts they  were  met  by  the  scouts,  who  reported  that  all  was 
quiet  in  and  about  the  fort,  while  the  open  gate  was  guarded 
only  by  one  sluggish  and  sleepy-looking  sentinel.  Halting  no 
longer  than  was  necessary  to  hear  this  report,  Allen,  placing 
himself  at  the  head  of  the  center  column,  silently  waved  his 
sword  to  the  troops  as  a  signal  for  resuming  the  march  ;  when 
they  all  again  moved  forward  with  rapid  and  cautious  steps  to- 
ward the  guarded  gateway.  And  so  noiseless  and  unexpected 
was  their  approach  that  they  came  within  twenty  paces  of  the 
entrance  before  they  were  discovered  by  the  drowsy  sentry, 
who  was  slowly  pacing  to  and  fro  with  shouldered  musket 
before  it.  Turning  round  with  a  start,  the  aroused  soldier 
glared  an  instant  at  the  advancing  array,  in  mute  astonishment 
and  alarm  ;  when  he  hastily  cocked  and  leveled  his  piece  at 
Allen,  who  was  striding  toward  him  several  yards  in  advance  of 
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his  men.  It  was  an  instant  on  which  hung  the  fate  of  the  hero  of 
the  Green  JMountains  and,  probably,  also  the  destinies  of  Tieon- 
deroga.  But  the  gun  missed  fire.  The  life  of  the  daring  leader 
was  safe  and  the  garrison  slept  on,  unalarnied  and  unconscious 
of  their  danger.  Leaping  forward  like  the  bounding  tiger  on 
his  victim,  Allen  followed  up  the  retreating  soldier  so  hotly 
that,  with  all  the  speed  which  fear  could  lend  him,  he  could 
scarcely  keep  clear  of  the  rapidly  whirling  sword  of  his  fiery 
pursuer,  till  he  gained  the  interior  of  the  fortress  ;  when  he 
gave  a  loud  screech  of  alarm,  and,  making  a  desperate  leap  for 
a  bombproof,  disappeared  within  its  recesses.  Meanwhile  the 
rushing  column  of  trooj^s  came  sweeping  like  a  whirlwind 
tlirough  the  gate ;  when  fairly  gaining  the  parade  ground  in 
front  of  the  barracks  they  gave  three  cheers  which  made  the 
old  walls  tremble  with  the  deafening  reverberations  and  caused 
the  slumbering  garrison  to  start  from  their  beds  in  wild  dismay 
at  the  unwonted  sound.  Scarcely  had  the  last  huzza  escaped 
the  lips  of  the  men  and  their  leader,  who  disdained  not  to  mingle 
his  own  stentorian  voice  in  the  peals  of  exultation  and  defiance 
which  rose  in  thunders  to  heaven,  before  the  latter  was  rapidly 
threading  his  way  through  flying  sentries  and  half-dressed 
officers  toward  the  quarters  of  the  commandant  of  the  fortress. 
Pausing  an  instant  on  his  way  to  chastise  a  dastard  sentinel 
whom  he  caught  making  a  pass  at  one  of  our  officers  with  his 
bayonet,  and  whom,  with  one  blow  with  the  flat  of  his  sword, 
he  sent  reeling  to  the  earth  with  the  cry  of  mercy  on  his  lips, 
the  daring  leader  bounded  up  the  stairway  leading  to  the  com- 
mandant's room,  and  thundering  at  the  door,  called  loudly  to 
that  officer  to  come  forth.  Captain  La  Place,  wdio  had  just 
leaped  from  his  bed  on  hearing  the  tumult  below,  soon  made 
his  appearance  with  his  clothes  in  his  hand,  but  suddenly 
recoiling  a  step,  he  stood  gazing  in  mute  amazement  at  the 
stern  and  threatening  air  and  the  powerful  and  commanding 
figure  of  the  man  before  him. 

"  I  come,  sir,  to  demand  the  immediate  surrender  of  this 
fortress  !  "  sternly  said  Allen  to  the  astonished  commander. 

"  By  what  authority  do  you  make  this  bold  demand  of  His 
Majesty's  fort,  sir?"  said  the  other,  almost  distrusting  his 
senses. 

"By  what  authority?"  thundered  Allen;  "I  demand  it, 
sir,  in  the  name  of  the  Great  Jehovah  and  the  Continental 
Congress  !  " 
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"  The  Continental  Congress  ? "  stammered  the  hesitating 
officer ;  "  I  know  of  no  right  — I  don't  acknowledge  it,  sir " 

"  But  you  soon  will  acknowledge  it,  sir ! "  fiercely  inter- 
rupted the  impatient  leader.  "  And  hesitate  to  obey  me  one 
instant  longer  and,  by  the  eternal  heavens !  I  will  sacrifice 
every  man  in  your  fort  ! — beginning  the  work,  sir,"  he  added, 
whirling  his  sword  furiously  over  the  head  of  the  other,  and 
bringing  the  murderous  blade  at  every  glittering  circle  it  made 
in  the  air  nearer  and  nearer  the  head  of  its  threatened  victim, 
"  beginning  the  work,  sir,  by  sending  your  own  head  dancing 
across  this  floor  !  " 

"I  yield,  I  yield  !  "  cried  the  shrinking  commandant. 

"  Down  !  down,  then,  instantly  ! ''  exclaimed  Allen,  "  and 
communicate  the  surrender  to  your  men  while  any  of  them 
are  left  alive  to  hear  it." 

Scarcely  allowing  the  crestfallen  officer  time  to  encase  his 
legs  in  his  breeches,  Allen  hurried  him  down  to  the  scene  of 
action  in  the  open  parade  below.  Here  they  found  the  Green 
Mountain  Boys  eagerly  engaged  in  the  work  of  capturing  the 
garrison,  who  were  making  considerable  show  of  resistance. 
Two  of  the  barrack  doors  had  been  beaten  down,  and  about  a 
third  of  the  enemy  already  made  prisoners.  And  the  fiery 
Arnold  was  on  the  point  of  blowing  a  third  door  from  its 
hinges  with  a  swivel,  which  he  had  caused  to  be  drawn  up  for 
the  purpose  ;  while  a  fourth  was  shaking  and  tottering  under 
the  tremendous  blows  of  an  ax,  wielded  by  the  long  and  power- 
ful arms  of  Pete  Jones,  who  was  found  among  the  foremost  in 
the  contest. 

"  Cease,  cease  je  all  ! "  cried  Allen,  in  a  loud  voice  of  com- 
mand, as  he  appeared  among  them  with  La  Place  by  his 
side. 

"  Now,  raaly,  colonel,"  said  Jones,  suspending  his  elevated 
implement  and  holding  it  back  over  his  head  in  readiness  for 
another  blow,  "  I  wish  you  would  let  me  settle  with  this  devil- 
ish old  oak  door  before  I  stop.  Why,  I  never  was  so  bothered 
with  such  a  small  potato  in  my  life  !  " 

"  No,  no  !  "  answered  the  other,  smiling,  "  let  us  have 
silence  a  moment,  and  we  will  save  you  all  troubles  of  that 
kind." 

"Well,  then,  here  goes  for  a  parting  blessing  !  "  exclaimed 
the  woodsman,  bringing  down  his  ax  with  a  tremendous  blow, 
which  brought  the  shattered  door  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
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The  British  commandant  then  calling  his  officers  around 
him,  informed  them  that  he  had  surrendered  the  fortress,  and 
ordered  them  to  parade  the  men  without  arms.  While  this 
was  in  performance  a  second  detachment  of  Green  Mountain 
Boys  reached  the  shore,  and,  having  eagerly  hastened  on  to  the 
fort  to  join  their  companions,  now,  with  Warrington  at  their 
head,  came  pouring  into  the  arena.  A  single  glance  sufficed 
to  tell  the  latter  that  he  was  too  late  to  participate  in  aught 
but  the  fruits  of  the  victory.  With  a  disappointed  and  morti- 
fied air  he  halted  his  men  and  approached  to  the  side  of  his 
leader. 

"  Ah,  colonel !  "  said  he,  "  is  this  the  way  you  appropriate 
all  the  laurels  to  yourself,  entirely  forgetful  of  your  friends  ?  " 

"Pooh  !  pooh  1  Charles,*'  replied  Allen,  turning  to  the  other 
with  a  soothing,  yet  self-complaisant  smile  at  the  half-reproach- 
ful compliment  thus  conveyed,  "you  need  not  mourn  much  lost 
glory  in  this  affair.  Why,  the  stupid  devils  did  not  give  us 
fight  enough  to  whet  our  appetites  for  breakfast !  But  never 
mind,  Charles,  there  is  more  business  yet  to  be  done ;  Crown 
Point  and  Major  Skene's  stone  castle  must  both  be  ours  to- 
night. The  taking  of  the  first  shall  be  yours  to  perform.  And 
after  breakfast  and  a  few  bumpers  in  honor  of  our  victory,  we 
will  dispatch  you  for  that  purpose,  with  a  corps  of  your  own 
selection." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  colonel,"  replied  the  other  with  a 
grateful  smile.  "But  the  expedition  to  Skenesboro' — may  I 
not  6?peak  a  word  for  our  friend  Seklen?" 

"  Aha  !  "  replied  Allen,  laughing,  "  then  this  offer  to  take 
charge  of  the  negro's  letter  had  its  meaning,  eh  ?  I  don't  know 
exactly  about  that  chip  of  a  British  colonel  for  a  Yankee  patriot. 
Now,  yours,  major,  I  acknowledge  to  be  a  true  cynosure.  But 
his,  I  fear,  will  prove  a  dog  star.  However,  this  is  his  own 
hunt ;  and,  as  he  is  a  finished  fellow,  and  doubtless  bi-ri  ve  and 
true,  I  think  I  will  give  him  the  command  of  the  expedition, 
unless  claimed  by  Easton.  But  hush  1  the  commandant  is 
about  to  go  tlirough  the  forms  of  the  surrender.  I  must  away, 
but  will  see  you  again." 

The  brief  ceremonies  of  the  surrender  were  soon  over ; 
when,  as  the  fortress  was  pronounced  to  be  in  full  possession 
of  the  conquerors,  the  heavens  were  again  rent  by  the  reiterated 
huzzas  of  the  Green  Mountain  Boys,  while  British  cannon  were 
made  to  peal  forth  with  their  deep-mouthed  thunders  to  the 
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trembling  hills  and  reverberating  mountains  of  the  country 
round,  the  proclamation  of  victory  I  — the  first  triumph  of 
Young  Freedom  over  the  arms  of  her  haughty  oppressor. 
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THE   DEATH   OF   THE   FLOWERS, 

By  WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year, 

Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and  meadows  brown  and  sear. 

Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  withered  leaves  lie  dead ; 

They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust,  and  to  the  rabbit's  tread. 

The  robin  and  the  wren  are  flown,  and  from  the  shrubs  the  jay. 

And  from  the  wood  top  calls  the  crow,  through  all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young  flowers,  that  lately  sprang  and 

stood 
In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a  beauteous  sisterhood  ? 
Alas !  they  all  are  in  their  graves,  the  gentle  race  of  floAvers 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds,  with  the  fair  and  good  of  ours. 
The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie,  but  the  cold  November  rain. 
Calls  not,  from  out  the  gloomy  earth,  the  lovely  ones  again. 

The  windflower  and  the  violet,  they  perished  long  ago. 

And  the  brier  rose  and  the  orchis  died  amid  the  summer  glow ; 

But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod,  and  the  aster  in  the  wood, 

And  the  yellow  sunflower  by  the  brook  in  autumn  beauty  stood, 

Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  clear  cold  heaven,  as  falls  the  plague  on 

men, 
And  the  brightness  of  their  smile  was  gone,  from  upland,  glade,  and 


glen. 


And  now,  when  comes  the  calm  mild  day,  as  still  such  days  will 

come. 
To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee  from  out  their  winter  home  ; 
When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts  is  heard,  though  all  the  trees  are 

still, 
And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waters  of  the  rill, 
The  south  wind  searches  for  the  flowers  whose  fragrance  late  he 

bore. 
And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood  and  by  the  stream  no  more. 

And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in  her  youthful  beauty  died, 
The  fair,  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and  faded  by  my  side : 
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In  the  cold  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when  the  forest  cast  the  leaf, 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a  life  so  brief : 
Yet  not  unmeet  it  was  that  one,  like  that  young  friend  of  ours, 
So  gentle  and  so  beautiful,  should  perish  with  the  flowers. 


HENRY  WHARTON'S    ESCAPE. 

By  JAMES  FENIMORE  COOPER. 

(From  "The  Spy.") 

[James  Fenimore  Cooper  :  An  American  novelist ;  born  at  Burlinnjton, 
N..T.,  September  16,  1789;  died  September  14,  1851,  at  Cooperstown,  N.  Y., 
wliither  his  father  had  removed  about  1790,  it  being  then  a  wild  frontier  region. 
Cooper  attended  Yale  College  for  three  years,  when  he  was  expelled ;  shipped  as  a 
common  sailor,  and  became  a  lieutenant  in  the  navy.  Later  in  life  he  visited 
Europe,  and  was  United  States  consul  at  Lyons  (1826-1829).  Among  his  most 
popular  novels  are  :  "  The  Spy  "  (1821),  "  The  Pilot,"  "  The  Last  of  the  Mohi- 
cans," "The  Prairie,"  "The  Red  Rover,"  "The  Bravo,"  "The  Pathfinder," 
"The  Deerslayer,"  "Wing  and  Wing,"  "Wyandotte,"  and  "  Satanstoe." 
He  also  wrote  a  "Naval  History  of  the  United  States"  (1839),  "Lives  of  Dis- 
tinguished American  Naval  Officers"  (1846).] 

In  a  country  settled,  like  these  States,  by  a  people  v/ho  fled 
their  native  land  and  much-loved  firesides,  victims  of  con- 
sciences and  religious  zeal,  none  of  the  decencies  and  solemni- 
ties of  a  Christian  death  are  dispensed  with,  when  circumstances 
will  admit  of  their  exercise.  The  good  woman  of  the  house 
was  a  strict  adherent  to  the  forms  of  the  Church  to  which  she 
belonged;  and  having  herself  been  awakened  to  a  sense  of  her 
depravity  by  the  ministry  of  the  divine  who  harangued  the 
people  of  the  adjoining  parish,  sho  thought  it  was  from  his 
exhortations  only  that  salvation  could  be  meted  out  to  the 
short-lived  hopes  of  Henry  Wharton.  Not  that  the  kind- 
hearted  matron  was  so  ignorant  of  the  doctrines  of  the  religion 
which  she  professed  as  to  depend  theoretically  on  mortal  aid 
for  protection;  but  she  had,  to  use  her  own  phrase,  "sat  so 

long  under  the  preaching  of  good  Mr.  ,"  that  she  had 

unconsciously  imbibed  a  practical  reliance  on  his  assistance, 
for  that  which  her  faith  should  have  taucjht  her  could  have 
come  from  the  Deity  alone.  With  her,  the  consideration  of 
death  was  at  all  times  awful;  and  the  instant  that  the  sen- 
tence of  the  prisoner  was  promulgated,  she  dispatched  Caisar, 
mounted  on  one  of  her  husband's  best  horses,  in  quest  of  her 


"The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year, 
Of  wailmg  winds,  and  naked  woods  " 
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clerical  monitor.  This  step  had  been  taken  without  consulting 
either  Henry  or  his  friends;  and  it  was  only  when  the  services 
of  Caesar  were  required  on  some  domestic  emergency,  that  she 
explained  the  nature  of  his  absence.  The  youth  heard  her, 
at  first,  with  an  unconquerable  reluctance  to  admit  of  such 
a  spiritual  guide ;  but  as  our  view  of  the  things  of  this  life 
becomes  less  vivid,  our  prejudices  and  habits  cease  to  retain 
their  influence;  and  a  civil  bow  of  thanks  was  finally  given  in 
requital  for  the  considerate  care  of  the  well-meaning  woman. 

The  black  returned  early  from  his  expedition,  and,  as  well 
as  could  be  gathered  from  his  somev/hat  incoherent  narrative, 
a  minister  of  God  might  be  expected  to  arrive  in  the  course  of 
the  day.  The  interruption  that  we  mentioned  in  our  preceding 
chapter  was  occasioned  by  the  entrance  of  the  landlady.  At 
the  intercession  of  Dunwoodie,  orders  had  been  given  to  the 
sentinel  who  guarded  the  door  of  Henry's  room,  that  the  mem- 
bers of  the  prisoner's  family  should,  at  all  times,  have  free 
access  to  his  apartment;  Csesar  was  included  in  this  arrange- 
ment, as  a  matter  of  convenience,  by  the  officer  in  command; 
but  strict  inquiry  and  examination  was  made  into  the  errand 
of  every  other  applicant  for  admission.  The  major  had,  how- 
ever, included  himself  among  the  relatives  of  the  British 
officer;  and  one  pledge,  that  no  rescue  should  be  attempted, 
was  given  in  his  name  for  them  all.  A  short  conversation  was 
passing  between  the  woman  of  the  house  and  the  corporal  of 
the  guard,  before  the  door  that  the  sentinel  had  already  opened 
in  anticipation  of  the  decision  of  his  non-commissioned  com- 
mandant. 

"Would  you  refuse  the  consolations  of  religion  to  a  fellow- 
creature  about  to  suffer  death?"  said  the  matron,  with  earnest 
zeal.  "  Would  you  plunge  a  soul  into  the  fiery  furnace,  and  a 
minister  at  hand  to  point  out  the  straight  and  narrow  path?" 

"I'll  tell  you  what,  good  woman,"  returned  the  corporal, 
gently  pushing  her  away;  "I've  no  notion  of  my  back  being  a 
highway  for  any  man  to  walk  to  heaven  upon.  A  pretty  figure 
I  should  make  at  the  pickets,  for  disobeying  orders.  Just  step 
down  and  ask  Lieutenant  Mason,  and  you  may  bring  in  the 
whole  congregation.  We  have  not  taken  the  guard  from  the 
foot  soldiers  but  an  hour,  and  I  shouldn't  like  to  have  it  said 
that  we  know  less  of  our  dut}''  than  the  militia." 

"Admit  the  woman,"  said  Dunwoodie,  sternly,  observing, 
for  the  first  time,  that  one  of  his  own  corps  was  on  post. 
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The  corporal  raised  his  hand  to  his  cap,  and  fell  back  in 
silence;  the  soldier  stood  to  his  arms,  and  the  matron  entered. 

"  Here  is  a  reverend  gentleman  below,  come  to  soothe  the 
parting  soul,  in  the  place  of  our  own  divine,  who  is  engaged 
with  an  appointment  that  could  not  be  put  aside;  'tis  to  bury 
old  Mr.  " 

"Show  him  in,"  said  Henry,  with  feverish  impatience. 

"But  will  the  sentinel  let  him  pass?    I  would  not  wish  a 

friend  of  Mr.  to  be  rudely  stopped  on  the  threshold,  and 

lie  a  stranger." 

All  eyes  were  now  turned  on  Dunwoodie,  who,  looking  fit 
his  watch,  spoke  a  few  words  with  Henry,  in  an  undertone, 
and  hastened  from  the  apartment,  followed  by  Frances.  The 
subject  of  their  conversation  was  a  wish  expressed  by  the  pris- 
oner for  a  clergyman  of  his  own  persuasion,  and  a  promise  from 
the  major,  that  one  should  be  sent  from  Fishkill  town,  through 
which  he  was  about  to  pass  on  his  way  to  the  ferry  to  intercept 
the  expected  return  of  Harper.  Mason  soon  made  his  bow  at 
the  door,  and  willingly  complied  with  the  wishes  of  the  land- 
lady; and  the  divine  was  invited  to  make  his  appearance 
accordingly. 

The  person  who  was  ushered  into  the  apartment,  preceded 
by  Caesar  and  followed  by  the  matron,  was  a  man  beyond  the 
middle  age,  or  who  might  rather  be  said  to  approach  the 
downhill  of  life.  In  stature  he  was  above  the  size  of  ordinary 
men,  though  his  excessive  leanness  might  contribute  in  deceiv- 
ing as  to  his  height;  his  countenance  was  sharp  and  unbending, 
and  ever}'-  muscle  seemed  set  in  rigid  compression.  No  joy,  or 
relaxation,  appeared  ever  to  have  dwelt  on  features  that  frowned 
habitually,  as  if  in  detestation  of  the  vices  of  mankind.  The 
brows  were  beetling,  dark,  and  forbidding,  giving  the  promise 
of  eyes  of  no  less  repelling  expression;  but  the  organs  were 
concealed  beneath  a  pair  of  enormous  green  goggles,  through 
which  they  glared  around  with  a  fierceness  that  denounced  the 
coming  day  of  wrath.  All  was  fanaticism,  uncharitableness, 
and  denunciation.  Long,  lank  hair,  a  mixture  of  gray  and 
black,  fell  down  his  neck,  and  in  some  degree  obscured  the 
sides  of  his  face,  and,  parting  on  his  forehead,  fell  in  either 
direction  in  straight  and  formal  screens.  On  the  top  of  this 
ungraceful  exhibition  was  laid,  impending  forward,  so  as  to 
overhang  in  some  measure  the  whole  fabric,  a  large  hat  of  three 
equal  cocks.     His  coat  was  of  a  rusty  black,  and  his  breeches 
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and  stockings  were  of  the  same  color;  his  shoes  without  luster, 
and  half  concealed  beneath  huge  plated  buckles. 

He  stalked  into  the  room,  and  giving  a  stiff  nod  with  his 
head,  took  the  chair  offered  him  by  the  black,  in  dignified 
silence.  For  several  minutes  no  one  broke  this  ominous  pause 
in  the  conversation, —  Henry  feeling  a  repugnance  to  his  guest 
that  he  was  vainly  endeavoring  to  conquer,  and  the  strango^ 
himself  drawing  forth  occasional  sighs  and  groans,  that  threat- 
ened a  dissolution  of  the  unequal  connection  between  his  sub- 
limated soul  and  its  ungainly  tenement.  During  this  deathlike 
preparation,  Mr.  Wharton,  with  a  feeling  nearly  allied  to  that 
of  his  son,  led  Sarah  from  the  apartment.  His  retreat  was 
noticed  by  the  divine,  in  a  kind  of  scornful  disdain,  who  began 
to  hum  the  air  of  a  popular  psalm  tune,  giving  it  the  full  rich- 
ness of  the  twang  that  distinguishes  the  Eastern  psalmody. 

"Csesar,"  said  Miss  Peyton,  "hand  the  gentleman  some 
refreshment;  he  must  need  it  after  his  ride.'' 

"My  strength  is  not  in  the  things  of  life,"  said  the  divine, 
speaking  in  a  hollow,  sepulchral  voice.  "Thrice  have  I  this 
day  held  forth  in  my  master's  service,  and  fainted  not;  still  it 
is  prudent  to  help  this  frail  tenement  of  clay,  for,  surely,  '  the 
laborer  is  worthy  of  his  hire.'  " 

Opening  a  pair  of  enormous  jaws,  he  took  a  good  measure 
of  the  proffered  brandy,  and  suffered  it  to  glide  downward  with 
that  sort  of  facility  with  which  man  is  prone  to  sin. 

"I  apprehend,  then,  sir,  that  fatigue  will  disable  you  from 
performing  the  duties  which  kindness  had  induced  you  to 
attempt." 

"  Woman !  "  exclaimed  the  stranger,  with  energy,  "  when 
was  I  ever  known  to  shrink  from  a  duty?  But  'judge  not,  lest 
ye  be  judged,'  and  fancy  not  that  it  is  given  to  mortal  eyes  to 
fathom  the  intentions  of  the  Deity." 

"  Nay,"  returned  the  maiden,  meekly,  and  slightly  disgusted 
with  his  jargon.  "I  pretend  not  to  judge  of  either  events,  or 
the  intentions  of  my  fellow-creatures,  much  less  of  those  of 
Omnipotence." 

"'Tis  well,  woman  —  'tis  well,"  cried  the  minister,  waving 
his  hand  with  supercilious  disdain;  "humility  becometh  thy 
sex  and  lost  condition;  thy  weakness  driveth  thee  on  head- 
long, like  'unto  the  bosom  of  destruction.'  " 

Surprised  at  this  extraordinary  deportment,  yielding  to 
that  habit  which  urges  us  to  speak  reverently  on  sacred  sub- 
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jects,  even  when  perhaps  we  had  better  continue  silent,  Miss 
Peyton  replied :  — 

"  There  is  a  power  above,  that  can  and  will  sustain  us  all 
in  welldoing,  if  we  seek  its  support  in  humility  and  truth." 

The  stranger  turned  a  lowering  look  at  the  speaker,  and 
then  composing  himself  into  an  air  of  self-abasement,  he  con- 
tinued, in  the  same  repelling  tones :  — 

"  It  is  not  every  one  that  crieth  out  for  mercy  that  will  be 
heard.  The  ways  of  Providence  are  not  to  be  judged  by  men 
—  'many  are  called,  but  few  chosen.'  It  is  easier  to  talk  of 
humility  than  to  feel  it.  Are  you  so  humble,  vile  worm,  as  to 
wish  to  glorify  God  by  your  own  damnation?  If  not,  away 
with  you  for  a  publican  and  a  pharisee !  " 

Such  gross  fanaticism  was  uncommon  in  America,  and  Miss 
Peyton  began  to  imbibe  the  impression  that  her  guest  was 
deranged ;  but  remembering  that  he  had  been  sent  by  a  well- 
known  divine,  and  one  of  reputation,  she  discarded  the  idea, 
and,  with  some  forbearance,  observed :  — 

"I  may  deceive  myself  in  believing  that  mercy  is  proffered 
to  all,  but  it  is  so  soothing  a  doctrine  that  I  would  not  will- 
ingly be  undeceived." 

"Mercy  is  only  for  the  elect,"  cried  the  stranger,  with  an 
unaccountable  energy;  "and  you  are  in  the  *  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death.'  Are  you  not  a  follower  of  idle  ceremonies, 
which  belong  to  the  vain  church  that  our  tyrants  would  gladly 
establish  here,  along  with  their  stamp  acts  and  tea  laws? 
Answer  me  that,  woman;  and  remember  that  Heaven  hears 
your  answer;  are  you  not  of  that  idolatrous  communion?" 

"I  worship  at  the  altars  of  my  fathers,"  said  Miss  Peyton, 
motioning  to  Henry  for  silence;  "but  bow  to  no  other  idol 
than  my  own  infirmities." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know  ye,  self-righteous  and  papal  as  ye  are  — 
followers  of  forms,  and  listeners  to  bookish  preaching;  think 
you,  woman,  that  holy  Paul  had  notes  in  his  hand  to  propound 
the  word  to  the  believers  ?  " 

"My  presence  disturbs  j^ou,"  said  Miss  Peyton,  rising:  "I 
will  leave  you  with  my  nephew,  and  offer  those  prayers  in 
private  that  I  did  wish  to  mingle  with  his." 

So  saying,  she  withdrew,  followed  by  the  landlad}',  who  was 
not  a  little  shocked,  and  somewhat  surprised,  by  the  intem- 
perate zeal  of  her  new  acquaintance;  for,  although  tlie  good 
woman  believed  that  Miss  Peyton  and  her  whole  church  were 
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on  the  highroad  to  destruction,  she  was  by  no  means  accus- 
tomed to  hear  such  offensive  and  open  avowals  of  their  fate. 

Henry  had  with  difficulty  repressed  the  indignation  excited 
by  this  unprovoked  attack  on  his  meek  and  unresisting  aunt; 
but  as  the  door  closed  on  her  retiring  figure,  he  gave  way  to  his 
feelings. 

"I  must  confess,  sir,"  he  exclaimed,  with  heat,  "that  in 
receiving  a  minister  of  God  I  thought  I  was  admitting  a  Chris- 
tian, and  one  who,  by  feeling  his  own  weaknesses,  knew  how 
to  pity  the  frailties  of  others.  You  have  wounded  the  meek 
spirit  of  an  excellent  woman,  and  I  acknowledge  bat  little 
inclination  to  mingle  in  prayer  with  so  intolerant  a  spirit." 

The  minister  stood  erect,  with  grave  composure,  following 
with  his  eyes,  in  a  kind  of  scornful  pity,  the  retiring  females, 
and  suffered  the  expostulation  of  the  youth  to  be  given  as  if 
unworthy  of  his  notice.     A  third  voice,  however,  spoke :  — 

"  Such  a  denunciation  would  have  driven  many  women  into 
fits;  but  it  has  answered  the  purpose  well  enough,  as  it  is." 

"Who's  that?"  cried  the  prisoner,  in  amazement,  gazing 
around  the  room  in  quest  of  the  speaker. 

"It  is  I,  Captain  Wharton,"  said  Harvey  Birch,  removing 
the  spectacles,  and  exhibiting  his  piercing  eyes,  shining  under 
a  pair  of  false  eyebrows. 

" Good  heavens  —  Harvey!  " 

"Silence I"  said  the  peddler,  solemnly;  "'tis  a  name  not 
to  be  mentioned,  and  least  of  all  here,  within  the  heart  of  the 
American  army."  Birch  paused,  and  gazed  around  him  for  a 
moment,  with  an  emotion  exceeding  the  base  passion  of  fear, 
and  then  continued,  in  a  gloomy  tone,  "  There  are  a  thousand 
halters  in  that  very  name,  and  little  hope  would  there  be  left 
me  of  another  escape,  should  I  be  again  taken.  This  is  a  fear- 
ful venture  that  I  am  making;  but  I  could  not  sleep  in  quiet, 
and  know  that  an  innocent  man  was  about  to  die  the  death  of 
a  dog,  when  I  might  save  him." 

"No,"  said  Henry,  with  a  glow  of  generous  feeling  on  his 
cheek ;  "  if  the  risk  to  yourself  be  so  heavy,  retire  as  you  came, 
and  leave  me  to  my  fate.  Dunwoodie  is  making,  even  now, 
powerful  exertions  in  my  behalf;  and  if  he  meets  with  Mr. 
Harper  in  the  course  of  the  night,  my  liberation  is  certain." 

"Harper!"  echoed  the  peddler,  remaining  with  his  hands 
raised,  in  the  act  of  replacing  the  spectacles;  "what  do  you 
know  of  Harper  ?  and  why  do  you  think  he  will  do  you  service  ?  " 
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1  have  his  promise;  —  you  remember  our  recent  meeting 
in  my  father's  dwelling,  and  he  then  gave  an  unasked  promise 
to  assist  me." 

"  Yes  —  but  do  you  know  him?  that  is  —  why  do  you  think 
he  has  the  power?  or  what  reason  have  you  for  believing  he 
will  remember  his  word?" 

"If  there  ever  was  a  stamp  of  truth,  or  simple,  honest 
benevolence,  in  the  countenance  of  man,  it  shone  in  his,"  said 
Henry;  "besides,  Dunwoodie  has  powerful  friends  in  the  rebel 
army,  and  it  would  be  better  that  I  take  the  chance  where  I  am, 
than  thus  to  expose  you  to  certain  death,  if  detected." 

"Captain  Wharton,"  said  Birch,  looking  guardedly  around, 
and  speaking  with  impressive  seriousness  of  manner,  "  if  I  fail 
you,  all  fail  you.  No  Harper  nor  Dunwoodie  can  save  your 
life;  unless  you  get  out  with  me,  and  that  within  the  hour, 
you  die  to-morrow  on  the  gallows  of  a  murderer.  Yes,  such 
are  their  laws ;  the  man  who  fights,  and  kills,  and  plunders,  is 
honored;  but  he  who  serves  his  country  as  a  spy,  no  matter 
how  faithfully,  no  matter  how  honestly,  lives  to  be  reviled,  or 
dies  like  the  vilest  criminal." 

"You  forget,  Mr.  Birch,"  said  the  youth,  a  little  indig- 
nantly, "that  I  am  not  a  treacherous,  lurking  spy,  who  deceives 
to  betray;  but  innocent  of  the  charge  imputed  to  me." 

The  blood  rushed  over  the  pale,  meager  features  of  the  ped- 
dler, until  his  face  was  one  glow  of  fire;  but  it  passed  quickly 
away,  and  he  replied :  — 

"  I  have  told  you  truth.  Caesar  met  me,  as  he  was  going 
on  his  errand  this  morning,  and  with  him  I  have  laid  the  plan, 
which,  if  executed  as  I  wish,  will  save  you  —  otherwise  you  are 
lost;  and  I  again  tell  you,  that  no  other  power  on  earth,  not 
even  Washington,  can  save  you." 

"I  submit,"  said  the  prisoner,  yielding  to  his  earnest 
manner,  and  goaded  by  the  fears  that  were  thus  awakened 
anew. 

The  peddler  beckoned  him  to  be  silent  and,  walking  to  the 
door,  opened  it  with  the  stiff,  formal  air  with  which  he  had 
entered  the  apartment. 

"Friend,  let  no  one  enter,"  he  said  to  the  sentinel;  "we 
are  about  to  go  to  prayer,  and  would  wish  to  be  alone." 

"I  don't  know  that  any  will  wish  to  interrupt  you,"  re- 
turned the  soldier,  with  a  waggish  leer  of  his  eye ;  "but,  should 
they  be  so  disposed,  I  have  no  power  to  stop  them,  if  they  be 
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of  the  prisoner's  friends;   I  have  my  orders,   and  must  mind 
them,  whether  the  Englishman  goes  to  heaven  or  not." 

"Audacious  sinner!  "  said  the  pretended  priest,  "have  you 
not  the  fear  of  God  before  your  eyes  ?  I  tell  you,  as  you  will 
dread  punishment  at  the  last  day,  to  let  none  of  the  idolatrous 
communion  enter,  to  mingle  in  the  prayers  of  the  righteous." 

"  Whew  —  ew  —  ew  —  what  a  noble  commander  you'd  make 
for  Sergeant  Hollister!  you'd  preach  him  dumb  in  a  roll  call. 
Harkee,  I'll  thank  you  not  to  make  such  a  noise  when  you 
hold  forth  as  to  drown  our  bugles,  or  you  may  get  a  poor  fellow 
a  short  horn  at  his  grog,  for  not  turning  out  to  evening  parade ; 
if  you  want  to  be  alone,  have  you  no  knife  to  stick  over  the 
door  latch,  that  you  must  have  a  troop  of  horse  to  guard  your 
meetinghouse  ?  " 

The  peddler  took  the  hint,  and  closed  the  door  immediately, 
using  the  precaution  suggested  by  the  dragoon. 

"You  overact  your  part,"  said  young  Wharton,  in  constant 
apprehension  of  discovery;  "your  zeal  is  too  intemperate." 

"For  a  foot  soldier  and  them  Eastern  militia  it  might  be," 
said  Harvey,  turning  a  bag  upside  dow^n  that  Caesar  now  handed 
him;  "but  these  dragoons  are  fellows  that  you  must  brag  down. 
A  faint  heart.  Captain  Wharton,  would  do  but  little  here ;  but 
come,  here  is  a  black  shroud  for  your  good-looking  counte- 
nance," taking  at  the  same  time  a  parchment  mask  and  fitting 
it  to  the  face  of  Henry.  "  The  master  and  the  man  must  change 
places  for  a  season." 

"I  don't  tink  he  look  a  bit  like  me,"  said  Caesar,  with 
disgust,  as  he  surveyed  his  young  master  with  his  new  com- 
plexion. 

"Stop  a  minute,  C8esar,"said  the  peddler,  with  the  lurking 
drollery  that  at  times  formed  part  of  his  manner,  "  till  we  get 
on  the  wool." 

"  He  worse  than  ebber  now,"  cried  the  discontented  African. 
"A  tink  colored  man  like  a  sheep.  I  nebber  see  such  a  lip, 
Harvey ;  he  most  as  big  as  a  sausage !  " 

Great  pains  had  been  taken  in  forming  the  different  articles 
used  in  the  disguise  of  Captain  Wharton,  and  when  arranged, 
under  the  skillful  superintendence  of  the  peddler,  thej^  formed 
together  a  transformation  that  would  easily  escape  detection 
from  any  but  an  extraordinary  observer. 

The  mask  was  stuffed  and  shaped  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
preserve  the  peculiarities,  as  well  as  the  color,  of  the  African 
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visage ;  and  tlio  wig  was  so  artfully  formed  of  black  and  white 
wool,  as  to  imitate  the  pepper-and-salt  color  of  Caesar's  own 
head,  and  to  exact  plaudits  from  the  black  himself,  who  thought 
it  an  excellent  counterfeit  in  everything  but  quality. 

"  There  is  but  one  man  in  the  American  army  who  could 
detect  you.  Captain  Wharton,"  said  the  peddler,  surveying  his 
work  with  satisfaction,  "and  he  is  just  now  out  of  our  way." 

"  And  who  is  he  ?  " 

"  The  man  who  made  you  a  prisoner.  He  would  see  your 
white  skin  through  a  plank.  But  strip,  both  of  you;  your 
clothes  must  be  exchanged  from  head  to  foot." 

Caesar,  who  had  received  minute  instructions  from  the  ped- 
dler in  their  morning  interview,  immediately  commenced  throw- 
ing aside  his  coarse  garments,  which  the  youth  took  up  and 
prepared  to  invest  himself  with,  —  unable,  however,  to  re]3ress  a 
few  signs  of  loathing. 

In  the  manner  of  the  peddler  there  was  an  odd  mixture  of 
care  and  humor ;  the  former  was  the  result  of  a  perfect  knowl- 
edge of  their  danger,  and  the  means  necessary  to  be  used  in 
avoiding  it;  and  the  latter  proceeded  from  the  unavoidably 
ludicrous  circumstances  before  him,  acting  on  an  indifference 
which  sprang  from  habit  and  long  familiarity  with  such  scenes 
as  the  present. 

"Here,  captain,"  he  said,  taking  up  some  loose  wool,  and 
beginning  to  stuff  the  stockings  of  Caesar,  which  were  already 
on  the  leg  of  the  prisoner;  "some  judgment  is  necessary  in 
shaping  this  limb.  You  will  have  to  display  it  on  horseback; 
and  the  Southern  dragoons  are  so  used  to  the  brittle  shins  that, 
should  they  notice  your  well-turned  calf,  they'd  know  at  once 
that  it  never  belonged  to  a  black." 

"Golly!"  said  Caesar,  with  a  chuckle  that  exhibited  a 
mouth  open  from  ear  to  ear,   "Massy  Harry  breeches  fit." 

"Anything  but  your  leg,"  said  the  peddler,  coolly  pursu- 
ing the  toilet  of  Henry.  "Slip  on  the  coat,  captain,  over  all. 
Upon  my  word,  you  would  pass  well  at  a  pinkster  frolic;  and 
here,  Caesar,  place  this  powdered  wig  over  your  curls,  and  be 
careful  and  look  out  of  the  window  whenever  the  door  is  opened, 
and  on  no  account  speak,  or  you  will  betray  all." 

"I  s'pose  Harvey  tink  a  color'd  man  an't  got  a  tongue  like 
oder  folk,"  grumbled  the  black,  as  he  took  the  station  assigned 
to  him. 

Everything  now  was  arranged  for  action,  and  the  peddler 
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very  deliberately  went  over  the  whole  of  his  injunctions  to  the 
two  actors  in  the  scene.  The  captain  he  conjured  to  dispense 
with  his  erect  military  carriage,  and  for  a  season  to  adopt  the 
humble  paces  of  his  father's  negro ;  and  Csesar  he  enjoined  to 
silence  and  disguise,  so  long  as  he  could  possibly  maintain 
them.  Thus  prepared,  he  opened  the  door  and  called  aloud  to 
the  sentinel,  who  had  retired  to  the  farthest  end  of  the  passage, 
in  order  to  avoid  receiving  any  of  that  spiritual  comfort  which 
he  felt  was  the  sole  property  of  another. 

"Let  the  woman  of  the  house  be  called,"  said  Harvey,  in 
the  solemn  key  of  his  assumed  character;  "and  let  her  come 
alone.  The  prisoner  is  in  a  happy  train  of  meditation,  and 
must  not  be  led  from  his  devotions." 

Csesar  sank  his  face  between  his  hands,  and  when  the  soldier 
looked  into  the  apartment,  he  thought  he  saw  his  charge  in 
deep  abstraction.  Casting  a  glance  of  huge  contempt  at  the 
divine,  he  called  aloud  for  the  good  woman  of  the  house.  She 
hastened  to  the  summons,  with  earnest  zeal,  entertaining  a 
secret  hope  that  she  was  to  be  admitted  to  the  gossip  of  a 
deathbed  repentance. 

"Sister,"  said  the  minister,  in  the  authoritative  tones  of  a 
master,  "have  you  in  the  house  'The  Christian  Criminal's  Last 
Moments,  or  Thoughts  on  Eternity,  for  Them  who  Die  a  Violent 
Death  '  ?  " 

"I  never  heard  of  the  book!  "  said  the  matron,  in  astonish- 
ment. 

"'Tis  not  unlikely;  there  are  many  books  you  have  never 
heard  of;  it  is  impossible  for  this  poor  penitent  to  pass  in  peace 
without  the  consolations  of  that  volume.  One  hour's  reading 
in  it  is  worth  an  age  of  man's  preaching." 

"  Bless  me,  what  a  treasure  to  possess !  —  when  was  it  put 
out?" 

"It  was  first  put  out  at  Geneva,  in  the  Greek  language, 
and  then  translated  at  Boston.  It  is  a  book,  woman,  that 
should  be  in  the  hands  of  every  Christian,  especially  such  as 
die  upon  the  gallows.     Have  a  horse  prepared  instantly  for 

this  black,  who  shall  accompany  me  to  my  Brother ,  and  I 

will  send  down  the  volume  yet  in  season.  Brother,  compose 
thy  mind;  you  are  now  in  the  narrow  path  to  glory." 

Csesar  wriggled  a  little  in  his  chair,  but  he  had  sufficient 
recollection  to  conceal  his  face  with  hands  that  were,  in  their 
turn,  concealed  by  gloves.     The  landlady  departed  to  comply 
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with  this  very  reasonable  request,  and  the  group  of  conspirators 
were  again  left  to  themselves. 

"This  is  well,"  said  the  peddler;  "but  the  difficult  task  is 
to  deceive  the  officer  who  commands  the  guard  —  he  is  lieuten- 
ant to  Lawton,  and  has  learned  some  of  the  captain's  own 
cunning  in  these  things.  Remember,  Captain  Wharton,"  con- 
tinued he,  with  an  air  of  pride,  "  that  now  is  the  moment  when 
everything  depends  on  our  coolness." 

"  My  fate  can  be  made  but  little  worse  than  it  is  at  present, 
my  worthy  fellow,"  said  Henry;  "but  for  your  sake  I  will  do 
all  that  in  me  lies." 

"And  wherein  can  I  be  moi-e  forlorn  and  persecuted  than  I 
now  am?"  asked  the  peddler,  with  that  wild  incoherence  which 
often  crossed  his  manner.  "  But  I  have  promised  one  to  save 
you,  and  to  him  I  never  have  yet  broken  my  word." 

"And  who  is  he?"  said  Henry,  with  awakened  interest. 

"No  one." 

The  man  soon  returned,  and  announced  that  the  horses 
were  at  the  door.  Harvey  gave  the  captain  a  glance,  and  led 
the  way  down  the  stairs,  first  desiring  the  woman  to  leave  the 
prisoner  to  himself,  in  order  that  he  might  digest  the  whole- 
some mental  food  that  he  had  so  lately  received. 

A  rumor  of  the  odd  character  of  the  priest  had  spread  from 
the  sentinel  at  the  door  to  his  comrades ;  so  that  when  Harvey 
and  Wharton  reached  the  open  space  before  the  building,  they 
found  a  dozen  idle  dragoons  loitering  about,  with  the  waggish 
intention  of  quizzing  the  fanatic,  and  employed  in  affected 
admiration  of  tlie  steeds. 

"A  fine  horse!"  said  the  leader  in  this  plan  of  mischief; 
"but  a  little  low  in  flesh;  I  suppose  from  hard  labor  in  your 
calling." 

"My  calling  may  be  laborsome  to  both  myself  and  this 
faithful  beast,  but  then  a  day  of  settling  is  at  hand,  that  will 
reward  me  for  all  my  outgoings  and  incomings,"  said  Birch, 
putting  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  and  preparing  to  mount. 

"You  work  for  pay,  then,  as  we  fight  for't?"  cried  another 
of  the  party. 

"Even  so  —  is  not  the  laborer  worthy  of  his  hire?" 

"Come,  suppose  you  give  us  a  little  preaching;  we  have  a 
leisure  moment  just  now,  and  there's  no  telling  how  much  good 
you  might  do  a  set  of  reprobates  like  us,  in  a  few  words ;  here, 
mount  this  horse  block,  and  take  your  text  where  you  please." 
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The  men  now  gathered  in  eager  delight  around  the  peddler, 
who,  glancing  his  eye  expressively  toward  the  captain,  who 
had  been  suffered  to  mount,  replied:  — 

"Doubtless,  for  such  is  m}'-  duty.  But,  Caesar,  you  can 
ride  up  the  road  and  deliver  the  note  —  the  unhajjpy  prisoner 
will  be  wanting  the  book,  for  his  hours  are  numbered." 

"Ay  —  ay,  go  along,  Csesar,  and  get  the  book,"  shouted 
half  a  dozen  voices,  all  crowding  eagerly  around  the  ideal 
priest,  in  anticipation  of  a  frolic. 

The  peddler  inwardly  dreaded  that,  in  their  unceremonious 
handling  of  himself  and  garments,  his  hat  and  wig  might  be 
displaced,  when  detection  would  be  certain;  he  was  therefore 
fain  to  comply  with  their  request.  Ascending  the  horse  block, 
after  hemming  once  or  twice,  and  casting  several  glances  at  the 
captain,  who  continued  immovable,  he  commenced  as  follows: 

"  I  shall  call  your  attention,  mj^  brethreii,  to  that  portion  of 
Scripture  w^hich  you  will  find  in  the  second  book  of  Samuel, 
and  which  is  written  in  the  following  words :  ^And  the  king 
lamented  over  Abner,  and  said,  Died  Ahner  as  a  fool  dieth? 
Thy  hands  ivere  7iot  bound,  nor  thy  feet  put  into  fetters :  as  a 
man  falleth  before  wicked  men,  so  fellest  thou.  And  all  the 
people  wept  again  over  him. '  Csesar,  ride  forward,  I  say,  and 
obtain  the  book  as  directed;  thy  master  is  groaning  in  spirit 
even  now  for  the  want  of  it." 

"An  excellent  text!"  cried  the  dragoons.  "Go  on  —  go 
on  —  let  the  snowball  stay ;  he  wants  to  be  edified  as  well  as 
another." 

"What  are  you  at  there,  scoundrels?"  cried  Lieutenant 
Mason,  as  he  came  in  sight  from  a  walk  he  had  taken,  to  sneer 
at  the  evening  parade  of  the  regiment  of  militia;  "away  with 
every  man  of  you  to  your  quarters,  and  let  me  find  that  each 
horse  is  cleaned  and  littered  when  I  come  round."  The  sound 
of  the  officer's  voice  operated  like  a  charm,  and  no  priest  could 
desire  a  more  silent  congregation,  although  he  might  possibly 
have  wished  for  one  that  was  more  numerous.  Mason  had  not 
done  speaking,  when  it  was  reduced  to  the  image  of  Csesar  only. 
The  peddler  took  that  opportunity  to  mount,  but  he  had  to  pre- 
serve the  gravity  of  his  movements ;  for  the  remark  of  the 
troopers  upon  the  condition  of  their  beasts  was  but  too  just, 
and  a  dozen  dragoon  horses  stood  saddled  and  bridled  at  hand, 
ready  to  receive  their  riders  at  a  moment's  warning. 

"  Well,  have  you  bitted  the  poor  fellow  within,"  said  Mason, 
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"that  lie  can  take  his  last  ride  under  the  curb  of  divinity,  old 
gentleman  ?  " 

"There  is  evil  in  thy  conversation,  profane  man,"  cried  the 
priest,  raising  his  hands  and  casting  liis  eyes  upward  in  holy 
horror;  "so  I  will  depart  from  thee  unhurt,  as  Daniel  was  liber- 
ated from  the  lions'  den." 

"Off  with  you,  for  a  hypocritical,  psalm-singing,  canting 
rogue  in  disguise,"  said  Mason,  scornfully;  "by  the  life  of 
Washington!  it  worries  an  honest  fellow  to  see  such  voracious 
beasts  of  prey  ravaging  a  country  for  which  he  sheds  his  blood. 
If  I  had  you  on  a  Virginia  plantation  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
I'd  teach  you  to  worm  the  tobacco  with  the  turkeys." 

"I  leave  you,  and  shake  the  dust  off  my  shoes,  that  no  rem- 
nant of  this  wicked  hole  may  tarnish  the  vestments  of  the 
godly." 

"  Start,  or  I  will  shake  the  dust  from  your  jacket,  designing 
knave!  A  fellow  to  be  preaching  to  my  men!  There's  Hol- 
lister  put  the  devil  in  them  by  his  exhorting;  the  rascals  were 
getting  too  conscientious  to  strike  a  blow  that  would  raise  the 
skin.  But  hold!  whither  do  you  travel,  master  blackey,  in 
such  godly  company  ?  " 

"He  goes,"  said  the  minister,  hastily  speaking  for  his  com- 
panion, "  to  return  with  a  book  of  much  condolence  and  virtue 
to  the  sinful  youth  above,  Avhose  soul  will  speedily  become 
white,  even  as  his  outwards  are  black  and  unseemly.  Would 
you  deprive  a  dying  man  of  the  consolation  of  religion?" 

"No,  no,  poor  fellow,  his  fate  is  bad  enough;  a  famous  good 
breakfast  his  prim  body  of  an  aunt  gave  us.  But  harkee, 
Mr.  Revelations,  if  the  j^outh  must  die  secundum  artem^  let  it 
be  under  a  gentleman's  direction;  and  my  advice  is,  that  you 
never  trust  that  skeleton  of  yours  among  us  again,  or  I  will 
take  the  skin  off  and  leave  you  naked." 

"  Out  upon  thee  for  a  reviler  and  scoffer  of  goodness !  "  said 
Birch,  moving  slowly,  and  with  a  due  observance  of  clerical 
dignity,  down  the  road,  followed  by  the  imaginary  Cffisar;  "but 
I  leave  thee,  and  that  behind  me  that  will  prove  thy  condem- 
nation, and  take  from  thee  a  hearty  and  joyful  deliverance." 

"Damn  him,"  muttered  the  trooper;  "the  fellow  rides  like  a 
stake,  and  his  legs  stick  out  like  the  cocks  of  his  hat.  I  wish 
I  had  him  below  these  hills,  where  the  law  is  not  overparticu- 
lar, I'd " 

"Corporal  of  the  guard!  —  corporal  of  the  guard!  "  shouted 
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the  sentinel  in  the  passage  to  the  chambers ;  "  corporal  of  the 
guard!  —  corporal  of  the  guard!  " 

The  subaltern  flew  up  the  narrow  stairway  that  led  to  the 
room  of  the  prisoner,  and  demanded  the  meaning  of  the  outcry. 

The  soldier  was  standing  at  the  open  door  of  the  apartment, 
looking  in  with  a  suspicious  eye  on  the  supposed  British  officer. 
On  observing  his  lieutenant,  he  fell  back  with  habitual  respect, 
and  replied,  with  an  air  of  puzzled  thought ;  — 

"I  don't  know,  sir;  but  just  now  the  prisoner  looked  queer. 
Ever  since  the  preacher  has  left  him  he  don't  look  as  he  used 
to  do —  but,"  gazing  intently  over  the  shoulder  of  his  officer, 
"it  must  be  him,  too!  There  is  the  same  powdered  head,  and 
the  darn  in  the  coat,  where  he  was  hit  the  day  he  had  the  last 
brush  with  the  enemy." 

"And  then  all  this  noise  is  occasioned  by  your  doubting 
whether  that  poor  gentleman  is  your  prisoner  or  not,  is  it, 
sirrah?     Who  the  devil  do  you  think  it  can  be  else?" 

"I  don't  know  who  else  it  can  be,"  returned  the  fellow, 
sullenly;  "but  he  is  grown  thicker  and  shorter,  if  it  is  he;  and 
see  for  yourself,  sir,  he  shakes  all  over,  like  a  man  in  an  ague." 

This  was  but  too  true.  Caesar  was  an  alarmed  auditor  of 
this  short  conversation,  and,  from  congratulating  himself  upon 
the  dexterous  escape  of  his  young  master,  his  thoughts  were 
very  naturally  beginning  to  dwell  upon  the  probable  conse- 
quences to  his  own  person.  The  pause  that  succeeded  the  last 
remark  of  the  sentinel  in  no  degree  contributed  to  the  restora- 
tion of  his  faculties.  Lieutenant  Mason  was  busied  in  examin- 
ing with  his  own  eyes  the  suspected  pereon  of  the  black,  and 
Csesar  was  aware  of  the  fact,  by  stealing  a  look  through  a  pas- 
sage under  one  of  his  arms  that  he  had  left  expressly  for  the 
purpose  of  reconnoiteriug.  Captain  Lawton  would  have  dis- 
covered the  fraud  immediately,  but  Mason  was  by  no  means  so 
quick-sighted  as  his  commander.  He  therefore  turned  rather 
contemptuously  to  the  soldier  and,  speaking  in  an  undertone, 
observed :  — 

"  That  anabaptist,  methodistical,  quaker,  jjsalm-singing  ras- 
cal has  frightened  the  boy  with  his  farrago  about  flames  and 
brimstone.  I'll  step  in  and  cheer  him  with  a  little  rational 
conversation." 

"I  have  heard  of  fear  making  a  man  white,"  said  the  soldier, 
drawing  back,  and  staring  as  if  his  eyes  would  start  from  their 
sockets,  "but  it  has  changed  the  royal  captain  to  a  black  I  " 
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The  trutli  '»vas  that  Csesar,  unable  to  hear  what  Mason 
uttered  in  a  low  voice,  and  having  every  fear  aroused  in  him 
by  what  had  already  passed,  incautiously  removed  the  wig  a 
little  from  one  of  his  ears  in  order  to  hear  the  better,  without 
in  the  least  remembering  that  its  color  might  prove  fatal  to  his 
disguise.  The  sentinel  had  kept  his  eyes  fastened  on  his  pris- 
oner, and  noticed  the  action.  The  attention  of  Mason  was 
instantly  drawn  to  the  same  object;  and,  forgetting  all  delicacy 
for  a  brother  officer  in  distress,  or,  in  short,  forgetting  every- 
thing but  the  censure  that  might  alight  on  his  corps,  the  lieu- 
tenant sprang  forward  and  seized  the  terrified  African  by  the 
throat;  for  no  sooner  had  Caesar  heard  his  color  named,  than 
he  knew  his  discovery  was  certain ;  and  at  the  first  sound  of 
Mason's  heavy  boot  on  the  floor  he  arose  from  his  seat,  and 
retreated  precipitately  to  a  corner  of  the  room. 

"Who  are  you?"  cried  Mason,  dashing  the  head  of  the  old 
man  against  the  angle  of  the  wall  at  each  interrogatory ;  "  who 
the  devil  are  you,  and  where  is  the  Englishman?  Speak,  thou 
thundercloud!  Answer  me,  you  jackdaw,  or  I'll  hang  you  on 
the  gallows  of  the  spy!  " 

Ctesar  continued  firm.  Neither  the  threats  nor  the  blows 
could  extract  any  reply,  until  the  lieutenant,  by  a  very  natural 
transition  in  the  attack,  sent  his  heavy  boot  forward  in  a  direc- 
tion that  brought  it  in  direct  contact  with  the  most  sensitive 
part  of  the  negro  —  his  shin.  The  most  obdurate  heart  could 
not  have  exacted  further  patience,  and  Caesar  instantly  gave 
in.     The  first  words  he  spoke  were:  — 

"Golly!  Massa,  you  tink  I  got  no  feelin'?" 

"By  heavens!"  shouted  the  lieutenant,  "it  is  the  negro 
himself!  Scoundrel!  where  is  your  master,  and  who  was  the 
priest?"  AVhile  speaking,  he  made  a  movement  as  if  about  to 
renew  the  attack;  but  Csesar  cried  aloud  for  mercy,  promising 
to  tell  all  that  he  knew. 

"Who  was  the  priest?"  repeated  the  dragoon,  drawing  back 
his  formidable  leg,  and  holding  it  in  threatening  suspense, 

"  Harvey,  Harvey !  "  cried  Csesar,  dancing  from  one  leg  to 
the  other,  as  he  thought  each  member  in  turn  might  be  assailed. 

"Harvey  who,  you  black  villain?"  cried  the  impatient  lieu- 
tenant, as  he  executed  a  full  measure  of  vengeance  by  letting 
his  leg  fly. 

"Birch!"  shrieked  Csesar,  falling  on  his  knees,  the  tears 
rolling  in  large  drops  over  his  shining  face. 
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"Harvey  Birch!"  echoed  the  trooper,  hurling  the  black 
from  him  and  rushing  from  the  room.  "  To  arms !  to  arms ! 
Fifty  guineas  for  the  life  of  the  peddler  spy  —  give  no  quarter 
to  either.     Mount!  mount!  to  arms!  to  horse!" 

During  the  uproar  occasioned  by  the  assembling  of  the 
dragoons,  who  all  rushed  tumultuously  to  their  horses,  Caesar 
rose  from  the  floor,  where  he  had  been  thrown  by  Mason,  and 
began  to  examine  into  his  injuries.  Happily  for  himself, 
he  had  alighted  on  his  head,  and  consequently  sustained  no 
material  damage. 


The  road  which  it  was  necessary  for  the  peddler  and  the 
English  captain  to  travel,  in  order  to  reach  the  shelter  of  the 
hills,  lay  for  a  half-mile  in  full  view  from  the  door  of  the  build- 
ing that  had  so  recently  been  the  prison  of  the  latter;  running 
for  the  whole  distance  over  the  rich  plain  that  spreads  to  the 
very  foot  of  the  mountains,  which  here  rise  in  a  nearly  per- 
pendicular ascent  from  their  bases;  it  then  turned  short  to  the 
right,  and  w^ts  obliged  to  follow  the  windings  of  nature,  as  it 
won  its  way  into  the  bosom  of  the  Highlands. 

To  preserve  the  suj)posed  difference  in  their  stations,  Harvey 
rode  a  short  distance  ahead  of  his  companion,  and  maintained 
the  sober,  dignified  pace  that  was  suited  to  his  assumed  char- 
acter. On  their  right,  the  regiment  of  foot  that  we  have 
already  mentioned  lay  in  tents ;  and  the  sentinels  who  guarded 
their  encampment  were  to  be  seen  moving  with  measured  tread 
under  the  skirts  of  the  hills  themselves. 

The  first  impulse  of  Henry  was,  certainly,  to  urge  the  beast 
he  rode  to  his  greatest  speed  at  once,  and  by  a  coup  de  main 
not  only  accomplish  his  escape,  but  relieve  himself  from  the 
torturing  suspense  of  his  situation.  But  the  forward  move- 
ment that  the  youth  made  for  this  purpose  was  instantly  checked 
by  the  peddler. 

"Hold  up!"  he  cried,  dexterously  reining  his  own  horse 
across  the  path  of  the  other ;  "  v/ould  you  ruin  us  both  ?  Fall 
into  the  place  of  a  black,  following  his  master.  Did  you  not 
see  their  blooded  chargers,  all  saddled  and  bridled,  standing  in 
the  sun  before  the  house  ?  How  long  do  you  think  that  miser- 
able Dutch  horse  you  are  on  would  hold  his  speed,  if  pursued 
by  the  Virginians  ?  Every  foot  that  we  can  gain,  without  giv- 
ing the  alarm,  counts  a  day  in  our  lives.     Ride  steadily  after 
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me,  and  on  no  account  look  back.     They  are  as  subtle  as  foxes, 
ay,  and  as  ravenous  for  blood  as  wolves !  " 

Henry  reluctantly  restrained  his  impatience,  and  followed 
the  direction  of  tlie  peddler.  His  imagination,  however,  con- 
tinually alarmed  him  with  the  fancied  sounds  of  pursuit;  though 
Birch,  who  occasionally  looked  back  under  the  pretense  of  ad- 
dressing his  companion,  assured  him  that  all  continued  quiet 
and  peaceful. 

"But,"  said  Henry,  "it  will  not  be  possible  for  Cresar  to 
remain  long  undiscovered.  Had  we  not  better  put  our  horses 
to  the  gallop,  and  by  the  time  they  can  reflect  on  the  cause  of 
our  lliirht,  we  can  reach  the  corner  of  the  woods  ?  " 

"Ah!  you  little  know  them,  Captain  Wharton,"  returned 
the  peddler;  "there  is  a  sergeant  at  this  moment  looking  after 
us,  as  if  he  thought  all  was  not  right;  the  keen-eyed  fellow 
watches  me  like  a  tiger  lying  in  wait  for  his  leap.  When  I 
stood  on  the  horse  block,  he  half  suspected  that  something  was 
wrong.  Nay,  check  your  beast  —  we  must  let  the  animals  walk 
a  little,  for  he  is  laying  his  hand  on  the  pommel  of  his  saddle. 
If  he  mounts,  we  are  gone.  The  foot  soldiers  could  reach  us 
now  with  their  muskets." 

"What  does  he  now?"  asked  Henry,  reining  his  horse  to  a 
■ealk,  but  at  the  same  time  pressing  his  heels  into  the  animal's 
sides,  to  be  in  readiness  for  a  sj)ring. 

"He  turns  from  his  charger,  and  looks  the  other  way;  now 
trot  on  gently  —  not  so  fast  —  not  so  fast.  Observe  the  sentinel 
in  the  field,  a  little  ahead  of  us  —  he  eyes  us  keenly." 

"Never  mind  the  footman,"  said  Henry,  impatiently;  "he 
can  do  nothing  but  shoot  us,  whereas  these  dragoons  may  make 
me  a  captive  again.  Surely,  Harvc}^,  there  are  horses  moving 
down  the  road  behind  us.     Do  you  see  nothing  particular?" 

"Humph!"  ejaculated  the  peddler;  "there  is  something 
particular,  indeed,  to  be  seen  behind  the  thicket  on  our  left. 
Turn  your  head  a  little,  and  you  may  see  and  profit  by  it 
too." 

Henry  eagerly  seized  this  permission  to  look  aside,  and  the 
blood  curdled  to  his  heart  as  ho  observed  that  they  were  passing 
a  gallows,  which  unquestionably  had  been  erected  for  his  own 
execution.  He  turned  his  face  from  the  sight  in  undisguised 
horror. 

"Tliere  is  a  warning  to  be  prudent,"  said  the  peddler,  in 
the  sententious  manner  that  he  often  adopted. 
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"It  is  a  terrific  sight,  indeed!  "  cried  Henry,  for  a  moment 
veiling  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  as  if  to  drive  a  vision  from 
before  him. 

The  peddler  moved  his  body  partly  around,  and  spoke  with 
energetic  but  gloomy  bitterness  —  "  And  yet,  Captain  Wharton, 
you  see  it  where  the  setting  sun  shines  full  upon  you ;  the  air 
you  breathe  is  clear,  and  fresh  from  the  hills  before  you.  Every 
step  that  you  take  leaves  that  hated  gallows  behind;  and  every 
dark  hollow,  and  every  shapeless  rock  in  the  mountains,  offers 
you  a  hiding  place  from  the  vengeance  of  your  enemies.  But 
I  have  seen  the  gibbet  raised  when  no  place  of  refuge  offered. 
Twice  have  I  been  buried  in  dungeons,  where,  fettered  and  in 
chains,  I  have  passed  nights  in  torture,  looking  forward  to  the 
morning's  dawn  that  was  to  light  me  to  a  death  of  infamy. 
The  sweat  has  started  from  limbs  that  seemed  already  drained 
of  their  moisture ;  and  if  I  ventured  to  the  hole  that  admitted 
air  through  grates  of  iron  to  look  out  upon  the  smiles  of  nature, 
which  God  has  bestowed  for  the  meanest  of  his  creatures,  the 
gibbet  has  glared  before  my  eyes,  like  an  evil  conscience  har- 
rowing the  soul  of  a  djdng  man.  Four  times  have  I  been  in 
their  power,  besides  this  last;  but  —  twice  —  did  I  think  my 
hour  had  come.  It  is  hard  to  die  at  the  best.  Captain  Wharton ; 
but  to  spend  your  last  moments  alone  and  unpitied,  to  know 
that  none  near  you  so  much  as  think  of  the  fate  that  is  to  you 
the  closing  of  all  that  is  earthly;  to  think  that  in  a  few  hours 
you  are  to  be  led  from  the  gloom  which,  as  you  dwell  on  Avhat 
follows,  becomes  dear  to  you,  to  the  face  of  day,  and  there  to 
meet  all  eyes  fixed  upon  you,  as  if  you  were  a  wild  beast ;  and 
to  lose  sight  of  everything  amid  the  jeers  and  scoffs  of  your 
fellow-creatures  —  that,  Captain  Wharton,  that  indeed  is  to 
die!" 

Henry  listened  in  amazement,  as  his  companion  uttered  this 
speech  with  a  vehemence  altogether  new  to  him ;  both  seemed 
to  have  forgotten  their  danger  and  their  disguises. 

"What!  were  3'ou  ever  so  near  death  as  that?" 

"  Have  I  not  been  the  hunted  beast  of  these  hills  for  three 
years  past?"  resumed  Harvey;  "and  once  the}'-  even  led  me  to 
the  foot  of  the  gallows  itself,  and  I  escaped  only  by  an  alarm 
from  the  royal  troops.  Had  they  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
later  I  must  have  died.  There  was  I  placed  in  the  midst  of 
unfeeling  men,  and  gaping  women  and  children,  as  a  monster 
to  be  cursed.     When  I  would  pray  to  God,  my  ears  were  in- 
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suited  with  the  history  of  my  crimes;  and  when,  in  all  that 
multitude,  I  looked  around  for  a  single  face  that  showed  me 
any  pity,  I  could  find  none  —  no,  not  even  one ;  all  cursed  me 
as  a  wretch  who  would  sell  his  country  for  gold.  The  sun  was 
brighter  to  my  eyes  than  common  —  but  it  was  the  last  time  I 
should  see  it.  The  fields  were  gay  and  pleasant,  and  every- 
thing seemed  as  if  this  world  was  a  kind  of  heaven.  Oli !  how 
sweet  life  was  to  me  at  that  moment!  'Twas  a  dreadful  hour, 
Captain  Wharton,  and  such  as  you  have  never  known.  You 
have  friends  to  feel  for  you,  but  I  had  none  but  a  father  to 
mourn  my  loss,  ^v^hen  he  might  hear  of  it;  but  there  was  no 
pity,  no  consolation  near,  to  soothe  my  anguish.  Everything 
seemed  to  have  deserted  me.  I  even  thought  that  he  had  for- 
gotten that  I  lived." 

"What!  did  you  feel  that  God  himself  had  forsaken  you, 
Harvey?" 

"God  never  forsakes  his  servants,"  returned  Birch,  with 
reverence,  and  exhibiting  naturally  a  devotion  that  hitherto  he 
had  only  assumed. 

"And  who  did  you  mean  by  he?" 

The  peddler  raised  himself  in  his  saddle  to  the  stiff  and 
upright  posture  that  was  suited  to  his  outward  appearance. 
The  look  of  fire,  that  for  a  short  time  glowed  on  his  coun- 
tenance, disappeared  in  the  solemn  lines  of  unbending  self- 
abasement,  and,  speaking  as  if  addressing  a  negro,  he  replied: 

"In  heaven  there  is  no  distinction  of  color,  my  brother; 
therefore  you  have  a  precious  charge  within  you,  that  you  must 
hereafter  render  an  account  of;"  dropping  his  voice  —  "this  is 
the  last  sentinel  near  the  road ;  look  ngt  back,  as  you  value  your 
life." 

Henry  remembered  his  situation,  and  instantly  assumed  the 
humble  demeanor  of  his  adopted  character.  The  unaccountable 
energy  of  the  peddler's  manner  was  soon  forgotten  in  the  sense 
of  his  own  immediate  danger;  and  with  the  recollection  of  his 
critical  situation,  returned  all  the  uneasiness  that  he  had 
momentarily  forgotten. 

"What  see  you,  Harvey?"  he  cried,  observing  the  peddler 
to  gaze  toward  the  building  they  had  left  with  ominous  interest; 
"  what  see  you  at  the  house  ?  " 

"That  wliich  bodes  no  good  to  us,"  returned  the  pretended 
priest.  "Throw  aside  the  mask  and  wig;  you  will  need  all 
your  senses  without   much   delay;   throw  them  in  the  road. 
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There  are  none  before  us  that  I  dread,  but  there  are  those  be- 
hind who  will  give  us  a  fearful  chase." 

"Nay,  then,"  cried  the  captain,  casting  the  implements  of 
his  disguise  into  the  highway,  "let  us  improve  our  time  to  the 
utmost.  We  want  a  full  quarter  to  the  turn ;  why  not  push  for 
it  at  once  ?  " 

"Be  cool;  they  are  in  alarm,  but  they  will  not  mount  with- 
out an  officer,  unless  they  see  us  fly  —  now  he  comes,  he  moves 
to  the  stables;  trot  briskly;  a  dozen  are  in  their  saddles,  but 
the  officer  stops  to  tighten  his  girths ;  they  hope  to  steal  a 
march  upon  us ;  he  is  mounted ;  now  ride.  Captain  Wharton, 
for  your  life,  and  keep  at  my  heels.  If  you  quit  me,  you  will 
be  lost!" 

A  second  request  was  unnecessary.  The  instant  that  Har- 
vey put  his  horse  to  his  speed.  Captain  Wharton  was  at  his 
heels,  urging  the  miserable  animal  he  rode  to  the  utmost. 
Birch  had  selected  his  own  beast;  and  although  vastly  inferior 
to  the  high-fed  and  blooded  chargers  of  the  dragoons,  still  it 
was  much  superior  to  the  little  pony  that  had  been  thought 
good  enough  to  carry  Csesar  Thompson  on  an  errand.  A  very 
feAV  jumps  convinced  the  captain  that  his  companion  was  fast 
leaving  him,  and  a  fearful  glance  thrown  behind  him  informed 
the  fugitive  that  his  enemies  were  as  speedily  approaching. 
With  that  abandonment  that  makes  misery  doubly  grievous, 
when  it  is  to  be  supported  alone,  Henry  cried  aloud  to  the 
peddler  not  to  desert  him.  Harvey  instantly  drew  up,  and  suf- 
fered his  companion  to  run  alongside  of  his  own  horse.  The 
cocked  hat  and  wig  of  the  peddler  fell  from  his  head  the  moment 
that  his  steed  began  to  move  briskly,  and  this  development  of 
their  disguise,  as  it  might  be  termed,  was  witnessed  by  the  dra- 
goons, who  announced  their  observation  by  a  boisterous  shout, 
that  seemed  to  be  uttered  in  the  very  ears  of  the  fugitives, 
so  loud  was  the  cry,  and  so  short  the  distance  between  them. 

"Had  we  not  better  leave  our  horses?"  said  Henry,  "and 
make  for  the  hills  across  the  fields,  on  our  left?  —  the  fence 
will  stop  our  pursuers." 

"That  way  lies  the  gallows,"  returned  the  peddler;  "these 
fellows  go  three  feet  to  our  two,  and  would  mind  the  fences  no 
more  than  we  do  these  ruts ;  but  it  is  a  short  quarter  to  the  turn, 
and  there  are  two  roads  behind  the  wood.  They  may  stand  to 
choose  until  they  can  take  the  track,  and  we  shall  gain  a  little 
upon  them  there." 
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"But  tills  miserable  horse  is  blown  already,"  cried  Henry, 
iiro'inEf  bis  beast  witli  the  end  of  his  bridle,  at  the  same  time 
that  Harvey  aided  his  efforts  by  applying  the  lash  of  a  heavy 
riding  whip  he  carried;  "he  will  never  stand  it  for  half  a  mile 
farther." 

"A  quarter  will  do;  a  quarter  will  do,"  said  the  peddler; 
"a  single  quarter  will  save  us,  if  you  follow  my  direc- 
tions." 

Somewhat  cheered  by  the  cool  and  confident  manner  of  his 
companion,  Henry  continued  silently  urging  his  horse  forward. 
A  few  moments  brought  them  to  the  desired  turn,  and  as  they 
doubled  round  a  point  of  low  underbush,  the  fugitives  caught 
a  glimpse  of  their  pursuers  scattered  along  the  highway.  Mason 
and  the  sergeant,  being  better  mounted  than  the  rest  of  the  party, 
were  much  nearer  to  their  heels  than  even  the  peddler  thought 
could  be  possible. 

At  the  foot  of  the  hills,  and  for  some  distance  up  the  dark 
valley  that  wound  among  the  mountains,  a  thick  underwood  of 
saplings  had  been  suffered  to  shoot  up,  where  the  heavier 
orrowth  was  felled  for  the  sake  of  the  fuel.  At  the  sight  of 
this  cover  Henry  again  urged  the  peddler  to  dismount,  and  to 
plunge  into  the  woods ;  but  his  request  was  promptly  refused. 
The  two  roads  before  mentioned  met  at  a  very  sharp  angle,  at 
a  short  distance  from  the  turn,  and  both  were  circuitous,  so  that 
but  little  of  either  could  be  seen  at  a  time.  The  peddler  took 
the  one  which  led  to  the  left,  but  held  it  only  a  moment ;  for, 
on  reaching  a  partial  opening  in  the  thicket,  he  darted  across 
into  the  right-hand  path,  and  led  the  way  up  the  steep  ascent 
which  lay  directly  before  them.  This  maneuver  saved  them. 
On  reaching  the  fork,  the  dragoons  followed  the  track,  and 
passed  the  spot  where  the  fugitives  had  crossed  to  the  other 
road,  before  they  missed  the  marks  of  the  footsteps.  Their 
loud  cries  were  heard  by  Henry  and  the  peddler,  as  their 
wearied  and  breathless  animals  toiled  up  the  hill,  ordering 
their  comrades  in  the  rear  to  ride  in  the  right  direction. 

The  captain  again  proposed  to  leave  their  horses,  and  dash 
into  the  thicket. 

"Not  yet,  not  yet,"  said  Birch,  in  a  low  voice;  "the  road 
falls  from  the  top  of  this  hill  as  steep  as  it  rises;  first  let  us 
gain  the  top."  While  speaking  they  reached  the  desired  sum- 
mit, and  both  threw  themselves  from  their  horses,  Henry  plun- 
ging into  the  thick  underwood  which  covered  the  side  of  the 
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mountain  for  some  distance  above  them.  Harvey  stopped  to 
give  each  of  their  beasts  a  few  severe  blows  of  his  whip,  that 
drove  them  headlong  down  the  path  on  the  other  side  of  the 
eminence,  and  then  followed  his  example. 

The  peddler  entered  the  thicket  with  a  little  caution,  and 
avoided,  as  much  as  possible,  rustling  or  breaking  the  branches 
in  his  way. 

There  was  but  time  only  to  shelter  his  person  from  view, 
when  a  dragoon  led  up  the  ascent;  and  on  reaching  the  height, 
he  cried  aloud  :  — 

"I  saw  one  of  their  horses  turning  the  hill  this  minute." 

"Drive  on;  spur  forward,  my  lads,"  shouted  Mason;  "give 
the  Englishman  quarter,  but  cut  down  the  peddler,  and  make 
an  end  of  him." 

Henry  felt  his  companion  gripe  his  arm  hard,  as  he  listened  in 
a  great  tremor  to  this  cry,  which  was  followed  by  the  passage 
of  a  dozen  horsemen,  with  a  vigor  and  speed  that  showed  too 
plainly  how  little  security  their  overtired  steeds  could  have 
afforded  them. 

"Now,"  said  the  peddler,  rising  from  the  cover  to  recon- 
noiter,  and  standing  for  a  moment  in  suspense,  "  all  that  we 
gain  is  clear  gain ;  for  as  we  go  up,  they  go  down.  Let  us  be 
stirring." 

"But  will  they  not  follow  us,  and  surround  this  moun- 
tain?" said  Henrj,  rising,  and  imitating  the  labored  but  rapid 
progress  of  his  companion;  "remember,  they  have  foot  as  well 
as  horse,  and  at  any  rate,  we  shall  starve  in  the  hills." 

"Fear  nothing,  Captain  Wharton,"  returned  the  peddler, 
with  confidence ;  "  this  is  not  the  mountain  that  I  would  be  on, 
but  necessity  has  made  me  a  dexterous  pilot  among  these  hills. 
I  will  lead  you  where  no  man  will  dare  to  follow.  See,  the  sun 
is  already  setting  behind  the  tops  of  the  western  mountains,  and 
it  will  be  two  hours  to  the  rising  of  the  moon.  Who,  think 
you,  will  follow  us  far,  on  a  November  night,  among  these  rocks 
and  precipices?" 

"Listen!"  exclaimed  Henry;  "the  dragoons  are  shouting 
to  each  other;  they  miss  us  already." 

"Come  to  the  point  of  this  rock,  and  you  may  see  them," 
said  Harvey,  composedly  seating  himself  down  to  rest.  "Nay, 
they  can  see  us  —  observe,  they  are  pointing  up  with  their  fin- 
gers. There,  one  has  fired  his  pistol,  but  the  distance  is  too 
great  even  for  a  musket." 
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"They  will  pursue  us,"  cried  the  impatient  Henry;  "let  us 
be  moving." 

"They  will  not  think  of  such  a  thing,"  returned  the  ped- 
dler, picking  the  checkerberries  that  grew  on  the  thin  soil 
where  he  sat,  and  very  deliberately  chewing  them,  leaves  and 
all,  to  refresh  his  mouth.  "What  progress  could  tliey  make 
here,  in  their  heavy  boots  and  spurs,  and  long  swords?  No, 
no  —  they  may  go  back  and  turn  out  the  foot,  but  the  horse 
pass  through  these  defiles,  when  they  can  keep  the  saddle,  with 
fears  and  trembling.  Come,  follow  me.  Captain  Wharton ;  we 
have  a  troublesome  march  before  us,  but  I  will  bring  you  where 
none  will  think  of  venturing  this  night." 

So  saying,  they  both  arose,  and  were  soon  hid  from  view 
among  the  rocks  and  caverns  of  the  mountain. 

The  conjecture  of  the  peddler  was  true;  Mason  and  his  men 
dashed  down  the  hill  in  pursuit,  as  they  supposed,  of  their  vic- 
tims, but  on  reaching  the  bottom  lands,  they  found  only  the 
deserted  horses  of  the  fugitives.  Some  little  time  was  spent 
in  examining  the  woods  near  them,  and  in  endeavoring  to  take 
the  trail  on  such  ground  as  might  enable  the  horses  to  pursue, 
when  one  of  the  party  descried  the  peddler  and  Henry  seated 
on  the  rock  already  mentioned. 

"?Ie's  off,"  muttered  Mason,  eying  Harvey  with  fury; 
"he's  off,  and  we  are  disgraced.  By  heavens,  Washington  will 
not  trust  us  with  the  keeping  of  a  suspected  Tory,  if  we  let  the 
rascal  trifle  in  this  manner  with  the  corps ;  and  there  sits  the 
Englishman,  too,  looking  down  upon  us  with  a  smile  of  benevo- 
lence! I  fancy  that  I  can  see  it.  Well,  well,  my  lad,  you  are 
comfortably  seated,  I  will  confess,  and  that  is  something  better 
than  dancing  upon  nothing;  but  you  are  not  to  the  west  of  the 
Harlem  River  yet,  and  I'll  try  your  wind  before  you  tell  Sir 
Henry  v/hat  you  have  seen,  or  I'm  no  soldier." 

"Shall  I  fire,  and  frighten  the  peddler?"  asked  one  of  the 
men,  drawing  his  pistol  from  the  holster. 

"  Ay,  startle  the  birds  from  their  perch  —  let  us  see  how 
they  can  use  the  wing."  The  man  fired  the  pistol,  and  Mason 
continued  —  "  'Fore  George,  I  believe  the  scoundrels  laugh  at 
us.  But  homeward,  or  we  shall  have  them  rolling  stones  upon 
our  heads,  and  the  Rf)yal  Gazettes  teeming  with  an  account 
of  a  rebel  regiment  routed  by  two  loyalists.  They  have  told 
bigger  lies  than  that  before  now." 

The  dragoons  moved  sullenly  after  their  oflicer,  who  rode 
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toward  their  quarters,  musing  on  the  course  it  behooved  him 
to  pursue  in  the  present  dilemma.  It  was  twilight  when 
Mason's  party  reached  the  dwelling,  before  the  door  of  which 
were  collected  a  great  number  of  the  officers  and  men,  busily 
employed  in  giving  and  listening  to  the  most  exaggerated 
accounts  of  the  escape  of  the  spy.  The  mortified  dragoons 
gave  their  ungrateful  tidings  with  the  sullen  air  of  disappointed 
men;  and  most  of  the  officers  gathered  around  Mason  to  consult 
of  the  steps  that  ought  to  be  taken.  Miss  Peyton  and  Frances 
were  breathless  and  unobserved  listeners  to  all  that  passed 
between  them,  from  the  window  of  the  chamber  immediately 
above  their  heads. 

"Something  must  be  done,  and  that  speedily,"  observed  the 
commanding  officer  of  the  regiment  which  lay  encamped  before 
the  house;  "this  English  officer  is  doubtless  an  instrument  in 
the  great  blow  aimed  at  us  by  the  enemy  lately ;  besides,  our 
honor  is  involved  in  his  escape." 

"  Let  us  beat  the  woods !  "  cried  several,  at  once ;  "  by  morn- 
ing we  shall  have  them  both  again." 

"Softly,  softly,  gentlemen,"  returned  the  colonel;  "no  man 
can  travel  these  hills  after  dark,  unless  used  to  the  passes. 
Nothing  but  horse  can  do  service  in  this  business,  and  I  pre- 
sume Lieutenant  Mason  hesitates  to  move  without  the  orders 
of  his  major." 

"I  certainly  dare  not,"  replied  the  subaltern,  gravely  shak- 
ing his  head,  "unless  you  will  take  the  responsibility  of  an 
order;  but  Major  Dunwoodie  will  be  back  again  in  two  hours, 
and  we  can  carry  the  tidings  through  the  hills  before  daylight ; 
so  that,  by  spreading  patrols  across  from  one  river  to  the  other, 
and  offering  a  reward  to  the  country  people,  their  escape  will 
yet  be  impossible,  unless  they  can  join  the  party  that  is  said  to 
be  out  on  the  Hudson." 

"A  very  plausible  plan,"  cried  the  colonel,  "and  one  that 
must  succeed:  but  let  a  messenger  be  dispatched  to  Dun- 
woodie, or  he  may  continue  at  the  ferry  until  it  proves  too 
late ;  though  doubtless  the  runaways  will  lie  in  the  mountains 
to-night." 

To  this  suggestion  Mason  acquiesced,  and  a  courier  was 
sent  to  the  major  with  the  important  intelligence  of  the  escape 
of  Henry,  and  an  intimation  of  the  necessity  of  his  presence 
to  conduct  the  pursuit.  After  this  arrangement  the  officers 
separated. 

13 
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To  a  Rose,  brought  from  near  Alloway  Kirk,  in  Ayrshire,  in  the  Autumn  o/1822. 

By  FITZ-GREENE  HALLECK. 

[Fitz-Greene  Halleck,  American  poet,  was  born  in  Guilford,  Coun,, 
July  8,  1790  ;  became  a  mercantile  accountant,  devoting  his  leisure  to  poetry. 
In  1811  he  removed  to  New  York,  remaining  till  1849,  when  he  retired  to 
his  native  tov/n  on  a  small  annuity  left  him  by  John  Jacob  Aster ;  and  died 
there  November  19,  1867.  He  wrote  the  "  Croaker"  papers  with  Joseph  Eod- 
man  Drake  from  1819  on  ;  "Fanny,"  a  social  satire,  1819  ;  "  Alnwick  Castle  " 
and  "Bums,"  after  a  visit  to  Europe  in  1821 ;  and  "Marco  Bozzaris  "  about 
the  same  time.  ] 

Wild  rose  of  Alloway !  my  thanks : 
Thou  'mind'st  me  of  that  autumn  noon 

When  first  we  met  upon  "  the  banks 
And  braes  o'  bonny  Doon." 

Like  thine,  beneath  the  thorn  tree's  bough, 
My  sunny  hour  was  glad  and  brief  : 

We've  crossed  the  winter  sea,  and  thou 
Art  withered  —  flower  and  leaf. 

And  will  not  thy  death  doom  be  mine  — 
The  doom  of  all  things  wrought  of  clay  — 

And  v\'ithered  my  life's  leaf  like  thine, 
Wild  rose  of  Alloway  ? 

Not  so  his  memory :  for  his  sake 

My  bosom  bore  thee  far  and  long, 
His  —  who  a  humbler  flower  could  make 

Immortal  as  his  song. 

The  memory  of  Burns  —  a  name 

That  calls,  when  brimmed  her  festal  cup, 

A  nation's  glory  and  her  shame 
In  silent  sadness  up. 

A  nation's  glory  —  be  the  rest 

Forgot  —  she's  canonized  his  mind ; 
And  it  is  joy  to  speak  the  best 

We  may  of  human  kind. 

I've  stood  beside  the  cottage  bed 

Where  the  Bard  Peasant  first  drew  breath ; 
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A  straw-thatched  roof  above  his  head, 
A  straw-wrought  couch  beneath. 

And  I  have  stood  beside  the  pile, 

His  monument  —  that  tells  to  heaven 
Tlie  homage  of  earth's  proudest  isle 

To  the  Bard  Peasant  given ! 

Bid  thy  thoughts  hover  o'er  that  spot, 

Boy  minstrel,  in  thy  dreaming  hour ; 
And  know,  however  low  his  lot, 

A  Poet's  pride  and  power : 

The  pride  that  lifted  Burns  from  earth, 

The  power  that  gave  a  child  of  song 
Ascendency  o'er  rank  and  birth. 

The  rich,  the  brave,  the  strong  ; 

And  if  despondency  weigh  down 

Thy  spirit's  fluttering  pinions  then. 
Despair  —  thy  name  is  written  on  the  roll 

Of  common  men. 

There  have  been  loftier  themes  than  his, 

And  longer  scrolls,  and  louder  lyres. 
And  lays  lit  up  with  Poesy's 

Purer  and  holier  fires : 

Yet  read  the  names  that  know  not  death  — 

Few  nobler  ones  than  Burns  are  there ; 
And  few  have  won  a  greener  wreath 

Than  that  which  binds  his  hair. 

His  is  that  language  of  the  heart 

In  which  the  answering  heart  would  speak, 

Thought,  word,  that  bids  the  warm  tear  start^ 
Or  the  smile  light  the  cheek ; 

And  his  that  music,  to  whose  tone 

The  common  pulse  of  man  keeps  time, 
In  cot  or  castle's  mirth  or  moan. 

In  cold  or  sunny  clime. 

And  who  hath  heard  his  song,  nor  knelt 

Before  its  spell  with  willing  knee, 
And  listened,  and  believed,  and  felt 

The  poet's  mastery. 
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O'er  the  mind's  sea,  in  calm  and  storm, 
O'er  the  heart's  sunshine  and  its  showers. 

O'er  Passion's  moments,  bright  and  warm, 
O'er  Reason's  dark,  cold  hours ; 

On  fields  where  brave  men  "  die  or  do," 
In  halls  where  rings  the  banquet's  mirth, 

"Where  mourners  weep,  where  lovers  woo, 
From  throne  to  cottage  hearth  ? 

"What  sweet  tears  dim  the  eyes  unshed, 
AVhat  wild  vows  falter  on  the  tongue, 

When  "  Scots  wha'  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled," 
Or  "  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  is  sung  ? 

Pure  hopes,  that  lift  the  soul  above, 
Come  with  his  cotter's  hymn  of  praise, 

And  dreams  of  youth,  and  truth,  and  love, 
With  Logan's  banks  and  braes. 

And  when  he  breathes  his  master  lay 
Of  Alio  way's  witch-haunted  wall. 

All  passions  in  our  frames  of  clay 
Come  thronging  at  his  call. 

Imagination's  worlds  of  air. 
And  our  own  world,  its  gloom  and  glee. 

Wit,  pathos,  poetry,  are  there, 
And  death's  sublimity. 

And  Burns  —  though  brief  the  race  he  ran, 
Though  rough  and  dark  the  path  he  trod, 

Lived  —  died  —  in  form  and  soul  a  Man, 
The  image  of  his  God. 

Through  care,  and  pain,  and  want,  and  woe, 
With  wounds  that  only  death  could  heal, 

Tortures  the  poor  alone  can  know. 
The  proud  aloue  can  feel ; 

He  kept  his  honesty  and  truth, 
His  independent  tongue  and  pen. 

And  moved,  in  manhood  as  in  youth, 
Pride  of  his  fellow-men. 

Strong  sense,  deep  feeling,  passions  strong, 
A  hate  of  tyrant  and  of  knave, 
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A  love  of  right,  a  scorn  of  wrong, 
Of  coward  and  of  slave ; 

A  kind,  true  heart,  a  spirit  high. 

That  could  not  fear  and  would  not  bow, 

Were  written  in  his  manly  eye 
And  on  his  manly  brow. 

Praise  to  the  bard  !  his  words  are  driven, 
Like  flower  seeds  by  the  far  winds  sown, 

Where'er,  beneath  the  sky  of  heaven. 
The  birds  of  fame  have  flown. 

Praise  to  the  man !  a  nation  stood 

Beside  his  coffin  with  wet  eyes, 
Her  brave,  her  beautiful,  her  good, 

As  when  a  loved  one  dies. 

And  still,  as  on  his  funeral  day. 

Men  stand  his  cold  earth  couch  around, 

With  the  mute  homage  that  we  pay 
To  consecrated  ground. 

And  consecrated  ground  it  is, 

The  last,  the  hallowed  home  of  one 
Who  lives  upon  all  memories. 

Though  with  the  buried  gone. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim  shrines. 
Shrines  to  no  code  or  creed  confined  — 

The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines, 
The  Meccas  of  the  mind. 

Sages,  with  wisdom's  garland  wreathed. 

Crowned  kings,  and  mitered  priests  of  power, 

And  warriors  with  their  bright  swords  sheathed, 
The  mightiest  of  the  hour ; 

And  lowlier  names,  whose  humble  home 

Is  lit  by  fortune's  dimmer  star. 
Are  there  —  o'er  wave  and  mountain  come, 

From  countries  near  and  far ; 

Pilgrims  whose  wandering  feet  have  pressed 

The  Switzer's  snow,  the  Arab's  sand, 
Or  trod  the  piled  leaves  of  the  West, 

My  own  green  forest  land. 
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All  ask  the  cottage  of  his  birth, 

Gaze  on  the  scenes  he  loved  and  sung, 

And  gather  feelings  not  of  earth 
His  fields  and  streams  among. 

They  linger  by  the  Doon's  low  trees, 
And  pastoral  Nith,  and  wooded  Ayr, 

And  round  thy  sepulchers,  Dumfries ! 
The  poet's  tomb  is  there. 

But  what  to  them  the  sculptor's  art, 

His  funeral  columns,  wreaths,  and  urns  ? 

Wear  they  not  graven  on  the  heart 
The  name  of  Robert  Burns  ? 


-<x)J«{o«- 
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By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
(From  "The  Wide,  Wide  World.") 

[Susan  Warner  t  A  popular  American  novelist ;  born  in  New  York  city, 
July  11,  1819.  Under  the  pen  name  of  "Elizabeth  W^etherell"  she  published 
"The  Wide,  Wide  World"  (1850),  which  had  a  sale  of  250,000  copies  in  the 
United  States,  and  was  widely  read  in  England.  Among  her  later  works  are : 
"Queechy,"  "The  Hills  of  the  Shatemuc,"  "The  Old  Helmet,"  "Melbourne 
House,"  "  Wych  Hazel,"  and  "  My  Desire."  She  died  at  Highland  Falls,  N.  Y., 
1885.] 

Clouds  and  rain  and  cold  winds  kept  Ellen  within  doors 
for  se\eral  days.  This  did  not  better  the  state  of  matters 
between  herself  and  her  aunt.  Shut  up  with  her  in  the  kitchen 
from  morning  till  night,  Avith  the  only  variety  of  the  old  lady's 
com2)any  part  of  the  time,  Ellen  thought  neither  of  them  im- 
proved upon  acquaintance.  Perhaps  they  thought  the  same 
of  lier ;  she  was  certainly  not  in  her  best  mood.  With 
nothing  to  do,  the  time  hanging  very  heavy  on  her  hands, 
disajipointed,  unhappy,  frequently  irritated,  Ellen  became  at 
length  very  ready  to  take  offense,  and  nowise  disposed  to  pass 
it  over  or  smooth  it  away.  She  seldom  showed  tliis  in  words, 
it  is  true,  but  it  rankled  in  her  mind.  Listless  and  brooding, 
she  sat  day  after  day,  comparing  the  present  with  the  past, 
wishing  vain  wishes,  indulging  bootless  regrets,  and  looking 
upon  her  aunt  and  grandmother  with  an  eye  of  more  settled 
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aversion.  The  only  other  person  she  saw  was  Mr.  Van  Brunt, 
who  came  in  regularly  to  meals ;  but  he  never  said  anything 
unless  in  answer  to  Miss  Fortune's  questions  and  remarks  about 
the  farm  concerns.  These  did  not  interest  her ;  and  she  was 
greatly  wearied  with  the  sameness  of  her  life.  She  longed  to 
go  out  again;  but  Thursday,  and  Friday,  and  Saturday,  and 
Sunday  passed,  and  the  weather  still  kept  her  close  prisoner. 
Monday  brought  a  change,  but  though  a  cool,  drying  wind  blew 
all  day,  the  ground  was  too  wet  to  venture  out. 

On  the  evening  of  that  day,  as  Miss  Fortune  was  setting  the 
table  for  tea,  and  Ellen  sitting  before  the  fire,  feeling  weary  of 
everything,  the  kitchen  door  opened,  and  a  girl  somewhat  larger 
and  older  than  herself  came  in.  She  had  a  pitcher  in  her  hand, 
and  marching  straight  up  to  the  tea  table,  she  said  :  — 

"Will  you  let  granny  have  a  little  milk  to-night.  Miss 
Fortune  ?     I  can't  find  the  cow.     I'll  bring  it  back  to-morrow." 

"You  hain't  lost  her,  Nancy?" 

"  Have,  though,"  said  the  other ;  "  she's  been  away  these 
two  days." 

"  Why  didn't  you  go  somewhere  nearer  for  milk  ?  " 

"Oh!  I  don't  know — I  guess  your'n  is  the  sweetest,"  said 
the  girl,  with  a  look  Ellen  did  not  understand. 

Miss  Fortune  took  the  pitcher  and  went  into  the  pantry. 
While  she  was  gone,  the  two  children  improved  the  time  in 
looking  very  hard  at  each  other.  Ellen's  gaze  was  modest 
enough,  though  it  showed  a  great  deal  of  interest  in  the  new 
object ;  but  the  broad,  searching  stare  of  the  other  seemed 
intended  to  take  in  all  there  was  of  Ellen  from  her  head  to 
her  feet,  and  keep  it,  and  find  out  what  sort  of  a  creature  she 
was  at  once.  Ellen  almost  shrank  from  the  bold  black  eyes, 
but  they  never  wavered,  till  Miss  Fortune's  voice  broke  the 
spell. 

"  How's  your  grandmother,  Nancy  ?  " 

"She's  tolerable,  ma'am,  thank  you." 

"  Now,  if  you  don't  bring  it  back  to-morrow,  you  won't  get 
any  more  in  a  hurry,"  said  Miss  Fortune,  as  she  handed  the 
pitcher  back  to  the  girl. 

"  I'll  mind  it,"  said  the  latter,  with  a  little  nod  of  her  head, 
which  seemed  to  say  there  was  no  danger  of  her  forgetting. 

"  Who  is  that.  Aunt  Fortune  ?  "  said  Ellen,  when  she  was 
gone. 

"  She  is  a  girl  that  lives  up  on  the  mountain  yonder." 
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"  But  what's  her  name  ?  " 

"  I  had  just  as  lief  you  wouldn't  know  her  name.  She  ain't 
a  good  girl.     Don't  you  never  have  anything  to  do  with  her." 

Ellen  was  in  no  mind  to  give  credit  to  all  her  aunt's  opin- 
ions, and  she  set  this  down  as,  in  part  at  least,  coming  from  ill 
humor. 

The  next  morning  was  calm  and  fine,  and  Ellen  spent  nearly 
the  whole  of  it  out  of  doors.  She  did  not  venture  near  the 
ditch,  but  in  every  other  direction  she  explored  the  ground, 
and  examined  what  stood  or  grew  uj)on  it  as  thoroughly  as 
she  dared.  Towards  noon  she  was  standing  by  the  little  gate 
at  the  back  of  the  house,  unwilling  to  go  in,  but  not  knowing 
what  more  to  do,  when  Mr.  Van  Brunt  came  from  the  lane 
with  a  load  of  wood.  Ellen  watched  the  oxen  toiling  up  the 
u&?ent,  and  thought  it  looked  like  very  hard  work;  she  was 
sorry  for  them. 

"  Isn't  that  a  very  heavy  load  ?  "  she  asked  of  their  driver, 
as  he  was  throwing  it  down  under  the  apple  tree. 

"  Heavy  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  It  ain't  nothing  at  all  to  'em. 
They'd  take  twice  as  much  any  day  with  pleasure." 

"  I  shouldn't  think  so,"  said  Ellen  ;  "  they  don't  look  as  if 
there  was  much  pleasure  about  it.  What  makes  them  lean 
over  so  against  each  other  when  they  are  coming  uphill  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that's  just  a  way  they've  got.  They're  so  fond  of 
each  other,  I  suppose.  Perhaps  they'va  something  particular 
to  say,  and  want  to  put  their  heads  together  for  the  purpose." 

"No,"  said  Ellen,  half  laughing,  "it  can't  be  that;  they 
wouldn't  take  the  very  hardest  time  for  that ;  they  would  wait 
till  they  got  to  the  top  of  the  hill ;  but  there  they  stand  just 
as  if  they  were  asleep,  only  their  eyes  are  open.     Poor  things  I  " 

"'  They're  not  very  poor,  anyhow,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ; 
"  there  ain't  a  finer  yoke  of  oxen  to  be  seen  than  them  are,  nor 
in  better  condition." 

He  went  on  throwing  the  wood  out  of  the  cart,  and  Ellen 
stood  looking  at  him. 

"  What'll  3'-ou  give  me  if  I'll  make  you  a  scup  one  of  these 
days  ?  "  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

"  A  scup  !  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Yes  —  a  scup  !  how  would  you  like  it  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  it  is,"  said  Ellen. 

"  A  scup  !  —  maybe  you  don't  know  it  by  that  name  ;  some 
folks  call  it  a  swing." 
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"  A  swing  !  Oh,  yes,"  said  Ellen,  "  now  I  know.  Oh,  I 
like  it  very  much." 

"  Would  you  like  to  have  one  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  should,  very  much." 

"  Well,  vf hat'll  you  give  me,  if  Fll  fix  you  out  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Ellen,  "  I  have  nothing  to  give ;  I'll 
be  very  much  obliged  to  you,  indeed." 

"•  Well,  now,  come,  I'll  make  a.  bargain  with  you  :  I'll  en- 
gage to  fix  up  a  scup  for  you-,  if  you'll  give  me  a  kiss." 

Poor  Ellen  was  struck  dumb.  The  good-natured  Dutch- 
man had  taken  a  fancy  to  the  little  pale-faced,  sad-looking 
stranger,  and  really  felt  very  kindly  disposed  toward  her,  but 
she  neither  knew,  nor  at  the  moment  cared,  about  that.  She 
stood  motionless,  utterly  astounded  at  his  unheard-of  proposal, 
and  not  a  little  indignant ;  but  when,  with  a  good-natured 
smile  upon  his  round  face,  he  came  near  to  claim  the  kiss  he 
no  doubt  thought  himself  sure  of,  Ellen  shot  from  him  like  an 
arrow  from  a  bow.  She  rushed  to  the  house,  and  bursting 
open  the  door,  stood  with  flushed  face  and  sparkling  eyes  in 
the  presence  of  her  astonished  aunt. 

"  What  in  the  world  is  the  matter  ?  "  exclaimed  that  lady. 

"  He  wanted  to  kiss  me  I  "  said  Ellen,  scarce  knowing:  whom 
she  was  talking  to,  and  crimsoning  more  and  more. 

"  Who  wanted  to  kiss  you  ?  " 

"  That  man  out  there." 

"  What  man  ?  " 

"  The  man  that  drives  the  oxen." 

"  What !  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?  "  And  Ellen  never  forgot  the 
loud  ha !  ha  !  which  burst  from  Miss  Fortune's  w  ide-open 
mouth. 

"  Well,  why  didn't  you  let  him  kiss  you  ?  " 

The  laugh,  the  look,  the  tone,  stung  Ellen  to  the  very  quick. 
In  a  fury  of  passion  she  dashed  away  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  up 
to  her  own  room.  And  there,  for  a  while,  the  storm  of  anger 
drove  over  her  with  such  violence  that  conscience  had  hardly 
time  to  whisper.  Sorrow  came  in  again  as  passion  faded,  and 
gentler  but  very  bitter  weeping  took  the  place  of  convulsive 
sobs  of  rage  and  mortification,  and  then  the  whispers  of  con- 
science began  to  be  heard  a  little.  "  Oh,  mamma  I  mamma !  ' 
cried  poor  Ellen  in  her  heart,  "how  miserable  I  am  without 
you  !  I  never  can  like  Aunt  Fortune  —  it's  of  no  use  —  I  never 
can  like  her  ;  I  hope  I  shan't  get  to  hate  her  !  —  and  that  isn't 
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right.  I  am  forgetting  all  that  is  good,  and  there's  nobody  to 
put  me  in  mind.  Oh,  mamma  !  if  I  could  lay  my  head  in  your 
lap  for  a  minute  I  "  Then  came  thoughts  of  her  Bible  and 
hymn  book,  and  the  friend  who  had  given  it  ;  sorrowful 
thoughts  they  were  ;  and  at  last,  humbled  and  sad,  poor  Ellen 
sought  that  great  Friend  she  knew  she  had  displeased,  and 
prayed  earnestly  to  be  made  a  good  child  ;  she  felt  and  owned 
she  was  not  one  now. 

It  was  long  after  midday  when  Ellen  rose  from  her  knees. 
Her  passion  was  all  gone  ;  she  felt  more  gentle  and  pleasant 
than  she  had  done  for  days  ;  but  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart 
resentment  was  not  all  gone.  She  still  thought  she  had  cause 
to  be  angry,  and  she  could  not  think  of  her  aunt's  look  and 
tone  without  a  thrill  of  painful  feeling.  In  a  very  different 
mood,  however,  from  that  in  which  she  had  flown  upstairs 
two  or  three  hours  before,  she  now  came  softly  down,  and  went 
out  by  the  front  door,  to  avoid  meeting  her  aunt.  She  had 
visited  that  morning  a  little  brook  which  ran  through  the 
meadow  on  the  other  side  of  the  road.  It  had  great  charms 
for  her  ;  and  now  crossing  the  lane  and  creeping  under  the 
fence,  she  made  her  way  again  to  its  banks.  At  a  particular 
spot,  where  the  brook  made  one  of  its  sudden  turns,  Ellen  sat 
down  upon  the  grass,  and  watched  the  dark  water,  —  whirling, 
brawling  over  the  stones,  hurrying  past  her,  with  ever  the  same 
soft  pleasant  sound,  and  she  was  never  tired  of  it.  She  did  not 
hear  footsteps  drawing  near,  and  it  was  not  till  some  one  was 
close  beside  her,  and  a  voice  spoke  almost  in  her  ears,  that  she 
raised  her  startled  eyes  and  saw  the  little  girl  who  had  come 
the  evening  before  for  a  pitcher  of  milk. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?  "  said  the  latter. 

"Fm  watching  for  fish,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Watching  for  fish  !  "  said  the  other,  rather  disdainfully. 

"  Yes,"  said  Ellen,  —  "  there,  in  that  little  quiet  place,  they 
come  sometimes  ;  I've  seen  two." 

"You  can  look  for  fish  another  time.  Come  now  and  take 
a  walk  with  me." 

"  Where  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Oil,  you  shall  see.  Come  !  I'll  take  you  all  about  and 
show  you  where  people  live  ;  you  hain't  been  anywhere  yet, 
have  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Ellen,  —  "  and  I  should  like  very  much  to  go, 
but " 
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She  hesitated.  Her  aunt's  words  came  to  mind,  that  this 
was  not  a  good  girl,  and  that  she  must  have  nothing  to  do  with 
her  ;  but  she  had  not  more  than  half  believed  them,  and  she 
could  not  possibly  bring  herself  now  to  go  in  and  ask  Miss 
Fortune's  leave  to  take  this  walk.  "I  am  sare,"  thought 
Ellen,  "  she  would  refuse  me,  if  there  was  no  reason  in  the 
world."  And  then  the  delight  of  rambling  through  the  beauti- 
ful country,  and  being  for  a  while  in  other  company  than  that 
of  her  Aunt  Fortune  and  the  old  grandmother  !  The  tempta- 
tion was  too  great  to  be  withstood. 

"  Well,  what  are  you  thinking  about  ? "  said  the  girl ; 
"  what's  the  matter  ?  won't  you  come  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Ellen,  '*•  I'm  ready.     Which  way  shall  we  go  ?  " 

With  the  assurance  from  the  other  that  she  would  show  her 
]>lenty  of  ways,  they  set  off  down  the  lane ;  Ellen  with  a  secret 
fear  of  being  seen  and  called  back,  till  they  had  gone  some 
distance,  and  the  house  was  hid  from  view.  Then  her  pleasure 
became  great.  The  afternoon  was  fair  and  mild,  the  footing 
pleasant,  and  Ellen  felt  like  a  bird  out  of  a  cage.  She  was 
ready  to  be  delighted  with  every  trifle ;  her  companion  could 
not  by  any  means  understand  or  enter  into  her  bursts  of  pleas- 
ure at  many  a  little  thing  which  she  of  the  black  eyes  thought 
not  worthy  of  notice.  She  tried  to  bring  Ellen  back  to  higher 
subjects  of  conversation. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  here  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh,  a  good  while,"  said  Ellen,  —  "I  don't  know  exactly; 
it's  a  week,  I  believe." 

"  Why  do  you  call  that  a  good  while  ?  "  said  the  other. 

"  Well,  it  seems  a  good  while  to  me,"  said  Ellen,  sighing : 
"it  seems  as  long  as  four,  I  am  sure." 

"  Then  you  don't  like  to  live  here  much,  do  you  ?  " 

"I  had  rather  be  at  home,  of  course." 

"  How  do  you  like  your  Aunt  Fortune  ?  " 

" How  do  I  like  her ? "  said  Ellen,  hesitating,  —  "I  think 
she's  good-looking,  and  very  smart." 

"  Yes,  you  needn't  tell  me  she's  smart,  —  everybody  knows 
that ;  that  ain't  what  I  ask  you  ;  —  how  do  you  like  her  ?  " 

"  How  do  I  like  her  ?  "  said  Ellen  again  ;  "  how  can  I  tell 
how  I  shall  like  her?    I  haven't  lived  with  her  but  a  week 

yet." 

"You  might  just  as  well  ha'  spoke  out,"  said  the  other, 
somewhat  scornfully;  —  "do  you  think  I  don't  know  you  half 
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hate  her  already?  and  it'll  be  whole  hating  in  another  week 
more.  When  I  first  heard  you'd  come,  I  guessed  you'd  have  a 
sweet  time  with  her." 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Oh,  don't  ask  mo  why,"  said  the  other,  impatiently, 
"  when  you  kiiow  as  well  as  I  do.  Every  soul  that  speaks  of 
you  says  '  Poor  child  ! '  and  '  I'm  glad  I  ain't  her.'  You  needn't 
try  to  come  cunning  over  me.  I  shall  be  toe  much  for  you,  I 
tell  you." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  said  Ellen. 

"  Oh,  no,  I  suppose  you  don't,"  said  the  other,  in  the  same 
tone,  —  "of  course  you  don't;  I  suppose  3'ou  don't  know 
whether  your  tongue  is  your  own  or  somebody's  else.  You 
think  Miss  Fortune  is  an  angel,  and  so  do  I ;  to  be  sure  she 
is!" 

Not  very  well  pleased  with  this  kind  of  talk,  Ellen  walked 
on  for  a  while  in  grave  silence.  Her  companion  meantime 
recollected  herself;  when  she  spoke  again,  it  was  vfith  an 
altered  tone. 

"  How  do  you  like  INIr.  Van  Brunt?  " 

"  I  don't  like  him  at  all,"  said  Ellen,  reddening. 

"  Don't  you  !  "  said  the  other,  surprised,  —  "  why,  everybody 
likes  him.     What  don't  you  like  him  for  ?  " 

"  I  don't  like  him,"  repeated  Ellen. 

"  Ain't  Miss  Fortune  queer  to  live  in  the  way  she  does  ?  " 

"  What  way  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"Why,  without  any  help,  —  doing  all  her  own  work,  and 
living  all  alone,  when  she's  so  rich  as  she  is." 

"  Is  she  rich  ?  "  asked  Ellen. 

"Ricli !  I  guess  she  is  !  she's  one  of  the  very  best  farms  in 
the  country,  and  money  enough  to  have  a  dozen  help,  if  she 
wanted  'em.     Van  Brunt  takes  care  of  the  farm,  you  know." 

"  Does  he  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Why,  yes,  of  course  he  does ;  didn't  you  know  that  ?  what 
did  you  think  he  was  at  your  house  all  the  time  for  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  don't  know,"  said  Ellen.  "  And  are  those  Aunt 
Fortune's  oxen  that  he  drives?  " 

"To  be  sure  they  are.  Well,  I  do  think  you  are  green,  to 
have  been  there  all  this  time,  and  not  found  that  out.  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  does  just  what  he  pleases  over  the  whole  farm,  though  ; 
hires  what  help  he  wants,  manages  everything ;  and  then  he 
has  his  share  of  all  that  comes  off  it.     I  tell  you  what  —  you'd 
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Letter  make  friends  with  Van  Brunt,  for  if  anybody  can  help 
you  when  your  aunt  gets  one  of  her  ugly  fits,  it's  him  ;  she 
don't  care  to  meddle  with  him  much." 

Leaving  the  lane,  the  two  girls  took  a  footpath  leading 
across  the  fields.  The  stranger  was  greatly  amused  here  with 
Ellen's  awkwardness  in  climbing  fences.  Where  it  was  a  pos- 
sible thing,  she  was  fain  to  crawl  under ;  but  once  or  twice 
that  could  not  be  done,  and  having  with  infinite  difficulty 
mounted  to  the  top  rail,  poor  Ellen  sat  there  in  a  most  totter- 
ing condition,  uncertain  on  which  side  of  the  fence  she  should 
tumble  over,  but  seeing  no  other  possible  way  of  getting  down. 
The  more  she  trembled  the  more  her  companion  laughed,  stand- 
ing aloof  meanwhile,  and  insisting  she  should  get  down  by  her- 
self. Necessity  enabled  her  to  do  this  at  last,  and  each  time 
the  task  became  easier ;  but  Ellen  secretly  made  up  her  mind 
that  her  nev/  friend  was  not  likely  to  prove  a  very  good 
one. 

As  they  went  along,  she  pointed  out  to  Ellen  two  or  three 
houses  in  the  distance,  and  gave  her  not  a  little  gossip  about 
the  peo]3le  who  lived  in  them  ;  but  all  this  Ellen  scarcely  heard, 
and  cared  nothing  at  all  about.  She  had  paused  by  the  side  of 
a  large  rock  standing  alone  by  the  wayside,  and  was  looking 
very  closely  at  its  surface. 

"  What  is  this  curious  brown  stuff,"  said  Ellen,  "  growing  all 
over  the  rock  ?  —  like  shriveled  and  dried-up  leaves  ?  Isn't  it 
curious?  part  of  it  stands  out  like  a  leaf,  and  part  of  it  sticks 
fast ;  I  wonder  if  it  grows  here,  or  what  it  is." 

"  Oh,  never  mind,"  said  the  other ;  "  it  always  grows  on  the 
rocks  everywhere  ;  I  don't  know  what  it  is,  and,  what's  more, 
I  don't  care.     'Tain't  worth  looking  at.     Come !  " 

Ellen  followed  her.  But  presently  the  path  entered  an 
open  woodland,  and  now  her  delight  broke  forth  beyond 
bounds. 

"  Oh,  how  pleasant  this  is !  how  lovely  this  is  !  Isn't  it 
beautiful  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 

"Isn't  what  beautiful?  I  do  think  you  are  the  queerest 
girl,  Ellen." 

"  Why,  everything,"  said  Ellen,  not  minding  the  latter  part 
of  the  sentence  ;  "  the  ground  is  beautiful,  and  those  tall  trees, 
and  that  beautiful  blue  sky  —  only  look  at  it." 

"  The  ground  is  all  covered  with  stones  and  rocks,  —  is  that 
what  you  call  beautiful  ?  —  and  the  trees  are  as  homely  as  they 
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can  be,  with  their  great  brown  stems  and  no  leaves.  Come  !  — 
what  are  you  staring  at  ?  " 

Ellen's  eyes  were  fixed  on  a  string  of  dark  spots  which  were 
rapidly  passing  overhead. 

"  Hark  !  "  said  she  ;  "  do  you  hear  that  noise  ?  what  is  that  ? 
what  is  that  ?  " 

"  It's  only  a  flock  of  ducks,"  said  the  other,  contemptuously ; 
"  come  !  do  come  !  " 

But  Ellen  was  rooted  to  the  ground,  and  her  eyes  followed 
the  airy  travelers  till  the  last  one  had  quitted  the  piece  of  blue 
sky  which  the  surrounding  woods  left  to  be  seen.  And  scarcely 
were  these  gone  when  a  second  flight  came  in  view,  following 
exactly  in  the  track  of  the  first. 

"  Where  are  they  going  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  where  they  are  going  ;  they  never 
told  me.  I  know  where  /  am  going ;  I  should  like  to  know 
whether  you  are  going  along  with  me." 

Ellen,  however,  was  in  no  hurry.  The  ducks  had  disap- 
peared, but  her  eye  had  caught  something  else  that  charmed  it. 

«  What  is  this  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Nothing  but  moss." 

"  Is  that  moss  ?  How  beautiful !  how  green  and  soft  it  is  ! 
I  declare  it's  as  soft  as  a  carpet." 

"  As  soft  as  a  carpet !  "  repeated  the  other  ;  "  I  should  like 
to  see  a  carpet  as  soft  as  that !  you  never  did,  I  guess." 

"  Indeed  I  have,  though,"  said  Ellen,  who  was  gently  jump- 
ing up  and  down  on  the  green  m.oss  to  try  its  softness,  with  a 
face  of  great  satisfaction. 

"  I  don't  believe  it  a  bit,"  said  the  other  ;  "  all  the  carpets  I 
ever  saw  were  as  hard  as  a  board,  and  harder  ;  as  soft  as  that, 
indeed  !  " 

''  Well,"  said  Ellen,  still  jumping  up  and  dov;n,  with  bonnet 
off,  and  glowing  cheek,  and  hair  dancing  about  her  face,  "  you 
ma}'-  believe  what  you  like  ;  but  I've  seen  a  carpet  as  soft  as 
this,  and  softer,  too  ;  only  one,  though." 

"  What  was  it  made  of?  " 

"  Wliat  other  carpets  are  made  of,  I  suppose.  Come,  I'll  go 
with  you  now.  I  do  think  this  is  the  loveliest  place  I  ever  did 
see.     Are  there  any  flowers  here  in  the  spring?  " 

"I  don't  know  —  yes,  lots  of  'em." 

"  Pretty  ones  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  YoiCd  think  so,  I  suppose;  I  never  look  at  'em." 
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"  Oh,  how  lovely  that  will  be !  "  said  Ellen,  clasping  her 
hands ;  "  how  pleasant  it  must  be  to  live  in  the  country  !  " 

"  Pleasant,  indeed  !  "  said  the  other  ;  "  I  think  it's  hateful. 
—  You'd  think  so,  too,  if  you  lived  where  I  do.  It  makes  me 
mad  at  granny  every  day  because  she  won't  go  to  Thirlwall. 
Wait  till  we  get  out  of  the  wood,  and  I'll  show  you  where  I 
live.     You  can't  see  it  from  here." 

Shocked  a  little  at  her  companion's  language,  Ellen  again 
walked  on  in  sober  silence.  Gradually  the  ground  became 
more  broken,  sinking  rapidly  from  the  side  of  the  path,  and 
rising  again  in  a  steep  bank  on  the  other  side  of  a  narrow  dell ; 
both  sides  were  thickly  wooded,  but  stripped  of  green,  now, 
except  where  here  and  there  a  hemlock  flung  its  graceful 
branches  abroad  and  stood  in  lonely  beauty  among  its  leafless 
companions.     Now  the  gurgling  of  waters  was  heard. 

"  Where  is  that  ?  "  said  Ellen,  stopping  short. 

"  'Way  down,  down,  at  the  bottom  there.     It's  the  brook." 

"What  brook?  Not  the  same  that  goes  by  Aunt  For- 
tune's?" 

"  Yes,  it's  the  very  same.  It's  the  crookedest  thing  you  ever 
saw.  It  runs  over  there,"  said  the  speaker,  pointing  with  her 
arm,  "  and  then  it  takes  a  turn  and  goes  that  way,  and  then  it 
comes  round  so,  and  then  it  shoots  off  in  that  way  again  and 
passes  by  your  house  ;  and  after  that  the  dear  knows  where  it 
goes,  for  I  don't.  But  I  don't  suppose  it  could  run  straight  if 
it  was  to  try  to." 

"  Can't  we  get  down  to  it  ?  "  asked  Ellen. 

"  To  be  sure  we  can,  unless  you're  as  afraid  of  steep  banks 
as  you  are  of  fences." 

Very  steep  indeed  it  was,  and  strewn  with  loose  stones ;  but 
Ellen  did  not  falter  here,  and  though  once  or  twice  in  imminent 
danger  of  exchanging  her  cautious  stepping  for  one  long  roll  to 
the  bottom,  she  got  there  safely  on  her  two  feet.  When  there, 
everything  was  forgotten  in  delight.  It  was  a  wild  little  place. 
The  high,  close  sides  of  the  dell  left  only  a  little  strip  of  sky 
overhead ;  and  at  their  feet  ran  the  brook,  much  more  noisy 
and  lively  here  than  where  Ellen  had  before  made  its  acquaint- 
ance ;  leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  eddying  round  large  stones, 
and  boiling  over  the  small  ones,  and  now  and  then  pouring 
quietly  over  some  great  trunk  of  a  tree  that  had  fallen  across 
its  bed  and  dammed  up  the  whole  stream.  Ellen  could  scarcely 
contain  herself  at  the  magnificence  of  many  of  the  waterfalls, 
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the  beauty  of  the  little  quiet  pools  where  the  water  lay  still 
behind  some  large  stone,  and  the  variety  of  graceful  tiny  cas- 
cades. 

"  Look  here,  Nancy  !  "  cried  Ellen,  "  that's  the  Falls  of 
Niagara  —  do  you  see  ?  —  that  large  one  ;  oli,  that  is  splendid  I 
And  this  will  do  for  Trenton  Falls  —  what  a  fine  foam  it  makes 
—  isn't  it  a  beauty  ?  —  and  what  shall  we  call  this  ?  I  don't 
know  what  to  call  it :  I  wish  we  could  name  them  all.  But 
there's  no  end  to  them.  Oh,  just  look  at  that  one !  that's  too 
pretty  not  to  have  a  name ;  what  shall  it  be?  " 

"  Black  Falls,"  suggested  the  other. 

"  Black,"  said  Ellen,  dubiously,  "  why  ?  —  I  don't  like 
that." 

"  Why,  the  water's  all  dark  and  black,  don't  you  see  ?  " 
*"  Well,"  said  Ellen,  "  let  it  be  Black,  then ;  but  I  don't  like 
it.     Now  remember, — this  is  Niagara,  —  that  is  Black, — and 
this  is  Trenton,  —  and  what  is  this  ?  " 

"  If  you  are  a  going  to  name  them  all,"  said  Nancy,  "  we 
shan't  get  home  to-night ;  you  might  as  well  name  all  the  trees  ; 
there's  a  hundred  of  'em,  and  more.  I  say,  Ellen  !  suppos'n 
we  follow  the  brook  instead  of  climbing  up  yonder  again ;  it 
will  take  us  out  to  the  open  fields  by  and  by." 

"  Oh,  do  let's  !  "  said  Ellen ;  "that  will  be  lovely." 

It  proved  a  rough  way  ;  but  Ellen  still  thought  and  called 
it  "lovely."  Often  by  the  side  of  the  stream  there  was  no 
footing  at  all,  and  the  girls  picked  their  way  over  the  stones, 
large  and  small,  wet  and  dry,  which  strewed  its  bed,  —  against 
which  the  water  foamed  and  fumed  and  fretted,  as  if  in 
great  impatience.  It  was  ticklish  work  getting  along  over 
these  stones  ;  now  tottering  on  an  unsteady  one  ;  now  slipping 
on  a  wet  one  ;  —  and  every  now  and  then  making  huge  leaps 
from  rock  to  rock,  which  there  was  no  other  method  of  reach- 
ing, at  the  imminent  hazard  of  falling  in.  But  they  laughed 
at  the  danger  ;  sprang  on  in  great  glee,  delighted  with  the 
exercise  and  the  fun  ;  didn't  stay  long  enough  anywhere  to 
lose  their  balance,  and  enjoyed  themselves  amazingly.  There 
was  many  a  hairbreadth  escape  ;  many  an  almost  sousing  ;  but 
that  made  it  all  the  more  lively.  The  brook  formed,  as  Nancy 
had  said,  a  constant  succession  of  little  waterfalls,  its  course 
being  quite  steep  and  very  rocky ;  and  in  some  places  there 
were  pools  quite  deep  enough  to  have  given  them  a  thorough 
v/etting,  to  say  no  more,  if  they  had  missed  their  footing  and 
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tumbled  in.  But  this  did  not  happen.  In  due  time,  though 
with  no  little  difficulty,  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  brook 
came  forth  from  the  wood  into  the  open  day,  and  thence  mak- 
ing a  sharp  turn  to  the  right,  skirted  along  by  the  edge  of  the 
trees,  as  if  unwilling  to  part  company  with  them. 

"  I  guess  we'd  better  get  back  into  the  lane  now,"  said  Miss 
Nancy ;  "we're  a  pretty  good  long  way  from  home." 

They  left  the  wood  and  the  brook  behind  them,  and  crossed 
a  large  stubble  field  ;  then  got  over  a  fence  into  another.  They 
were  in  the  midst  of  this  when  Nancy  stopped  Ellen,  and  bade 
her  look  up  toward  the  west,  where  towered  a  high  mountain, 
no  longer  hid  from  their  view  by  the  trees. 

"  I  told  you  I'd  show  you  where  I  live,"  said  she.  "  Look 
up  now,  —  clear  to  the  top  of  the  mountain,  almost,  and  a  little 
to  the  right ;  —  do  you  see  that  little  mite  of  a  house  there  ? 
Look  sharp,  —  it's  a'most  as  brown  as  the  rock,  —  do  you  see 
it  ?  —  it's  close  by  that  big  pine  tree,  but  it  don't  look  big  from 
here — it's  just  by  that  little  dark  spot  near  the  top." 

"  I  see  it,"  said  Ellen,  —  "  I  see  it  now  ;  do  you  live  'way 
up  there  ?  " 

"  That's  just  what  I  do  ;  and  that's  just  what  I  wish  I  didn't. 
But  granny  likes  it  ;  she  will  live  there.  I'm  blessed  if  I  know 
what  for,  if  it  ain't  to  plague  me.  Do  you  think  you'd  like  to 
live  up  on  the  top  of  a  mountain  like  that  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  think  I  should,"  said  Ellen.  "  Isn't  it  very 
cold  up  there  ?  " 

"  Cold  I  you  don't  know  anything  about  it.  The  wind  comes 
there,  I  tell  you !  enough  to  cut  you  in  two  ;  I  have  to  take 
and  hold  on  to  the  trees  sometimes  to  keep  from  being  blowed 
away.  And  then  granny  sends  me  out  every  morning  before 
it's  light,  no  matter  how  deep  the  snow  is,  to  look  for  the  cow ; 
—  and  it's  so  bitter  cold  I  expect  nothing  else  but  I'll  be  froze 
to  death  some  time." 

"  Oh,"  said  Elleu,  with  a  look  of  horror,  "  how  can  she 
do  so?" 

"  Oh,  she  don't  care,"  said  the  other  ;  "  she  sees  my  nose 
freeze  off  every  winter,  and  it  don't  make  no  difference." 

"  Freeze  your  nose  off !  "  said  Ellen. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  the  other,  nodding  gravely  —  "every 
winter  ;  it  grows  out  again  when  the  warm  weather  comes." 

"  And  is  that  the  reason  why  it  is  so  little  ?  "  said  Ellen, 
innocently,  and  with  great  curiosity. 

14 
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''  Little  I  "  said  tlie  other,  crimsoning  in  a  fury,  —  "  what  do 
you  mean  by  that?  it's  as  big  as  yours  any  day,  I  can  tell 
you." 

Ellen  involuntarily  put  her  hand  to  her  face,  to  see  if  Nancy 
spoke  true.  Somewhat  reassured  to  find  a  very  decided  ridge 
where  her  companion's  nose  was  rather  wanting  in  the  line  of 
beauty,  she  answered  in  her  turn  :  — 

"  It's  no  such  thing,  Nancy  !  you  oughtn't  to  say  so ;  you 
know  better." 

"  I  don't  know  better  !  I  ought  to  say  so  !  "  replied  the  other, 
furiously.  "  If  I  had  )''0ur  nose,  I'd  be  glad  to  have  it  freeze 
off  ;  I'd  a  sight  rather  have  none.  I'd  pull  it  every  day,  if  I 
was  you,  to  make  it  grow." 

"  I  sluill  believe  what  Aunt  Fortune  said  of  you  was  true," 
said  Ellen.  She  had  colored  very  high,  but  she  added  no  more 
and  walked  on  in  dignified  silence.  Nancy  stalked  before  her 
in  silence  that  was  meant  to  be  dignified  too,  though  it  had  not 
exactly  that  air.  By  degrees  each  cooled  down,  and  Nancy  was 
trying  to  find  out  what  Miss  Fortune  had  said  of  her,  when 
on  the  edge  of  the  next  field  they  met  the  brook  again.  After 
running  a  long  way  to  the  right,  it  had  swept  round,  and  here 
Avas  flowing  gently  in  the  opposite  direction.  But  how  were 
they  ever  to  cross  it  ?  The  brook  ran  in  a  smooth  current  be- 
tween them  and  a  rising  bank  on  the  other  side,  so  high  as  to 
prevent  their  seeing  what  lay  beyond.  There  were  no  stepping 
stones  now.  The  only  thing  that  looked  like  a  bridge  was  an 
old  log  that  had  fallen  across  the  brook,  or  perhaps  had  at  some 
time  or  other  been  put  there  on  purpose,  and  that  lay  more 
than  half  in  the  water  ;  what  remained  of  its  surface  was  green 
with  moss  and  slippery  with  slime.  Ellen  was  sadly  afraid  to 
trust  herself  on  it ;  but  what  to  do? —  Nancy  soon  settled  the 
question  as  far  as  she  was  concerned.  Pulling  off  her  thick 
shoes,  she  ran  fearlessly  upon  the  rude  bridge  ;  her  clinging 
bare  feet  carried  her  safely  over,  and  Ellen  soon  saw  her  re- 
shoeing  herself  in  triumph  on  the  opposite  side  ;  but  thus  left 
behind  and  alone,  her  own  difficulty  increased. 

"  Pull  off  your  shoes,  and  do  as  I  did,"  said  Nancy. 

"I  can't,"  said  Ellen;  ''I'm  afraid  of  wetting  my  feet ;  I 
know  mamma  wouldn't  let  me." 

"Afraid  of  wetting  your  feet!"  said  the  other;  "what  a 
chickaninny  you  are  !  Well,  if  you  try  to  come  over  with  your 
shoes  on  you'll  fall  in,  I  tell  you  ;  and  then  you'll  wet  more 
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than  your  feet.  But  come  along  somehow,  f'>r  I  won't  stand 
waiting  here  miicli  longer." 

Thus  urged,  Ellen  set  out  upon  her  perilous  journey  over 
the  bridge.  Slowly  and  fearfully,  and  with  as  much  care  as 
possible,  she  set  step  by  step  upon  the  slippery  log.  Already 
half  of  the  danger  was  passed,  when,  reaching  forward  to  grasp 
Nancy's  outstretched  hand,  she  missed  it, — perhaps  that  was 
Nancy's  fault,  —  poor  Ellen  lost  her  balance  and  went  in  head 
foremost.  The  water  was  deep  enough  to  cover  her  completely 
as  she  lay,  though  not  enough  to  prevent  her  getting  up  again. 
She  was  greatly  frightened,  but  managed  to  struggle  up  first 
to  a  sitting  posture,  and  then  to  her  feet,  and  then  to  wade  out 
to  the  shore,  —  though,  dizzy  and  sick,  she  came  near  falling 
back  again  more  than  once.  The  water  was  very  cold ;  and, 
thoroughly  sobered,  poor  Ellen  felt  chill  enough  in  body  and 
mind  too ;  all  her  fine  spirits  were  gone  ;  and  not  the  less 
because  Nancy's  had  risen  to  a  great  pitch  of  delight  at  her 
misfortune.  The  air  rang  with  her  laughter  ;  she  likened  Ellen 
to  every  ridiculous  thing  she  could  think  of.  Too  miserable 
to  be  angry,  Ellen  could  not  laugh,  and  would  not  cry,  but  she 
exclaimed  in  distress  :  ■^— 

"  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  !     I  am  so  cold  !  " 

"  Come  along,"  said  Nancy;  "  give  me  your  hand ;  we'll  run 
right  over  to  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  —  'tain't  far  —  it's  just  over 
here.  There,"  said  she,  as  they  got  to  the  top  of  the  bank, 
and  came  within  sight  of  a  house  standing  only  a  few  fields  off, 
"there  it  is  I     Run,  Ellen,  and  we'll  be  there  directly." 

"  Who  is  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  ?  "  Ellen  contrived  to  say,  as 
Nancy  hurried  her  along. 

"Who  is  she?  —  run,  Ellen! — why,  she's  just  Mrs.  Van 
Brunt  —  your  Mr.  Van  Brunt's  mother,  you  know,  —  make 
haste,  Ellen  —  we  had  rain  enough  the  other  day ;  I'm  afraid 
it  wouldn't  be  good  for  the  grass  if  you  stayed  too  long  in 
one  place ;  —  hurry  !  I'm  afraid  you'll  catch  cold,  —  you  got 
your  feet  wet  after  all,  I'm  sure." 

Run  they  did  ;  and  a  few  minutes  brought  them  to  Mrs. 
Van  Brunt's  door.  The  little  brick  walk  leading  to  it  from 
the  courtyard  gate  was  as  neat  as  a  pin  ;  so  was  everything 
else  the  eye  could  rest  on  ;  and  when  Nancy  went  in  poor  Ellen 
stayed  her  foot  at  the  door,  unwilling  to  carry  her  wet  shoes 
and  dripping  garments  any  further.  She  could  hear,  however, 
what  was  going  on. 


TO-jt)  ELLEN   AT   THE   FARM. 

"  Hillo  I  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,"  slioiited  Nancy,- —  "  where  are 
you?  —  oh  !  — Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  are  you  out  of  water? — 'cos  if 
you  are  I've  brought  you  a  plenty ;  the  person  that  has  it  don't 
v,:int  it  ;  she's  just  at  the  door  ;  she  woukln't  bring  it  in  till  she 
knew  you  wanted  it.  Oh,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  don't  look  so  or 
you'll  kill  me  with  laughing.     Come  and  see  !  come  and  see  !  " 

The  steps  within  drew  near  the  door,  and  first  Nancy  showed 
lierself  and  then  a  little  old  woman,  not  very  old  either,  of  very 
kind,  pleasant  countenance. 

"  What  is  all  this  ?  "  said  she,  in  great  surprise.  "  Bless 
me  !  poor  little  dear  !  what  is  this  ?  " 

"  Nothing  in  the  world  but  a  drowned  rat,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt, 
don't  you  see  ?  "  said  Nancy. 

"  Go  home,  Nancy  Vawse !  go  home,"  said  the  old  lady  ; 
''  you're  a  regular  bad  girl.  I  do  believe  this  is  some  mischief 
o'  yourn,  go  right  off  home ;  it's  time  you  were  after  your  cow 
a  great  while  ago." 

As  she  spoke,  she  drew  Ellen  in,  and  shut  the  door. 

"  Poor  little  dear,"  said  the  old  lady,  kindly,  "  what  has 
happened  to  you?  Come  to  the  fire,  love,  you're  trembling 
with  the  cold.  Oh,  dear,  dear  !  you're  soaking  wet ;  this  is 
all  along  of  Nancy,  somehow,  1  know  ;  how  was  it,  love  ?  Ain't 
you  Miss  Fortune's  little  girl?  Never  mind,  don't  talk,  dar- 
ling ;  there  ain't  one  bit  of  color  in  your  face,  not  one  bit." 

Good  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  had  drawn  Ellen  to  the  fire,  and 
all  this  while  she  was  pulling  off  as  fast  as  possible  her  wet 
clothes.  Then  sending  a  girl  \vho  was  in  waiting  for  clean 
towels,  she  rubbed  Ellen  dry  from  head  to  foot,  and  wrapping 
her  in  a  blanket,  left  her  in  a  chair  before  the  fire,  while  she 
went  to  seek  something  for  her  to  put  on.  Ellen  had  man- 
aged to  tell  who  she  was,  and  how  her  mischance  had  come 
about,  but  little  else,  though  the  kind  old  lady  had  kept  on 
pouring  out  words  of  sorrow  and  pity  during  the  whole  time. 
She  came  trotting  back  directly  with  one  of  her  own  short 
gowns,  the  only  thing  that  she  could  lay  hands  on  that 
was  anywhere  near  Ellen's  length.  Enormously  big  it  was 
for  her,  but  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  wrapped  it  round  and  round, 
and  the  blanket  over  it  again,  and  then  she  bustled  about  till 
she  had  prepared  a  tumbler  of  hot  drink,  which  she  said  was 
to  keep  Ellen  from  catching  cold.  It  was  anything  but  agree- 
able, being  made  from  some  bitter  herb,  and  sweetened  with 
molasses ;  but  Ellen  swallowed  it,  as  she  would  anything  else 
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at  such  kind  hands,  and  the  old  lady  carried  her  herself  into  a 
little  room  opening  out  of  the  kitchen,  and  laid  her  in  a  bed 
that  had  been  warmed  for  her.  Excessively  tired  and  weak 
as  she  was,  Ellen  scarcely  needed  the  help  of  the  hot  herb  tea 
to  fall  into  a  very  deep  sleep  ;  perhaps  it  might  not  have  lasted 
so  very  long  as  it  did,  but  for  that.  Afternoon  changed  for 
evening,  evening  grew  quite  dark,  still  Ellen  did  not  stir ;  and 
after  every  little  journey  into  the  bedroom  to  see  how  she  was 
doing,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  came  back  saying  how  glad  she  was  to 
see  her  sleeping  so  finely.  Other  eyes  looked  on  her  for  a 
minute,  —  kind  and  gentle  eyes  ;  though  Mrs.  Van  Brunt's  were 
kind  and  gentle  too  ;  once  a  soft  kiss  touched  her  forehead,  — 
there  was  no  danger  of  waking  her. 

It  was  perfectly  dark  in  the  little  bedroom,  and  had  been  so 
a  good  while,  when  Ellen  was  aroused  by  some  noise,  and  then 
a  rough  voice  she  knew  very  well.  Feeling  faint  and  weak, 
and  not  more  than  half  awake  yet,  she  lay  still  and  listened. 
She  heard  the  outer  door  opened  and  shut,  and  then  the  voice 
said :  — 

"  So,  mother,  you've  got  my  stray  sheep  here,  have  you  ?  " 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Van  Brunt ;  "  have  you  been 
looking  for  her  ?  how  did  you  know  she  was  here  ?  " 

"  Looking  for  her !  ay,  looking  for  her  ever  since  sundown. 
She  has  been  missing  at  the  house  since  some  time  this  fore- 
noon. I  believe  her  aunt  got  a  bit  scared  about  her ;  anyhow 
I  did.     She's  a  queer  little  chip  as  ever  I  see. " 

"She's  a  dear  little  soul,  J  know,"  said  his  mother  ;  "you 
needn't  say  nothin'  agin'  her,  I  ain't  a  going  to  believe  it." 

"  No  more  am  I  —  I'm  the  best  friend  she's  got  if  she  only 
knowed  it ;  but  don't  you  think,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  laugh- 
ing, "  I  asked  her  to  give  me  a  kiss  this  forenoon,  and  if  I'd 
been  an  owl  she  couldn't  ha'  been  more  scared  ;  she  went  off 
like  a  streak,  and  Miss  Fortune  said  she  was  as  mad  as  she 
could  be,  and  that's  the  last  of  her." 

"  How  did  you  find  her  out  ?  " 

"  I  met  that  mischievous  Vawse  girl,  and  I  made  her  tell 
me  ;  she  had  no  mind  to  at  first.  It'll  be  the  worse  for  Ellen 
if  she  takes  to  that  wicked  thing." 

"  She  won't.  Nancy  had  been  taking  her  a  walk,  and  worked 
it  so  as  to  get  her  into  the  brook,  and  then  she  brought  her  here, 
just  as  dripping  wet  as  she  could  be.  I  gave  her  something  hot 
and  put  her  to  bed,  and  she'll  do,  I  reckon  ;  but  I  tell  you  it 
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gave  me  queer  feelings  to  see  the  poor  little  thing  just  as  white 
as  ashes,  and  all  of  a  tremble,  and  looking  so  sorrowful  too. 
She's  sleeping  finely  now  ,  but  it  ain't  right  to  see  a  child's  face 
look  so  J — it  ain't  right,"  repeated  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  thought- 
fully. —  "  You  hain't  had  supper,  have  yous  ?  " 

"  No,  mother,  and  I  must  take  that  young  one  back.  Ain't 
she  awake  yet  ?  " 

"  I'll  see  directly;  but  she  ain't  going  home,  nor  you  neither, 
'Brahm,  till  you've  got  your  supper  ;  it  would  be  a  sin  to  let 
her.  She  shall  have  a  taste  of  my  splitters  this  very  night ; 
I've  been  makin'  them  o'  purpose  for  her.  So  you  may  just 
take  off  your  hat  and  sit  down." 

"  You  mean  to  let  her  know  where  to  come  when  she  wants 
good  things,  mother.  Well,  I  won't  say  splitters  ain't  worth 
waiting  for." 

Ellen  heard  him  sit  down,  and  then  she  guessed  from  the 
words  that  passed  that  Mrs. .Van  Brunt  and  her  little  maid 
were  busied  in  baking  the  cakes ;  she  lay  quiet. 

"  You're  a  good  friend,  'Brahm,"  began  the  old  lady  again, 
"  nobody  knows  that  better  than  me  ;  but  I  hope  that  poor 
little  thing  has  got  another  one  to-day  that'll  do  more  for  her 
than  you  can." 

"What,  yourself,  mother  ?     I  don't  know  about  that." 

"  No,  no  ;  do  you  think  I  mean  myself  ?  —  there,  turn  it 
quick,  Sally  !  —  Miss  Alice  has  been  here." 

"  How  ?  this  evening  ?  " 

"  Just  a  little  before  dark,  on  her  gray  pony.  She  came  in 
for  a  minute,  and  I  took  her  —  that'll  burn,  Sally!  —  I  took  her 
in  to  see  the  child  while  she  was  asleep,  and  I  told  her  all  you 
told  me  about  her.  She  didn't  say  much,  but  she  looked  at 
her  very  sweet,  as  she  always  does,  and  I  guess,  —  there  —  now 
I'll  see  after  my  little  sleeper." 

And  presently  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  came  to  the  bedside  with  a 
light,  and  her  arm  full  of  Ellen's  dry  clothes.  Ellen  felt  as  if 
she  could  have  put  her  arms  around  her  kind  old  friend  and 
Tiugged  her  with  all  her  heart ;  but  it  was  not  her  way  to  show 
her  feelings  before  strangers.  She  suffered  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  to 
dress  her  in  silence,  only  saying  with  a  sigh,  "  How  kind  you 
are  to  me,  ma,'am  !  "  to  which  the  old  lady  replied  with  a  kiss, 
and  telling  her  she  mustn't  say  a  word  about  that. 

The  kitchen  was  bright  witli  firelight  and  candlelight  ;  the 
tea  table  looked  beautiful  with  its  piles  of  white  splitters,  be- 
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sides  plenty  of  other  and  more  substantial  things  ;  and  at  the 
corner  of  the  hearth  sat  Mr.  Van  Brunt. 

"  So,"  said  he,  smiling,  as  Ellen  came  in  and  took  her  stand 
at  the  opposite  corner,  —  "  so  I  drove  you  away  this  morning  ? 
You  ain't  mad  with  me  yet,  I  hope." 

Ellen  crossed  directly  over  to  him,  and  putting  her  little 
hand  in  his  great  rough  one,  said,  "  I'm  very  much  obliged  to 
you,  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  for  taking  so  much  trouble  to  come  and 
look  after  me." 

She  said  it  with  a  look  of  gratitude  and  trust  that  pleased 
him  very  much. 

"  Trouble,  indeed !  "  said  he,  good-humoredly,  "  I'd  take 
twice  as  much  any  day  for  what  you  wouldn't  give  me  this 
forenoon.  But  never  fear.  Miss  Ellen,  I  ain't  a  going  to  ask 
you  that  again." 

He  shook  the  little  hand  ;  and  from  that  time  Ellen  and  her 
rough  charioteer  were  firm  friends. 

Mrs.  Van  Brunt  now  summoned  them  to  table  ;  and  Ellen 
was  well  feasted  with  the  splitters,  which  were  a  kind  of  rich 
shortcake  baked  in  irons,  very  thin  and  crisp,  and  then  split 
in  two  and  buttered,  whence  their  name.  A  pleasant  meal  was 
that.  Whatever  an  epicure  might  have  thought  of  the  tea,  to 
Ellen  in  her  famished  state  it  was  delicious ;  and  no  epicure 
could  have  found  fault  with  the  cold  ham  and  the  butter  and 
the  cakes ;  but  far  better  than  all  was  the  spirit  of  kindness 
that  was  there.  Ellen  feasted  on  that  more  than  on  anything 
else.  If  her  host  and  hostess  were  not  very  polished,  they 
could  not  have  been  outdone  in  their  kind  care  of  her  and  kind 
attention  to  her  wants.  And  when  the  supper  was  at  length 
over,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  declared  a  little  color  had  come  back  to 
the  pale  cheeks.  The  color  came  back  in  good  earnest  a  few 
minutes  after,  when  a  great  tortoise-shell  cat  walked  into  the 
room.  Ellen  jumped  down  from  her  chair,  and  presently  was 
bestowing  the  tenderest  caresses  upon  pussy,  who  stretched  out 
her  head  and  purred  as  if  she  liked  them  very  well. 

"  What  a  nice  cat !  "  said  Ellen. 

"  She  has  five  kittens,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt. 

"Five  kittens!"  said  Ellen.  "Oh,  may  I  come  sometime 
and  see  them  ?  " 

"  You  shall  see  'em  right  away,  dear,  and  come  as  often  as 
you  like,  too.  Sally,  just  take  a  basket,  and  go  fetch  them 
kittens  here." 
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Upon  this,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  began  to  talk  about  its  being 
time  to  go,  if  they  were  going.  But  his  mother  insisted  that 
Ellen  should  stay  where  she  was ;  she  said  she  was  not  fit  to  go 
liome  that  night,  that  she  oughtn't  to  walk  a  step,  and  that 
'Brahm  should  go  and  tell  Miss  Fortune  the  child  was  safe  and 
well,  and  would  be  with  her  early  in  the  morning.  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  shook  his  head  two  or  three  times,  but  finally  agreed,  to 
Ellen's  great  joy.  When  he  came  back,  she  was  sitting  on  the 
floor  before  the  fire,  with  all  the  five  kittens  in  her  lap,  and  the 
old  mother  cat  walking  around  and  over  her  and  them.  But 
she  looked  up  with  a  happier  face  than  he  had  ever  seen  her 
wear,  and  told  him  she  was  "  so  much  obliged  to  him  for  taking 
such  a  long  walk  for  her ;  "  and  Mr.  Van  Brunt  felt  that,  like 
his  oxen,  he  could  have  done  a  great  deal  more  with  pleasure. 

Before  the  sun  was  up  the  next  morning,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt 
came  into  Ellen's  room  and  aroused  her. 

"  It's  a  real  shame  to  wake  ycu  up,"  she  said,  "  when  you 
were  sleeping  so  finely  ;  but  'Brahm  wants  to  be  off  to  his 
work,  and  won't  stay  for  breakfast.     Slept  sound,  did  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  indeed ;  as  sound  as  a  top,"  said  Ellen,  rubbing 
her  eyes ;  —  "I  am  hardly  awake  yet." 

"I  declare  it's  too  bad,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  —  "but 
there's  no  help  for  it.  You  don't  feel  no  headache,  do  you, 
nor  pain  in  your  bones  ?  " 

"  No,  ma'am,  not  a  bit  of  it ;  I  feel  nicely." 

"  Ah  !  well,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  "  then  your  tumble  into 
the  brook  didn't  do  you  any  mischief ;  I  thought  it  wouldn't. 
Poor  little  soul !  " 

"  I  am  very  glad  I  did  fall  in,"  said  Ellen,  "  for  if  I  hadn't 
I  shouldn't  have  come  here,  Mrs.  Van  Brunt." 

The  old  lady  instantly  kissed  her. 

"  Oh  !  mayn't  I  just  take  one  look  at  the  kitties  ? "  said 
Ellen,  when  she  was  ready  to  go. 

"  Indeed  you  shall,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  "if  'Brahm's  hurry 
was  ever  so  much  ;  — and  it  ain't,  besides.     Come  here,  dear." 

She  took  Ellen  back  to  a  waste  lumber  room,  where  in  a 
corner,  on  some  old  pieces  of  carpet,  lay  pussy  and  her  family. 
How  fondly  Ellen's  hand  was  passed  over  each  little  soft  back  I 
how  hard  it  was  for  her  to  leave  them  ! 

"  Wouldn't  you  like  to  take  one  home  with  you,  dear  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt,  at  length. 
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"Oh!  may  I?"  said  Ellen,  looking  up  in  delight;  "are 
you  in  earnest  ?  Oh,  thank  you,  dear  Mrs.  Van  Brunt !  Oh, 
I  shall  be  so  glad  !  " 

"  Well,  choose  one,  then,  dear,  —  choose  the  one  you  like 
best,  and  'Brahm  shall  carry  it  for  you." 

The  choice  was  made,  and  Mrs.  Van  Brunt  and  Ellen  re- 
turned to  the  kitchen,  where  Mr.  Van  Brunt  had  already  been 
waiting  some  time.  He  shook  his  head  when  he  saw  what  was 
in  the  basket  his  mother  handed  to  hirn. 

" That  won't  do,"  said  he ;  "I  can't  go  that,  mother.  I'll 
undertake  to  see  Miss  Ellen  safe  home,  but  the  cat  'ud  be  more 
than  I  could  manage.  I  think  I'd  hardly  get  off  with  a  whole 
skin  'tween  the  one  and  t'other." 

"  Well,  now  !  "  said  Mrs.  Van  Brunt. 

Ellen  gave  a  longing  look  at  her  little  black  and  white 
favorite,  which  was  uneasily  endeavoring  to  find  out  the  height 
of  the  basket,  and  mewing  at  the  same  time  with  a  most  un- 
gratified  expression.  However,  though  sadly  disaj)pointed,  she 
submitted  with  a  very  good  grace  to  what  could  not  be  helped. 
First  setting  down  the  little  cat  out  of  the  basket  it  seemed 
to  like  so  ill,  and  giving  it  one  farewell  pat  and  squeeze,  she 
turned  to  the  kind  old  lady  who  stood  watching  her,  and  throw- 
ing her  arms  around  her  neck,  silently  spoke  her  gratitude  in 
a  hearty  hug  and  kiss. 

"  Good-by,  ma'am,"  said  she  ;  "  I  may  come  and  see  them 
sometime  again,  and  see  you,  mayn't  I  ?  " 

"Indeed  you  shall,  my  darling,"  said  the  old  woman,  "just 
as  often  as  you  like  ;  —  just  as  often  as  you  can  get  away.  I'll 
make  'Brahm  bring  you  home  sometimes.  'Brahm,  you'll  bring 
her,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  There's  two  words  to  that  bargain,  mother,  I  can  tell  you  ; 
but  if  I  don't,  I'll  know  the  reason  on't." 

And  away  they  went.  Ellen  drew  two  or  three  sighs  at 
first,  but  she  could  not  help  brightening  up  soon.  It  was  early 
—  not  sunrise;  the  cool  freshness  of  the  air  was  enough  to 
give  one  new  life  and  spirit ;  the  sky  was  fair  and  bright ;  and 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  marched  along  at  a  quick  pace.  Enlivened  by 
the  exercise,  Ellen  speedily  forgot  everything  disagreeable,  and 
her  little  head  was  filled  with  pleasant  things.  She  watched 
where  the  silver  light  in  the  east  foretold  the  sun's  coming. 
She  watched  the  silver  change  to  gold,  till  a  rich  yellow  tint 
v*-as  flung  over  the  whole  landscape ;  and  then  broke  the  first 
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rays  of  light  upon  the  tops  of  the  western  liills,  —  the  sun  was 
up.     It  was  a  new  sight  to  Ellen. 

"  How  beautiful  I     Oh,  how  beautiful !  "  she  exclaimed. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  in  his  slow  way,  "  it'll  be  a  fine 
day  for  the  field.  I  guess  I'll  go  with  the  oxen  over  to  that 
'ere  big  meadow." 

"Just  look,"  said  Ellen,  "how  the  light  comes  creeping 
down  the  side  of  the  mountain, — now  it  has  got  to  the  wood, 
—  oh,  do  look  at  the  tops  of  the  trees  !  Oh  !  I  wish  mamma 
was  here." 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  this.  He  rather 
wished  so  too,  for  her  sake. 

"  There,"  said  Ellen,  "  now  the  sunshine  is  on  the  fence,  and 
the  road,  and  everything.  I  wonder  what  is  the  reason  that 
the  sun  shines  first  upon  the  top  of  the  mountain,  and  then 
comes  so  slowly  down  the  side ;  why  don't  it  shine  on  the 
whole  at  once  ?  " 

Mr.  Van  Brunt  shook  his  head  in  ignorance.  "  He  guessed 
it  always  did  so,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  said  Ellen,  "  I  suppose  it  does,  but  that's  the  very 
thing,  —  I  want  to  know  the  reason  why.  And  I  noticed  just  now, 
it  shone  in  my  face  before  it  touched  my  hands.     Isn't  it  queer  ?  " 

"  Humph  !  —  there's  a  great  many  queer  things,  if  you  come 
to  that,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  philosophically. 

But  Ellen's  head  ran  on  from  one  thing  to  another,  and  her 
next  question  was  not  so  wide  of  the  subject  as  her  companion 
might  have  thought. 

"  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  are  there  any  schools  about  here  ?  " 

"  Schools  ?  "  said  the  person  addressed,  "  yes  —  there's  plenty 
of  schools." 

"  Good  ones  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  Well,  I  don't  exactly  know  about  that ;  there's  Captain 
Conklin's,  that  had  ought  to  be  a  good  'un ;  he's  a  regular 
smart  man,  they  say." 

"  Whereabouts  is  that  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"  His  school  ?  it's  a  mile  or  so  the  other  side  of  my  house." 

"  And  how  far  is  it  from  your  house  to  Aunt  Fortune's  ?  " 

"  A  good  deal  better  than  two  mile,  but  we'll  be  there  before 
long.     You  ain't  tired,  be  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Ellen.  But  this  reminder  gave  a  new  turn  to 
her  thoughts,  and  her  spirits  were  suddenly  checked.  Her  for- 
mer brisk  and  springing  step  changed  to  so  slow  and  lagging 
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a  one,  that  Mr.  Van  Brunt  more  than  once  repeated  his  remark 
that  he  saw  she  was  tired. 

If  it  was  that,  Ellen  grew  tired  very  fast ;  she  lagged  more 
and  more  as  they  neared  the  house,  and  at  last  quite  fell  behind, 
and  allowed  Mr.  Van  Brunt  to  go  in  first. 

Miss  Fortune  was  busy  about  the  breakfast,  and  as  Mr.  Van 
Brunt  afterwards  described  it,  "looking  as  if  she  could  have 
bitten  off  a  tenpenny  nail,"  and  indeed  as  if  the  operation  would 
have  been  rather  gratifying  than  otherwise.  She  gave  them  no 
notice  at  first,  bustling  to  and  fro  with  great  energy,  but  all  of 
a  sudden  she  brought  up  directly  in  front  of  Ellen,  and  said:  — 

"  "Why  didn't  you  come  home  last  night  ?  " 

The  words  were  jerked  out  rather  than  spoken. 

"  I  got  wet  in  the  brook,"  said  Ellen,  "  and  Mrs.  Van  Brunt 
was  so  kind  as  to  keep  me." 

"  Which  way  did  you  go  out  of  the  house  yesterday  ?  " 

"Through  the  front  door." 

"  The  front  door  was  locked." 

"I  unlocked  it." 

"  What  did  you  go  out  that  way  for  ?  " 

"I  didn't  want  to  come  this  way." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

Ellen  hesitated. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  demanded  Miss  Fortune,  still  more  emphati- 
cally than  before. 

"  I  didn't  want  to  see  you,  ma'am,"  said  Ellen,  flushing. 

"  If  ever  you  do  so  again  !  "  said  Miss  Fortune,  in  a  kind  of 
cold  fury  ;  "  I've  a  great  mind  to  whip  you  for  this,  as  ever  I 
had  to  eat." 

The  flush  faded  on  Ellen's  cheek,  and  a  shiver  visibly  passed 
over  her  —  not  from  fear.  She  stood  with  downcast  eyes  and 
compressed  lips,  a  certain  instinct  of  childish  dignity  warning 
her  to  be  silent.     Mr.  Van  Brunt  put  himself  in  between. 

"  Come,  come  !  "  said  he,  "  this  is  getting  to  be  too  much  of 
a  good  thing.  Beat  your  cream,  ma'am,  as  much  as  you  like, 
or  if  you  want  to  try  your  hand  on  something  else,  you'll  have 
to  take  me  first,  I  promise  you." 

"  Now  don't  you  meddle,  Van  Brunt,"  said  the  lady,  sharply, 
"  with  what  ain't  no  business  o'  yourn." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  —  "  maybe 
it  is  my  business  ;  but  meddle  or  no  meddle.  Miss  Fortune,  it 
is  time  for  me  to  be  in  the  field  ;  and  if  you  hain't  no  better 
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breakfast  for  Miss  Ellen  and  me  than  all  this  here,  we'll  just  go 
right  away  hum  again  ;  but  there's  something  in  your  kettle 
there  that  smells  uncommonly  nice,  and  I  wish  you'd  just  let 
us  have  it  and  no  more  words." 

No  more  words  did  Miss  Fortune  waste  on  any  one  that 
morning.  She  went  on  with  Iier  work  and  dislied  up  the  break- 
fast in  silence,  and  Avith  a  face  that  Ellen  did  not  quite  under- 
stand ;  only  she  thought  she  had  never  in  her  life  seen  one  so 
disagreeable.  The  meal  was  a  very  solemn  and  uncomfortable 
one.  Ellen  could  scarcely  swallow,  and  her  aunt  was  near  in 
the  same  condition.  Mr,  Van  Brunt  and  the  old  lady  alone 
dispatched  their  breakfast  as  usual,  with  no  other  attempts  at 
conversation  than  the  common  mumbling  on  the  part  of  the 
latter,  which  nobody  minded,  and  one  or  two  strange  grunts 
from  the  former,  the  meaning  of  which,  if  they  had  any,  no- 
body tried  to  find  out. 

There  was  a  breach  now  between  Ellen  and  her  aunt  that 
neither  could  make  any  effort  to  mend.  Miss  Fortune  did  not 
renew  the  disagreeable  conversation  that  Mr.  Van  Brunt  had 
broken  off  ;  she  left  Ellen  entirely  to  herself,  scarcely  speaking 
to  her,  or  seeming  to  know  when  she  went  out  or  came  in.  And 
this  lasted  day  after  day.  Wearily  they  passed.  After  one  or 
two,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  seemed  to  stand  just  where  he  did  before 
in  Miss  Fortune's  good  graces  ;  — but  not  Ellen.  To  her,  when 
others  were  not  by,  her  face  Avore  constantly  something  of  the 
same  cold,  hard,  disagreeable  expression  it  had  put  on  after  Mr. 
Van  Brunt's  interference,  —  a  look  that  Ellen  came  to  regard 
with  absolute  abhorrence.  She  kept  away  by  herself  as  much  as 
she  could ;  but  she  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  her  time,  and 
for  want  of  something  better  often  spent  it  in  tears.  She  went 
to  bed  cheerless  night  after  night,  and  arose  spiritless  morning 
after  morning;  and  this  lasted  till  Mr.  Van  Brunt  more  than  once 
told  his  mother  that  "  that  poor  little  thing  was  going  wandering 
about  like  a  ghost,  and  growing  thinner  and  paler  every  day  ; 
and  he  didn't  know  what  she  would  come  to  if  she  went  on  so." 

Ellen  longed  now  for  a  letter  with  unspeakable  longing,  — 
but  none  came  ;  day  after  day  brought  new  disappointment, 
each  day  more  hard  to  bear.  Of  her  only  friend,  Mr.  Van 
Brunt,  she  saw  little  ;  he  was  much  awa}'^  in  the  fields  during 
the  fine  weather,  and  when  it  rained  Ellen  herself  was  prisoner 
at  home,  whither  he  never  came  but  at  mealtimes.  The  old 
grandmother  was  very  much  disposed  to  make  much  of  her ; 


ELLEN  AT  THE  FARM.  7045 

but  Ellen  shrank,  she  hardly  knew  why,  from  her  fond  caresses, 
and  never  found  herself  alone  with  her  if  she  could  help  it ;  for 
then  she  was  regularly  called  to  the  old  lady's  side  and  obliged 
to  go  through  a  course  of  kissing,  fondling,  and  praising  she 
would  gladly  have  escaped.  In  her  aunt's  presence  this  was 
seldom  attempted,  and  never  permitted  to  go  on.  Miss  For- 
tune was  sure  to  pull  Ellen  away  and  bid  her  mother  "  Stop 
that  palavering,"  —  avowing  that  "it  made  her  sick."  Ellen 
had  one  faint  hope  that  her  aunt  would  think  of  sending  her  to 
school,  as  she  employed  her  in  nothing  at  home,  and  certainly 
took  small  delight  in  her  company  ;  but  no  hint  of  the  kind 
dropped  from  Miss  Fortune's  lips  :  and  Ellen's  longing  look 
for  this  as  well  as  for  a  word  from  her  mother  was  daily 
doomed  to  be  ungratified  and  to  grow  more  keen  by  delay. 

One  pleasure  only  remained  to  Ellen  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  and  that  one  she  enjoyed  with  the  carefulness  of  a  miser. 
It  was  seeing  the  cows  milked,  morning  and  evening.  For  this 
she  got  up  very  early  and  watched  till  the  men  came  for  the 
pails  ;  and  then  away  she  bounded,  out  of  the  house  and  to  the 
barnyard.  There  were  the  milky  mothers,  five  in  number, 
standing  about,  each  in  her  own  corner  of  the  yard  or  cowhouse, 
waiting  to  be  relieved  of  their  burden  of  milk.  They  were  fine, 
gentle  animals,  in  excellent  condition,  and  looking  every  way 
happy  and  comfortable ;  nothing  living  under  Mr.  Van  Brunt's 
care  was  ever  suffered  to  look  otherwise.  He  was  always  in 
the  barn  or  barnyard  at  milking  time,  and  under  his  piotection 
Ellen  felt  safe  and  looked  on  at  her  ease.  It  was  a  very  pretty 
scene  —  at  least  she  thought  so.  The  gentle  cows  standing 
quietly  to  be  milked  as  if  they  enjoyed  it,  and  munching  the 
cud  ;  and  the  white  streams  of  milk  foaming  into  the  pails  ; 
then  there  was  the  interest  of  seeing  whether  Sam  or  Johnny 
would  get  through  first ;  and  how  near  Jane  or  Dolly  would 
come  to  rivaling  Streaky's  fine  pailful ;  and  at  last  Ellen  allowed 
Mr.  Van  Brunt  to  teach  herself  how  to  milk.  She  began  with 
trembling,  but  learnt  fast  enough  ;  and  more  than  one  pailful  of 
milk  that  Miss  Fortune  strained  had  been,  unknown  to  her, 
drawn  by  Ellen's  fingers.  These  minutes  in  the  farmyard  were 
the  pieasantest  in  Ellen's  day.  While  they  lasted  every  care  was 
forgotten  and  her  little  face  was  as  bright  as  the  morning ;  but 
the  milking  was  quickly  over,  and  the  cloud  gathered  on  Ellen's 
brow  almost  as  soon  as  the  shadow  of  the  house  fell  upon  it. 

"  Where  is  the  post  office,  'Mv.  Van  Brunt  ?  "  she  asked,  one 
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morning,  as  she  stood  watching  the  sharpening  of  an  ax  ujjon 
the  grindstone.  The  ax  was  in  that  gentleman's  hand,  and 
its  edge  carefully  laid  to  the  whirling  stone,  Avhicli  one  of  the 
farm  boys  was  turning. 

"  Wliere  is  the  post  office  ?  Why,  over  to  Thirlwali,  to  be 
sure,"  replied  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  glancing  up  at  her  from  his 
work. — "Faster,  Johnny." 

"  And  how  often  do  the  letters  come  here  ?  "  said  Ellen. 

"Take  care,  Johnny! — some  more  water,  —  mind  your 
business,  will  you  ?  —  Just  as  often  as  I  go  to  fetch  'em.  Miss 
Ellen,  and  no  oftener." 

"  And  how  often  do  you  go,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  ?  '' 

"  Only  when  I've  some  other  errand.  Miss  Ellen ;  my  grain 
would  never  be  in  the  barn  if  I  was  running  to  the  post  office 
every  other  thing,  —  and  for  what  ain't  there,  too.  I  don't  get 
a  letter  but  two  or  three  times  a  year,  I  s'pose,  though  I  call, 
—  I  guess,  —  half  a  dozen  times." 

"  Ah,  but  there's  one  there  now,  or  soon  will  be,  I  know, 
for  me,"  said  Ellen.  "  When  do  you  think  you'll  go  again,  Mr. 
Van  Brunt?" 

"  Now,  if  I'd  ha'  known  that  I'd  ha'  gone  to  Thirlwali  yes- 
terday —  I  was  within  a  mile  of  it.  I  don't  see  as  I  can  go 
this  week  anyhow  in  the  world  ;  but  I'll  make  some  errand 
there  the  first  day  I  can.  Miss  Ellen,  that  3'ou  may  depend  on. 
You  shan't  wait  for  your  letter  a  bit  longer  than  I  can  help." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  Mr.  Van  Brunt  —  you're  very  kind.  Then 
the  letters  never  come  except  when  you  go  after  them  ?  " 

"No; — yes  —  the}'-  do  come  once  in  a  while  by  old  Mr. 
Swaim,  but  he  hain't  been  here  this  great  while." 

"And  who's  he?"  said  Ellen. 

"  Oh,  he's  a  queer  old  chip  that  goes  round  the  country  on 
all  sorts  of  errands  ;  he  comes  along  once  in  a  while.  That'll 
do,  Johnny,  — •  I  believe  this  here  tool  is  as  sharp  as  I  have  any 
occasion  for." 

"What's  the  use  of  pouring  water  upon  the  grindstone?" 
said  Ellen  ;  —  "  wh}^  wouldn't  it  do  as  well  dry  ?  " 

"  I  can't  tell,  I  am  sure,"  replied  Mr.  Van  Brunt,  who  was 
slowly  drawing  his  thumb  over  the  edge  of  the  ax  ;  —  "  your 
questions  are  a  good  deal  too  sharp  for  me.  Miss  Ellen  ;  I  only 
know  it  would  spoil  the  ax,  or  the  grindstone,  or  both,  most 
likely." 

" It's   very   odd,"   said  Ellen,   thoughtfully  ;  —  "I  wish   I 
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knew  everj'thing.  But,  oh  dear  !  —  I  am  not  likely  to  know 
anything,"  said  slie,  her  countenance  suddenly  changing  from 
its  pleased,  inquisitive  look  to  a  cloud  of  disappointment  and 
sorrow.     Mr.  Van  Brunt  noticed  the  change. 

"  Ain't  your  aunt  going  to  send  you  to  school,  then?  "  said  he. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Ellen,  sighing  ;  —  "  she  never  speaks 
about  it,  nor  about  anything  else.  But  I  declare  I'll  make 
her  !  "  she  exclaimed,  changing  again.  "  I'll  go  right  in  and 
ask  her,  and  then  she'll  have  to  tell  me.  I  will !  I  am  tired 
ot  living  so.  I'll  know  what  she  means  to  do,  and  then  I  can 
tell  what  /must  do." 

Mr.  Van  Brunt,  seemingly  dubious  about  the  success  of  this 
line  of  conduct,  stroked  his  chin  and  his  ax  alternately  two  or 
three  times  in  silence,  and  finally  walked  off.  Ellen,  without 
waiting  for  her  courage  to  cool,  went  directly  into  the  house. 

Miss  Fortune,  however,  was  not  in  the  kitchen ;  to  follow 
her  into  her  secret  haunts,  the  dairy,  cellar,  or  lower  kitchen, 
was  not  to  be  thought  of.  Ellen  waited  awhile,  but  her  aunt 
did  not  come,  and  the  excitement  of  the  moment  cooled  down. 
She  Avas  not  quite  so  ready  to  enter  upon  the  business  as  she 
had  felt  at  first ;  she  had  even  some  qualms  about  it. 

"  But  I'll  do  it,"  said  Ellen,  to  herself ;  —  "  it  will  be  hard, 
but  I'll  do  it !  " 
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THE   CULPRIT   FAY. 

By  JOSEPH  RODMAN  DRAKE. 

[Joseph  Rodman  Drake,  American  poet,  was  born  in  New  York  city, 
August  7,  1795  ;  died  there  September  21,  1820.  His  reputation  rests  on  "  The 
Culprit  Fay"  (181G),  and  the  "Croaker"  papers,  political  and  social  hits,  writ- 
ten with  Halleck,  mainly  in  1819.  Halleck's  elegy  on  his  death,  "  Green  be  the 
turf  above  thee,"  is  famous.] 

*♦  My  visual  orbs  are  purged  from  film,  and,  lo  1 
Instead  of  Anster's  turnip-bearing  vales 
I  see  old  fairyland's  miraculous  show  ! 

Hsr  trees  of  tinsel  kissed  by  freakish  gales, 
Her  Ouphs  that,  cloaked  in  leaf  gold,  skim  the  breeze, 

And  fairies,  swarming " 

—  Tennant's  "Anster  Fair." 

I. 

'Tis  the  middle  watch  of  a  summer's  night  — 
The  earth  is  dark,  but  the  heavens  are  bright ; 
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Naught  is  seen  in  the  vault  on  high 
But  the  moon,  and  the  stars,  and  the  cloudless  sky, 
And  the  flood  which  rolls  its  milky  hue, 
A  river  of  light  on  the  welkin  blue. 
'  The  moon  looks  down  on  old  Cronest, 

She  mellows  the  shades,  on  his  shaggy  breast, 
And  seems  his  huge  gray  form  to  throw 
In  a  silver  cone  on  the  wave  below ; 
His  sides  are  broken  by  spots  of  shade, 
Jiy  the  walnut  bough  and  the  cedar  made, 
And  through  their  clustering  branches  dark 
Glimmers  and  dies  the  firefly's  spark  — 
Like  starry  twinkles  that  momently  break 
Through  the  rifts  of  the  gathering  tempest's  rack. 

II. 

The  stars  are  on  the  moving  stream. 

And  fling,  as  its  ripples  gently  flow, 
A  burnished  length  of  wavy  beam 

In  an  eel-like,  spiral  line  below ; 
The  winds  are  whist,  and  the  owl  is  still, 

The  bat  in  the  shelvy  rock  is  hid. 
And  naught  is  heard  on  the  lonely  hill 
But  the  cricket's  chirp,  and  the  answer  shrill 

Of  the  gauze-winged  katydid ; 
And  the  plaint  of  the  wailing  whip-poor-will. 

Who  moans  unseen,  and  ceaseless  sings, 
Ever  a  note  of  wail  and  woe, 

Till  morning  spreads  her  rosy  wings. 
And  earth  and  sky  in  her  glances  glow. 

III. 

'Tis  the  hour  of  fairy  ban  and  spell ; 
The  wood  tick  has  kept  the  minutes  well ; 
He  has  counted  them  all  with  click  and  stroke 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  mountain  oak. 
And  he  has  awakened  the  sentry  elve 

Who  sleeps  with  him  in  the  haunted  tree, 
To  bid  him  ring  the  hour  of  twelve. 

And  call  the  fays  to  their  revelry ; 
Twelve  small  strokes  on  his  tinkling  bell— ■ 
('Twas  made  of  the  white  snail's  pearly  shell ;) 
"  Midnight  comes,  and  all  is  well ! 
Hither,  hither,  wing  your  way ! 
'Tis  the  dawn  of  the  fairy  day." 
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They  come  from  beds  of  lichen  green, 

They  creep  from  the  mullein's  velvet  screen ; 

Some  on  the  backs  of  beetles  fly 
From  the  silver  tops  of  moon-touched  trees, 

Where  they  swung  in  their  cobweb  hammocks  high; 
And  rocked  about  in  the  evening  breeze ; 

Some  from  the  humbird's  downy  nest — 
They  had  driven  him  out  by  elfin  power. 

And,  pillowed  on  plumes  of  his  rainbow  breast, 
Had  slumbered  there  till  the  charmed  hour ; 

Some  had  lain  in  the  scoop  of  the  rock, 
With  glittering  ising-stars  inlaid ; 

And  some  had  opened  the  four-o'clock. 
And  stole  within  its  purple  shade. 

And  now  they  throng  the  moonlight  glade. 
Above  —  below  —  on  every  side. 

Their  little  minim  forms  arrayed 
In  the  tricksy  pomp  of  fairy  pride ! 


They  come  not  now  to  print  the  lea, 

In  freak  and  dance  around  the  tree. 

Or  at  the  mushroom  board  to  sup, 

And  drink  the  dew  from  the  buttercup ;  — 

A  scene  of  sorrow  waits  them  now, 

For  an  Ouphe  has  broken  his  vestal  vow ; 

He  has  loved  an  earthly  maid. 

And  left  for  her  his  woodland  shade; 

He  has  lain  upon  her  lip  of  dew, 

And  sunned  him  in  her  eye  of  blue. 

Fanned  her  cheek  with  his  wing  of  air, 

Played  in  the  ringlets  of  her  hair. 

And,  nestling  on  her  snowy  breast, 

Forgot  the  lily  king's  behest. 

For  this  the  shadowy  tribes  of  air 

To  the  elfin  court  must  haste  away :  — 
And  now  they  stand  expectant  there. 

To  hear  the  doom  of  the  culprit  Fay, 


VI. 

The  throne  was  reared  upon  the  grass, 
Of  spicewood  and  of  sassafras ; 
15 
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On  pillars  of  mottled  tortoise  shell 

Hung  the  burnished  canopy  — 
And  over  it  gorgeous  curtains  fell 

Of  the  tulip's  crimson  drapery. 
The  monarch  sat  on  his  judgment  seat, 

On  his  brow  the  crown  imperial  shone, 
The  prisoner  Fay  was  at  his  feet, 

And  his  peers  were  ranged  around  the  throne. 
He  waved  his  scepter  in  the  air, 

He  looked  around  and  calmly  spoke ; 
His  brow  was  grave  and  his  eye  severe, 

But  his  voice  in  a  softened  accent  broke :  — 


VII. 

"  Fairy  !  Fairy !  list  and  mark : 

Thou  hast  broke  thine  elfin  chain ; 
Thy  flame  wood  lamp  is  quenched  and  dark, 

And  thy  wings  are  dyed  with  a  deadly  stain  — 
Thou  hast  sullied  thine  elfin  purity 

In  the  glance  of  a  mortal  maiden's  eye, 
Thou  hast  scorned  our  dread  decree, 

And  thou  shouldst  pay  the  forfeit  high ; 
But  well  I  know  her  sinless  mind 

Is  pure  as  the  angel  forms  above. 
Gentle  and  meek,  and  chaste  and  kind. 

Such  as  a  spirit  well  might  love  j 
Fairy  !  had  she  spot  or  taint, 
Bitter  had  been  thy  punishment. 

"  Tied  to  the  hornet's  shardy  wings  ; 

Tossed  on  the  pricks  of  nettles'  stings ; 

Or  seven  long  ages  doomed  to  dwell 

With  the  lazy  worm  in  the  walnut  shell ; 

Or  every  night  to  writhe  and  bleed 

Beneath  the  tread  of  the  centipede ; 

Or  bound  in  a  cobweb  dungeon  dim. 

Your  jailer  a  spider  huge  and  grim. 

Amid  the  carrion  bodies  to  lie. 

Of  the  worm,  and  the  bug,  and  the  murdered  fly : 

These  it  had  been  your  lot  to  bear. 

Had  a  stain  been  found  on  the  earthly  fair. 

Kow  list,  and  mark  our  mild  decree  — 

Fairy,  this  your  doom  must  be :  — 
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VTII. 

"  Thou  shalt  seek  the  beach  of  sand 

Where  the  water  bounds  the  elfin  land ; 

Thou  shalt  watch  the  oozy  brine 

Till  the  sturgeon  leaps  in  the  bright  moonshine, 

Then  dart  the  glistening  arch  below, 

And  catch  a  drop  from  his  silver  bow. 

The  water  sprites  will  wield  their  arms 

And  dash  around,  with  roar  and  rave, 
And  vain  are  the  woodland  spirits'  charms, 

They  are  the  imps  that  rule  the  wave. 
Yet  trust  thee  in  thy  single  might : 
If  thy  heart  be  pure  and  thy  spirit  right, 
Thou  shalt  win  the  warlock  fight. 


IX. 

"  If  the  spray-bead  gem  be  won, 

The  stain  of  thy  wing  is  washed  away : 

But  another  errand  must  be  done 
Ere  thy  crime  be  lost  for  aye ; 

Thy  flamewood  lamp  is  quenched  and  dark, 

Thou  must  reillume  its  spark. 

Mount  thy  steed  and  spur  him  high 

To  the  heaven's  blue  canopy ; 

And  when  thou  seest  a  shooting  star, 

Follow  it  fast,  and  follow  it  far  — 

The  last  faint  spark  of  its  burning  train 

Shall  light  the  elfin  lamp  again. 

Thou  hast  heard  our  sentence.  Fay ; 

Hence !  to  the  water  side,  away ! " 


The  goblin  marked  his  monarch  well; 

He  spake  not,  but  he  bowed  hira  low, 
Then  plucked  a  crimson  colen  bell. 

And  turned  him  round  in.  act  to  go. 
The  way  is  long,  he  cannot  fly. 

His  soiled  wing  has  lost  its  power. 
And  he  winds  adown  the  mountain  high. 

For  many  a  sore  and  weary  hour. 
Through  dreary  beds  of  tangled  fern. 
Through  groves  of  nightshade  dark  and  dern, 
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Over  the  grass  and  through  the  brake, 
Where  toils  the  ant  and  sleeps  the  snake; 

Now  over  the  violet's  azure  flush 
He  skips  along  in  lightsome  mood ; 

And  now  he  thrids  the  bramble  bush, 
Till  its  points  are  dyed  in  fairy  blood. 
He  has  leaped  the  bog,  he  has  pierced  the  brier, 
He  has  swum  the  brook,  and  waded  the  mire. 
Till  his  spirits  sank,  and  his  limbs  grew  weak. 
And  the  red  waxed  fainter  in  his  cheek. 
He  had  fallen  to  the  ground  outright, 

For  rugged  and  dim  was  his  onward  track, 
But  there  came  a  spotted  toad  in  sight. 

And  he  laughed  as  he  jumped  upon  her  back: 
He  bridled  her  mouth  with  a  silkweed  twist. 

He  lashed  her  sides  with  an  osier  thong ; 
And  now,  through  evening's  dewy  mist, 

With  leap  and  spring  they  bound  along, 
Till  the  mountain's  magic  verge  is  past. 
And  the  beach  of  sand  is  reached  at  last. 

XI. 

Soft  and  pale  is  the  moony  beam. 
Moveless  still  the  glassy  stream ; 
The  wave  is  clear,  the  beach  is  bright 

With  snowy  shells  and  sparkling  stones ; 
The  shore  surge  comes  in  ripples  light, 

In  murmurings  faint  and  distant  moans ; 
And  ever  afar  in  the  silence  deep 
Is  heard  the  splash  of  the  sturgeon's  leap, 
And  the  bend  of  his  graceful  bow  is  seen  — 
A  glittering  arch  of  silver  sheen. 
Spanning  the  wave  of  burnished  blue, 
And  dripping  with  gems  of  the  river  dew. 

XII. 

The  elfin  cast  a  glance  around. 

As  he  lighted  down  from  his  courser  toad, 
Then  round  his  breast  his  wings  he  wound. 

And  close  to  the  river's  brink  he  strode ; 
He  sprang  on  a  rock,  he  breathed  a  prayer, 

Above  his  head  his  arms  he  threw. 
Then  tossed  a  tiny  curve  in  air, 

And  headlcng  plunged  in  the  waters  blue. 
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XIII, 

Up  sprung  the  spirits  of  the  waves, 

From  the  sea-silk  beds  in  their  coral  caves ; 

With  snail-plate  armor  snatched  in  haste, 

They  speed  their  way  through  the  liquid  waste ; 

Some  are  rapidly  borne  along 

On  the  mailed  shrimp  or  the  prickly  prong, 

Some  on  the  blood-red  leeches  glide. 

Some  on  the  stony  starfish  ride, 

Some  on  the  back  of  the  lancing  squab. 

Some  on  the  sideling  soldier  crab  -, 

And  some  on  the  jellied  quarl,  that  flings 

At  once  a  thousand  streamy  sting's ; 

They  cut  the  wave  with  the  living  oar. 

And  hurry  on  to  the  moonlight  shore. 

To  guard  their  realms  and  chase  away 

The  footsteps  of  the  invad.'  ig  Fay. 

XIV. 

Fearlessly  he  skims  along, 
His  hope  is  high,  and  his  limbs  are  strong. 
He  spreads  his  arms  like  the  swallow's  wing, 
And  throws  his  feet  with  a  f rcglike  fling ; 
His  locks  of  gold  on  the  waters  shine. 

At  his  breast  the  tiny  foam  bees  rise, 
His  back  gleams  bright  above  the  brine, 

And  the  wake-line  foam  behind  him  lies. 
But  the  water  sprites  are  gathering  near 

To  check  his  course  along  the  tide ; 
Their  warriors  come  in  swift  career 

And  hem  him  round  on  every  side ; 
On  his  thigh  the  leech  has  fixed  his  hold, 
The  quarl's  long  arms  are  round  him  rolled, 
The  prickly  prong  has  pierced  his  skin. 
And  the  squab  has  thrown  his  javelin. 
The  gritty  star  has  rubbed  him  vaw. 
And  the  crab  has  struck  with  his  giant  claw; 
He  howls  with  rage,  and  he  shrieks  with  pain, 
He  strikes  around,  but  his  blows  are  vain; 
Hopeless  is  the  unequal  fight, 
Fairy  !  naught  is  left  but  flight. 

XV. 

He  turned  him  round,  and  fled  amain 
With  hurry  and  dash  to  the  beach  again, 
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He  tw'isted  over  from  side  to  side, 
And  laid  his  cheek  to  the  cleaving  tide ; 
Tlie  strokes  of  his  plunging  arms  are  fleet, 
And  with  all  his  might  he  flings  his  feet, 
But  the  water  sprites  are  round  him  still, 
To  cross  his  path  and  work  him  ill. 
They  bade  the  wave  before  him  rise ; 
They  flung  the  sea  fire  in  his  eyes, 
And  they  stunned  his  ears  with  the  scallop  stroke, 
"With  the  porpoise  heave  and  the  drumfish  croak. 
Oh !  but  a  weary  wight  was  he 
When  he  reached  the  foot  of  the  dogwood  tree. 
—  Gashed  and  wounded,  and  stiff  and  sore, 
He  laid  him  down  on  the  sandy  shore ; 
He  blessed  the  force  of  the  charmed  line. 
And  he  banned  the  water  goblin's  spite, 
For  he  saw  around  in  the  sweet  moonshine 
Their  little  wee  faces  above  the  brine. 

Giggling  and  laughing  with  all  their  might 
At  the  piteous  hap  of  the  Fairy  wight. 


XVI. 


Soon  he  gathered  the  balsam  dew 

From  the  sorrel  leaf  and  the  henbane  bud ; 
Over  each  wound  the  balm  he  drew, 

And  with  cobweb  lint  he  stanched  the  blood. 
The  mild  west  wind  was  soft  and  low, 
It  cooled  the  heat  of  his  burning  brow, 
And  he  felt  new  life  in  his  sinews  shoot, 
As  he  drank  the  juice  of  the  calamus  root; 
And  now  he  treads  the  fatal  shore, 
As  fresh  and  vigorous  as  before. 


XVII. 

Wrapped  in  musing  stands  the  sprite: 
'Tis  the  middle  wane  of  night; 

His  task  is  hard,  his  way  is  far. 
But  he  must  do  his  errand  right 

Ere  dawning  mounts  her  beamy  car. 
And  rolls  her  chariot  wheels  of  light; 
And  vain  are  the  spells  of  fairyland; 
He  must  work  with  a  human  hand. 
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XVIII. 

He  cast  a  saddened  look  around, 

But  lie  felt  new  joy  in  his  bosom  swell, 
When,  glittering  on  the  shadowed  ground, 

He  saw  a  purple  mussel  shell ; 
Thither  he  ran,  and  he  bent  him  low, 
He  heaved  at  the  stern  and  he  heaved  at  the  bow. 
And  he  pushed  her  over  the  yielding  sand, 
Till  he  came  to  the  verge  of  the  haunted  land. 
She  was  as  lovely  a  pleasure  boat 

As  ever  fairy  had  paddled  in, 
For  she  glowed  with  purple  paint  without. 

And  shone  with  silvery  pearl  within  ; 
A  sculler's  notch  in  the  stern  he  made. 
An  oar  he  shaped  of  the  bootle-blade  ; 
Then  sprung  to  his  seat  with  a  lightsome  leap, 
And  launched  afar  on  the  calm,  blue  deep. 

XIX. 

The  imps  of  the  river  yell  and  rave ; 
They  had  no  power  above  the  wave, 
But  they  heaved  the  billow  before  the  prow, 

And  they  dashed  the  surge  against  her  side. 
And  they  struck  her  keel  with  jerk  and  blow, 

Till  the  gunwale  bent  to  the  rocking  tide. 
She  wimpled  about  to  the  pale  moonbeam, 
Like  a  feather  that  floats  on  a  wind-tossed  stream ; 
And  momently  athwart  her  track 
The  quarl  upreared  his  island  back, 
And  the  fluttering  scallop  behind  would  float, 
And  patter  the  water  about  the  boat ; 
But  he  bailed  her  out  with  his  colen  bell, 

And  he  kept  her  trimmed  with  a  wary  tread, 
"While  on  every  side  like  lightning  fell 

The  heavy  strokes  of  his  bootle-blade. 

XX. 

Onward  still  he  held  his  way, 

Till  he  came  where  the  column  of  moonshine  lay, 

And  saw  beneath  the  surface  dim 

The  brown-backed  sturgeon  slowly  swim  ; 

Around  him  were  the  goblin  train — 

But  he  sculled  with  all  his  might  and  main. 
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And  followed  wherever  the  sturgeon  led, 
Till  he  saw  him  upward  point  his  head ; 
Then  he  dropped  his  paddle  blade, 
And  held  his  colen  goblet  up 
To  catch  the  di-op  in  its  crimson  cup. 

XXI. 

With  sweeping  tail  and  quivering  fin, 

Through  the  wave  the  sturgeon  flew, 
And,  like  the  heaven-shot  javelin. 

He  sprung  above  ths  waters  blue. 
Instant  as  the  star-fall  light 

He  plunged  him  in  the  deep  again, 
But  left  an  arch  of  silver  bright, 

The  rainbow  of  the  moony  main. 
It  was  a  strange  and  lovely  sight 

To  see  the  puny  goblin  there ; 
He  seemed  an  angel  form  of  light. 

With  azure  wing  and  sunny  hair, 

Throned  on  a  cloud  of  purple  fair, 
Circled  with  blue  and  edged  with  white, 
And  sitting  at  the  fall  of  even 
Beneath  the  bow  of  summer  heaven. 

XXII. 

A  moment,  and  its  luster  fell ; 

But  ere  it  met  the  billow  blue. 
He  caught  within  his  crimson  bell 

A  droplet  of  its  sparkling  dew  — 
Joy  to  thee,  Fay  !  thy  task  is  done, 
Thy  wings  are  pure,  for  the  gem  is  won  — 
Cheerly  ply  thy  dripping  oar, 
And  haste  away  to  the  elhn  shore. 

XXIII. 

He  turns,  and,  lo !  on  either  side 

The  ripples  on  his  path  divide; 

And  the  track  o'er  which  his  boat  must  pass 

Is  smooth  as  a  sheet  of  polished  glass. 

Around,  their  limbs  the  sea  nymphs  lave. 

With  snowy  arms  half  swelling  out, 
While  on  the  glossed  and  gleamy  wave 

Their  sea-green  rin.glets  loosely  float; 
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They  sv/im  around  with  smile  and  song; 

They  press  the  bark  with  pearly  hand. 
And  gently  urge  her  course  along, 

Toward  the  beach  of  speckled  sand ; 

And,  as  he  lightly  leaped  to  land, 
They  bade  adieu  with  nod  and  bow, 

Then  gayly  kissed  each  little  hand, 
And  dropped  in  the  crystal  deep  below. 

XXIV. 

A  moment  stayed  che  fairy  there ; 

He  kissed  the  beach  and  breathed  a  prayer; 

Then  spread  his  wings  of  gilded  blue, 

And  en  to  the  elfin  court  he  flew ; 

As  ever  ye  saw  a  bubble  rise, 

And  shine  with  a  thousand  changing  dyes, 

Till,  lessening  far,  through  ether  driven, 

It  mingles  with  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

As,  at  the  glimpse  of  morning  pale, 

The  lance  fly  spreads  his  silken  sail. 

And  gleams  with  blendings  soft  and  bright, 

Till  lost  in  the  shades  of  fading  night ; 

So  rose  from  earth  the  lovely  Fay  — 

So  vanished,  far  in  heaven  away ! 

****** 

Up,  Fairy !  quit  thy  chickweed  bower. 
The  cricket  has  called  the  second  hour, 
Twice  again,  and  the  lark  will  rise 
To  kiss  the  streaking  of  the  skies  — 
Up !  thy  charmed  armor  don, 
Thou'lt  need  it  ere  the  night  be  gone. 


XXV. 

He  put  his  acorn  helmet  on ; 

It  was  plumed  of  the  silk  of  the  thistle  down; 

The  corselet  plate  that  guarded  his  breast 

Was  once  the  wild  bee's  golden  vest ; 

His  cloak,  of  a  thousand  mingled  dyes, 

Was  formed  of  the  wings  of  butterflies ; 

His  shield  was  the  shell  of  a  ladybug  queen, 

Studs  of  gold  on  a  ground  of  green ; 

And  the  quivering  lance  which  he  brandished  bright, 

Was  the  sting  of  a  wasp  he  had  slain  in  fight. 
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Swift  he  bestrode  his  firefly  steed ; 

He  bared  his  blade  of  the  bent  grass  blue ; 
He  drove  his  spurs  of  the  cockle  seed, 

And  away  like  a  glance  of  thought  he  llew, 
To  skim  the  heavens,  and  follow  far 
The  fiery  trail  of  the  rocket  star. 


XXVI. 

The  moth  fly,  as  he  shot  in  air, 

Crept  under  the  leaf,  and  hid  her  there; 

The  katydid  forgot  its  lay, 

The  prowling  gnat  fled  fast  away, 

The  fell  mosquito  checked  his  drone, 

And  folded  his  wings  till  the  Fay  was  gone, 

And  the  wily  beetle  dropped  his  head. 

And  fell  on  the  ground  as  if  he  were  dead; 

They  crouched  them  close  in  the  darksome  shade, 

They  quaked  all  o'er  with  awe  and  fear, 
For  they  had  felt  the  blue-bent  blade. 

And  writhed  at  the  prick  of  the  elfin  spear ; 
Many  a  time,  on  a  summer's  night. 
When  the  sky  was  clear  and  the  moon  was  bright, 
They  had  been  roused  from  the  haunted  ground 
By  the  yelp  and  bay  of  the  fairy  hound ; 

They  had  heard  the  tiny  bugle  horn, 
They  had  heard  the  twang  of  the  maize-silk  string, 

When  the  vine-twig  bows  were  tightly  drawn, 

And  the  needle  shaft  through  air  was  borne, 
Feathered  with  down  of  the  humbird's  wing. 
And  now  they  deemed  the  courier  ouphe. 

Some  hunter  sprite  of  the  elfin  ground ; 
And  they  watched  till  they  saw  him  mount  the  roof 

That  canopies  the  world  around ; 
Then  glad  they  left  their  covert  lair, 
And  freaked  about  in  the  midnight  air. 


XXVII. 

Up  to  the  vaulted  firmament 

His  path  the  firefly  courser  bent. 

And  at  every  gallop  on  the  wind. 

He  flung  a  glittering  spark  behind; 

He  flies  like  a  feather  in  the  blast 

Till  the  first  light  cloud  in  heaven  is  past. 
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But  the  shapes  of  air  have  begun  their  work, 
And  a  drizzly  mist  is  round  him  cast, 

He  cannot  see  through  the  mantle  murk, 
He  shivers  with  cold,  but  he  urges  fast; 

Through  storm  and  darkness,  sleet  and  shade. 
He  lashes  his  steed  and  spurs  amain 
For  shadowy  hands  have  twitched  the  rein, 

And  flame-shot  tongues  around  him  played, 
And  near  him  many  a  fiendish  eye 
Glared  with  a  fell  malignity, 
And  yells  of  rage,  and  shrieks  of  fear, 
Came  screaming  on  his  startled  ear. 

XXVIII. 

His  wings  are  wet  around  his  breast, 
The  plume  hangs  dripping  from  his  crest. 
His  eyes  are  blurred  with  the  lightning's  glare, 
And  his  ears  are  stunned  with  the  thunder's  blare, 
But  he  gave  a  shout,  and  his  blade  he  drew. 

He  thrust  before  and  he  struck  behind, 
Till  he  pierced  their  cloudy  bodies  through, 

And  gashed  their  shadowy  limbs  of  wind; 
Howling  the  misty  specters  flew, 

They  rend  the  air  with  frightful  cries. 
For  he  has  gained  the  welkin  blue. 

And  the  land  of  clouds  beneath  him  lies. 

XXIX. 

Up  to  the  cope  careering  swift, 

In  breathless  motion  fast. 
Fleet  as  the  swallow  cuts  the  drift, 

Or  the  sea  roc  rides  the  blast, 
The  sapphire  sheet  of  eve  is  shot, 

The  sphered  moon  is  past. 
The  earth  but  seems  a  tiny  blot 

On  a  sheet  of  azure  cast. 
0  !  it  was  sweet,  in  the  clear  moonlight, 

To  tread  the  starry  plain  of  even, 
To  meet  the  thousand  eyes  of  night, 

And  feel  the  cooling  breath  of  heaven ! 
But  the  elfin  made  no  stop  or  stay 
Till  he  came  to  the  bank  of  the  milky  way. 
Then  he  checked  his  courser's  foot. 
And  watched  for  the  glimpse  of  the  planet  shoot. 
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XXX. 

Sudden  along  the  snowy  tide 

That  swelled  to  meet  their  footsteps'  fall, 
The  sylphs  of  heaven  were  seen  to  glide, 

Attired  in  sunset's  crimson  pall ; 
Around  the  Fay  they  weave  the  dance, 

They  skip  before  him  on  the  plain, 
And  one  has  taken  his  wasp-sting  lance. 

And  one  upholds  his  bridle  rein ; 
With  warblings  wild  they  lead  him  on 

To  where,  through  clouds  of  amber  seen, 
Studded  with  stars,  resplendent  shone 

The  palace  of  the  sylphid  queen. 
Its  spiral  columns,  gleaming  bright, 
Were  streamers  of  the  northern  light ; 
Its  curtain's  light  and  lovely  flush 
Was  of  the  morning's  rosy  blush. 
And  the  ceiling  fair  that  rose  aboon 
The  white  and  leathery  fleece  of  noon. 

XXXI. 

But,  0 !  how  fair  the  shape  that  lay 

Beneath  a  rainbow  bending  bright; 
She  seemed  to  the  entranced  Fay 

The  loveliest  of  the  forms  of  light  j 
Her  mantle  was  the  purple  rolled 

At  twilight  in  the  west  afar ; 
'Twas  tied  wdth  threads  of  dawning  gold, 

And  buttoned  with  a  sparkling  star. 
Her  face  was  like  the  lily  roon 

That  veils  the  vestal  planet's  hue ; 
Her  eyes,  two  beamlets  from  the  moon, 

Set  floating  in  the  welkin  blue. 
Her  hair  is  like  the  sunny  beam. 
And  the  diamond  gems  which  round  it  gleam 
Are  the  pure  drops  of  dewy  even 
That  ne'er  have  left  their  native  heaven. 


XXXII. 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  the  wondering  sprite. 
And  they  leaped  with  smiles,  for  well  I  ween 

Never  before  in  the  bowers  of  light 

Had  the  form  of  an  earthly  Fay  been  seen. 
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Long  she  looked  in  his  tiny  face  ; 

Long  with  his  butterfly  cloak  she  played ; 
She  smoothed  his  wings  of  azure  lace, 

And  handled  the  tassel  of  his  blade  ; 
And  as  he  told  in  accents  low 
The  story  of  his  love  and  woe, 
She  felt  new  pains  in  her  bosom  rise, 
And  the  tear-drop  started  in  her  eyes. 
And  "  0,  sweet  spirit  of  earth,"  she  cried, 

"  Eeturn  no  more  to  your  woodland  height, 
But  ever  here  with  me  abide 

In  the  land  of  everlasting  light ! 
Within  the  fleecy  drift  we'll  lie. 

We'll  hang  upon  the  rainbow's  rim  ; 
And  all  the  jewels  of  the  sky 

Around  thy  brow  shall  brightly  beam  ! 
And  thou  shalt  bathe  thee  in  the  stream 

That  rolls  its  wliitening  foam  aboon. 
And  ride  upon  the  lightning's  gleam, 

And  dance  upon  the  orb^d  moon  ! 
We'll  sit  within  the  Pleiad  ring. 

We'll  rest  on  Orion's  starry  belt. 
And  I  will  bid  my  sylphs  to  sing 

The  song  that  makes  the  dew  mist  melt ; 
Their  harps  are  of  the  umber  shade. 

That  hides  the  blush  of  waking  day, 
And  every  gleamy  string  is  made 

Of  silvery  moonshine's  lengthened  ray  ; 
And  thou  shalt  pillow  on  my  breast. 

While  heavenly  breathings  float  around, 
And,  with  the  sylphs  of  ether  blest, 
Forget  the  joys  of  fairy  ground." 

XXXIII. 

She  was  lovely  and  fair  to  see, 

And  the  elfin's  heart  beat  fitfully  ; 

But  lovelier  far,  and  still  more  fair, 

The  earthly  form  imprinted  there  ; 

Naught  he  saw  in  the  heavens  above 

Was  half  so  dear  as  his  mortal  love, 

For  he  thought  upon  her  looks  so  meek, 

And  he  thought  of  the  light  flush  on  her  cheek  ; 

Never  again  might  he  bask  and  lie 

On  that  sweet  cheek  and  moonlight  eye. 
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But  in  his  dreams  her  form  to  see, 

To  clasp  her  in  his  reverie, 

To  think  upon  his  virgin  bride, 

Was  worth  all  heaven,  and  earth  beside. 

XXXIV. 

"  Lady,"  he  cried,  "  I  have  sworn  to-night, 

On  the  word  of  a  fairy  knight. 

To  do  my  sentence  task  aright ; 

My  honor  scarce  is  free  from  stain, 

I  may  not  soil  its  snows  again ; 

Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  woe. 

Its  mandate  must  be  answered  now." 

Her  bosom  heaved  with  many  a  sigh. 

The  tear  was  in  her  drooping  eye ; 

But  she  led  him  to  the  palace  gate, 

And  called  the  sylphs  who  hovered  there, 
And  bade  them  fly  and  bring  him  straight 

Of  clouds  condensed  a  sable  car. 
With  charm  and  spell  she  blessed  it  there, 
From  all  the  fiends  of  upper  air ; 
Then  round  him  cast  the  shadowy  shroud, 
And  tied  his  steed  behind  the  cloud ; 
And  pressed  his  hand  as  she  bade  him  fly 
Far  to  the  verge  of  the  northern  sky. 
For  by  its  wane  and  wavering  light 
There  was  a  star  would  fall  to-night. 

XXXV. 

Borne  afar  on  the  wings  of  the  blast, 
Northward  away,  he  speeds  him  fast. 
And  his  courser  follows  the  cloudy  wain 
Till  the  hoof  strokes  fall  like  pattering  rain. 
The  clouds  roll  backward  as  he  flies, 
Each  flickering  star  behind  him  lies. 
And  he  has  reached  the  northern  plain, 
And  backed  his  firefly  steed  again, 
Keady  to  follow  in  its  flight 
The  streaming  of  the  rocket  light. 

XXXVI. 

The  star  is  yet  in  the  vault  of  heaven, 
But  it  rocks  in  the  summer  gale ; 

And  now  'tis  fitful  and  uneven, 
And  now  'tis  deadly  pale ; 
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And  now  'tis  wrapped  in  sulphur  smoke, 

And  quenched  is  its  rayless  beam, 
And  now  with  a  rattling  thunder  stroke 

It  bursts  in  flash  and  flame. 
As  swift  as  the  glance  of  the  arrowy  lance 

That  the  storm  spirit  flings  from  high, 
The  star  shot  flew  o'er  the  welkin  blue. 

As  it  fell  from  the  sheeted  sky. 
As  swift  as  the  wind  in  its  trail  behind 

The  elfin  gallops  along, 
The  fiends  of  the  clouds  are  bellowing  loi^ 

But  the  sylphid  charm  is  strong ; 
He  gallops  unhurt  in  the  shower  of  fire. 

While  the  cloud  fiends  fly  from  the  blaze ; 
He  watches  each  flake  till  its  sparks  expire. 

And  rides  in  the  light  of  its  rays. 
But  he  drove  his  steed  to  the  lightning's  speed, 

And  caught  a  glimmering  spark ; 
Then  wheeled  around  to  the  fairy  ground, 

And  sped  through  the  midnight  dark. 

***** 
Ouphe  and  Goblin !     Imp  and  Sprite ! 

Elf  of  eve !  and  starry  Fay ! 
Ye  that  love  the  moon's  soft  light. 

Hither,  hither  wend  your  way ; 
Twine  ye  in  a  jocund  ring, 

Sing  and  trip  it  merrily, 
Hand  to  hand,  and  wing  to  wing. 

Bound  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

Hail  the  wanderer  again 

With  dance  and  song,  and  lute  and  lyre, 
Pure  his  wing  and  strong  his  chain. 

And  doubly  bright  his  fairy  fire. 
Twine  ye  in  an  airy  round, 

Brush  the  dew  and  print  the  lea; 
Skip  and  gambol,  hop  and  bound, 

Round  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

The  beetle  guards  our  holy  ground. 

He  flies  about  the  haunted  place, 
And  if  mortal  there  be  found, 

He  hums  in  his  ears  and  flaps  his  face; 
The  leaf  harp  sounds  our  roundelay. 

The  owlets'  eyes  our  lanterns  be ; 
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Thus  we  sing,  and  dance,  and  play, 
Round  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

But,  hark !  from  tower  on  tree  top  high, 

The  sentry  elf  his  call  has  made : 
A  streak  is  in  the  eastern  sky. 

Shapes  of  moonlight !  flit  and  fade ! 
The  hilltops  gleam  in  morning's  spring. 
The  skylark  shakes  his  dappled  wing. 
The  day  glimpse  glimmers  on  the  lawn, 
The  cock  has  crowed,  and  the  Fays  are  gone. 


FROM   "PRUE   AND   I." 

By  GEORGE  WILLIAM  CURTIS. 

[George  "William  Curtis,  the  distinguished  American  author  and  lecturer, 
was  born  at  Providence,  R.I.,  February  24,  1824.  In  his  youth  he  worked  on  a 
farm,  and  a  portion  of  the  time  was  a  member  of  the  Brook  Farm  Community. 
After  a  four  years'  visit  to  Europe  and  the  Orient,  he  obtained  a  position  on 
the  New  York  Tribune  ;  assumed  the  editorship  of  Ptitnam''s  Magazine  ;  and 
in  1853  entered  the  lecture  field,  in  which  he  acquired  immediate  popularity. 
After  the  suspension  of  Putnaiii's,  he  became  editor  of  the  "Easy  Chair,"  in 
Harper'' s  Monthly  (1858),  and  in  1860  the  leading  editorial  writer  of  Harper's 
Weekly,  in  which  he  advocated  the  cause  of  the  Union  and  emancipation.  He 
was  a  prominent  figure  in  political  as  well  as  literary  circles,  being  twice  a  dele- 
gate to  Republican  national  conventions,  presidential  elector  (1868),  and  presi- 
dent of  the  National  Civil  Service  Reform  League.  He  died  at  his  home  on 
Staten  Island,  August  31,  1892.  "Nile  Notes  of  a  Howadji,"  "Lotus-Eating," 
"  Potiphar  Papers,"  "  Prue  and  I,"  and  "  From  the  Easy  Chair  "  are  his  chief 
works.  ] 

Titbottom's  Spectacles. 

Prue  and  I  do  not  entertain  much  ;  our  means  forbid  it. 
In  truth,  other  people  entertain  for  us.  We  enjoy  that  hospi- 
tality of  which  no  account  is  made.  We  see  the  show,  and  hear 
the  music,  and  smell  the  flowers,  of  great  festivities,  tasting,  as 
it  were,  the  drippings  from  rich  dishes. 

Our  own  dinner  service  is  remarkably  plain,  our  dinners, 
even  on  state  occasions,  are  strictly  in  keeping,  and  almost  our 
only  guest  is  Titbottom.  I  buy  a  handful  of  roses  as  I  come 
up  from  the  office,  perhaps,  and  Prue  arranges  them  so  prettily 
in  a  glass  dish  for  the  center  of  the  table,  that,  even  when  I 
have  hurried  out  to  see  Aurelia  step  into  her  carriage  to  go  out 
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to  dine,  I  have  thought  that  the  bouquet  she  carried  was  not 
more  beautiful  because  it  was  more  costly. 

I  grant  that  it  was  more  harmonious  with  her  superb  beauty 
and  her  rich  attire.  And  I  have  no  doubt  that  if  Aurelia  knew 
the  old  man,  whom  she  must  have  seen  so  often  watching  her, 
and  his  wife,  who  ornaments  her  sex  with  as  much  sweetness, 
although  with  less  splendor,  than  Aurelia  herself,  she  would 
also  acknowledge  that  the  nosegay  of  roses  was  as  fine  and  fit 
upon  their  table,  as  her  own  sumptuous  bouquet  is  for  herself. 
I  have  so  much  faith  in  the  perception  of  that  lovely  lady. 

It  is  my  habit,  —  I  hope  I  may  say,  my  nature,  —  to  believe 
the  best  of  people,  rather  than  the  worst.  If  I  thought  that 
all  this  sparkling  setting  of  beauty,  —  this  fine  fashion,  —  these 
blazing  jewels,  and  lustrous  silks,  and  airy  gauzes,  embellished 
wilxi  gold-threaded  embroidery  and  wrought  in  a  thousand 
exquisite  elaborations,  so  that  I  cannot  see  one  of  those  lovely 
girls  pass  me  by,  without  thanking  God  for  the  vision,  —  if  I 
thought  that  this  was  all,  and  that,  underneath  her  lace  flounces 
and  diamond  bracelets,  Aurelia  was  a  sullen,  selfish  woman, 
then  I  should  turn  sadly  homeward,  for  I  should  see  that  her 
jewels  were  flashing  scorn  upon  the  object  they  adorned,  that 
her  laces  were  of  a  more  exquisite  loveliness  than  the  woman 
whom  they  merely  touched  with  a  superficial  grace.  It  would 
be  like  a  gayly  decorated  mausoleum,  —  bright  to  see,  but  silent 
and  dark  within. 

"  Great  excellences,  my  dear  Prue,"  I  sometimes  allow  my- 
self to  say,  "  lie  concealed  in  the  depths  of  character,  like  pearls 
at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  Under  the  laughing,  glancing  sur- 
face, how  little  they  are  suspected  !  Perhaps  love  is  nothing 
else  than  the  sight  of  them  by  one  person.  Hence  every  man's 
mistress  is  apt  to  be  an  enigma  to  everybody  else. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  that  when  Aurelia  is  engaged,  people  will 
say  she  is  a  most  admirable  girl,  certainly  ;  but  they  cannot 
understand  why  any  man  should  be  in  love  with  her.  As  if  it 
were  at  all  necessary  that  they  should  !  And  her  lover,  like  a 
boy  who  finds  a  pearl  in  the  public  street,  and  wonders  as  much 
tliat  others  did  not  see  it  as  that  he  did,  will  tremble  until  he 
knov/s  his  passion  is  returned  ;  feeling,  of  course,  that  the  whole 
world  must  be  in  love  with  this  paragon,  who  cannot  possibly 
smile  upon  anything  so  unworthy  as  he. 

"  I  hope,  therefore,  my  dear  Mrs.  Prue,"  I  continue,  and  my 
wife  looks  up,  with  pleased  pride,  from  her  work,  as  if  I  were 
18 
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such  an  irresistible  humorist,  "you  will  allow  me  to  believe 
that  the  depth  may  be  calm,  although  the  service  is  dancing. 
If  you  tell  me  that  Aurelia  is  but  a  giddy  girl,  I  shall  believe 
that  you  think  so.  But  I  shall  know,  all  the  while,  what  pro- 
found dignity,  and  sweetness,  and  peace,  lie  at  the  foundation 
of  her  character." 

I  say  such  things  to  Titbottom,  during  the  dull  season,  ;it 
the  oiBce.  And  I  have  known  him  sometimes  to  reply,  with  a 
kind  of  dry,  sad  humor,  not  as  if  he  enjoyed  the  joke,  but  as  if 
the  joke  must  be  made,  that  he  saw  no  reason  why  I  should  be 
dull  because  the  season  was  so. 

"  And  what  do  I  know  of  Aurelia,  or  any  other  girl  ?  "  he 
says  to  me  with  that  abstracted  air  ;  "  I,  whose  Aurelias  were 
of  another  century,  and  another  zone." 

Then  he  falls  into  a  silence  which  it  seems  quite  profane  to 
interrupt.  But  as  we  sit  upon  our  high  stools,  at  the  desk, 
opposite  each  other,  I  leaning  upon  my  elbows,  and  looking  at 
him,  he,  with  sidelong  face,  glancing  out  of  the  window,  as  if 
it  commanded  a  boundless  landscape,  instead  of  a  dim,  dingy 
office  court,  I  cannot  refrain  from  saying  :  — 

"Well!" 

He  turns  slowly,  and  I  go  chatting  on,  —  a  little  too  loqua- 
cious perhaps,  about  those  young  girls.  But  I  know  that 
Titbottom  regards  such  an  excess  as  venial,  for  his  sadness  is 
so  sweet  that  you  could  believe  it  the  reflection  of  a  smile  from 
long,  long  years  ago. 

One  day,  after  I  had  been  talking  for  a  long  time,  and  we 
had  put  up  our  books,  and  were  preparing  to  leave,  he  stood 
for  some  time  by  the  window,  gazing  with  a  drooping  intent- 
ness,  as  if  he  really  saw  something  more  than  the  dark  court, 
and  said  slowly  :  — 

"  Perhaps  you  would  have  different  impressions  of  things, 
if  you  saw  them  through  my  spectacles." 

There  was  no  change  in  his  expression.  He  still  looked 
from  the  window,  and  I  said  :  — 

"  Titbottom,  I  did  not  know  that  you  used  glasses.  I  have 
never  seen  you  wearing  spectacles." 

"  No,  I  don't  often  wear  them.  I  am  not  very  fond  of 
looking  through  them.  But  sometimes  an  irresistible  necessity 
compels  me  to  put  tliem  on,  and  I  cannot  help  seeing." 

Titbottom  sighed. 

" Is  it  so  grievous  a  fate  to  see?  "  inquired  I. 


PRUE  AND  I.  7067 

"  Yes ;  through  my  spectacles,"  he  said,  turning  slowly,  and 
looking  at  me  with  wan  solemnity. 

It  grew  dark  as  we  stood  in  the  office  talking,  and,  taking 
our  hats,  we  went  out  together.  The  narrow  street  of  business 
was  deserted.  The  heavy  iron  shutters  were  gloomily  closed 
over  the  windows.  From  one  or  two  offices  struggled  the  dim 
gleam  of  an  early  candle,  by  whose  light  some  perplexed  ac- 
countant sat  belated,  and  hunting  for  his  error.  A  careless 
clerk  passed,  whistling.  But  the  great  tide  of  life  had  ebbed. 
We  heard  its  roar  far  away,  and  the  sound  stole  into  that  silent 
street  like  the  murmur  of  the  ocean  into  an  inland  dell. 

"  You  will  come  and  dine  with  us,  Titbottom  ?  " 

He  assented  by  continuing  to  walk  with  me,  and  I  think 
we  were  both  glad  when  we  reached  the  house,  and  Prue  came 
to  meet  us,  saying  :  — 

"  Do  you  know  I  hoped  you  would  bring  Mr.  Titbottom  to 
dine?" 

Titbottom  smiled  gently,  and  answered  :  — 

"  He  might  have  brought  his  spectacles  with  him,  and  have 
been  a  happier  man  for  it." 

Prue  looked  a  little  puzzled. 

"  My  dear,"  I  said,  "  you  must  krk)W  that  our  friend,  Mr. 
Titbottom,  is  the  happy  possessor  of  a  pair  of  wonderful  specta- 
cles. I  have  never  seen  them,  indeed  ;  and,  from  what  he  says, 
I  should  be  rather  afraid  of  being  seen  by  them.  Most  short- 
sighted persons  are  very  glad  to  have  the  help  of  glasses ;  but 
Mr.  Titbottom  seems  to  find  very  little  pleasure  in  his." 

"  It  is  because  they  make  him  too  farsighted,  perhaps," 
interrupted  Prue,  quietly,  as  she  took  the  silver  soup  ladle  from 
the  sideboard. 

We  sipped  our  wine  after  dinner,  and  Prue  took  her  work. 
Can  a  man  be  too  farsighted  ?  I  did  not  ask  the  question 
aloud.  The  very  tone  in  which  Prue  had  spoken,  convinced  me 
that  he  might. 

"  At  least,"  I  said,  "  Mr.  Titbottom  will  not  refuse  to  tell 
us  the  history  of  his  mysterious  spectacles.  I  have  known 
plenty  of  magic  in  eyes  (and  I  glanced  at  the  tender  blue  eyes 
of  Prue),  but  I  have  not  heard  of  any  enchanted  glasses." 

"  Yet  you  must  have  seen  the  glass  in  which  your  wife 
looks  every  morning,  and,  I  take  it,  that  glass  must  be  daily 
enchanted,"  said  Titbottom,  with  a  bow  of  quaint  respect  to 
my  wife. 


7068  PRUE   AND  L 

I  do  not  think  I  have  seen  such  a  blush  upon  Prue's  cheek 
since — well,  since  a  great  many  years  ago. 

"I  will  gladly  tell  you  the  history  of  my  spectacles,"  began 
Titbottom.  "  It  is  very  simple  ;  and  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that 
a  great  many  other  people  have  not  a  pair  of  the  same  kind. 
I  have  never,  indeed,  heard  of  them  by  the  gross,  like  those  of 
our  young  friend,  Moses,  the  son  of  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 
In  fact,  I  think  a  gross  would  be  quite  enough  to  supply  the 
world.  It  is  a  kind  of  article  for  which  the  demand  does  not 
increase  with  use.  If  we  should  all  wear  spectacles  like  mine, 
we  should  never  smile  any  more.  Or  —  I  am  not  quite  sure  — 
we  should  all  be  very  happy." 

"A  very  important  difference,"  said  Prue,  counting  her 
stitches. 

"  You  know  my  grandfather  Titbottom  was  a  West  Indian. 
A  large  proprietor,  and  an  easy  man,  he  basked  in  the  tropical 
sun,  leading  his  quiet,  luxurious  life.  He  lived  much  alone, 
and  was  what  people  call  eccentric  —  by  which  I  understand, 
that  he  was  very  much  himself,  and,  refusing  the  influence 
of  other  people,  they  had  their  revenges,  and  called  him  names. 
It  is  a  habit  not  exclusively  tropical.  I  think  I  have  seen  the 
same  thing  even  in  this  city. 

"But  he  was  greatly  beloved  —  my  bland  and  bountiful 
grandfather.  He  was  so  large-hearted  and  open-handed.  He 
was  so  friendly,  and  thoughtful,  and  genial,  that  even  his  jokes 
had  the  air  of  graceful  benedictions.  He  did  not  seem  to  grow 
old,  and  he  was  one  of  those  who  never  appear  to  have  been 
very  young.  He  flourished  in  a  perennial  maturity,  an  immortal 
middle  age. 

"My  grandfather  lived  upon  one  of  the  small  islands  — 
St.  Kitt's,  perhaps  —  and  his  domain  extended  to  the  sea. 
His  house,  a  rambling  West  Indian  mansion,  was  surrounded 
with  deep,  spacious  piazzas,  covered  with  luxurious  lounges, 
among  which  one  capacious  chair  was  his  peculiar  seat.  They 
tell  me,  he  used  sometimes  to  sit  there  for  ti  j  whole  day, 
his  great,  soft,  brown  eyes  fastened  upon  the  sea,  watching  the 
specks  of  sails  that  flashed  upon  the  horizon,  while  the  evanes- 
cent expressions  chased  each  other  over  his  placid  face,  as  if  it 
reflected  the  calm  and  changing  sea  before  him. 

"  His  morning  costume  was  an  ample  dressing  gown  of  gor- 
geously flowered  silk,  and  his  morning  was  very  apt  to  last  all 
day.     He  rarely  read  ;  but  he  would  pace  the  great  piazza  for 
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hours,  with  his  hands  buried  in  the  pockets  of  his  dressing 
gown,  and  an  air  of  sweet  reverie,  which  any  book  must  be  a 
very  entertaining  one  to  produce. 

"  Society,  of  course,  he  saw  little.  There  was  some  slight 
apprehension  that,  if  he  were  bidden  to  social  entertainments, 
he  might  forget  his  coat,  or  arrive  without  some  other  essential 
part  of  his  dress  ;  and  there  is  a  sly  tradition  in  the  Titbottom 
family,  that  once,  having  been  in\dted  to  a  ball  in  honor  of  a 
new  governor  of  the  island,  my  grandfather  Titbottom  sauntered 
into  the  hall  towards  midnight,  wrapped  in  the  gorgeous  flowers 
of  his  dressing  gown,  and  with  his  hands  buried  in  the  pockets, 
as  usual.  There  was  great  excitement  among  the  guests,  and 
immense  deprecation  of  gubernatorial  ire.  Fortunately,  it  hap- 
pened that  the  governor  and  my  grandfather  were  old  friends,  and 
there  was  no  offense.  But,  as  they  were  conversing  together, 
one  of  the  distressed  managers  cast  indignant  glances  at  the 
brilliant  costume  of  my  grandfather,  who  summoned  him,  and 
asked  courteously :  — 

" '  Did  you  invite  me,  or  my  coat  ? ' 

" '  You,  in  a  proper  coat,'  replied  the  manager. 

"  The  governor  smiled  approvingly,  and  looked  at  my  grand- 
father. 

" '  My  friend,'  said  he  to  the  manager,  '  I  beg  your  pardon, 
I  forgot.' 

"  The  next  day,  my  grandfather  was  seen  promenading  in 
full  ball  dress  along  the  streets  of  the  little  town. 

" '  They  ought  to  know,'  said  he, '  that  I  have  a  proper  coat, 
and  that  not  contempt,  nor  poverty,  but  forgetfulness,  sent  me 
to  a  ball  in  my  dressing  gown.' 

"  He  did  not  much  frequent  social  festivals  after  this  failure, 
but  he  always  told  the  story  with  satisfaction  and  a  quiet  smile. 

"  To  a  stranger,  life  upon  those  little  islands  is  uniform  even 
to  weariness.  But  the  old  native  dons,  like  my  grandfather, 
ripen  in  the  prolonged  sunshine,  like  the  turtle  upon  the  Bahama 
banks,  nor  knov»'  of  existence  more  desirable.  Life  in  the  tropics, 
I  take  to  be  a  placid  torpidity. 

"  During  the  long  warm  mornings  of  nearly  half  a  century, 
my  grandfather  Titbottom  had  sat  in  his  dressing  gown,  and 
gazed  at  the  sea.  But  one  calm  June  day,  as  he  slowly  paced 
the  piazza  after  breakfast,  his  dreamy  glance  was  arrested  by  a 
little  vessel,  evidently  nearing  the  shore.  He  called  for  his  spy- 
glass, and,  surveying  the  craft,  saw  that  she  came  from  the 
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neighboring  island.  She  glided  smoothly,  slowly,  over  the  sum- 
mer sea.  The  warm  morning  air  was  sweet  with  perfumes,  and 
silent  with  heat.  The  sea  sparkled  languidly,  and  the  brilliant 
blue  sky  hung  cloudlessly  over.  Scores  of  little  island  vessels 
had  my  grandfather  seen  coming  over  the  horizon,  and  cast 
anchor  in  the  port.  Hundreds  of  summer  mornings  had  the 
white  sails  flashed  and  faded,  like  vague  faces  through  forgotten 
dreams.  But  this  time  he  laid  down  the  spyglass,  and  leaned 
against  a  column  of  the  piazza,  and  watched  the  vessel  with  an 
intentness  that  he  could  not  explain.  She  came  nearer  and 
nearer,  a  graceful  specter  in  the  dazzling  morning. 

" '  Decidedly,  I  must  step  down  and  see  about  that  vessel,' 
said  my  grandfather  Titbottom. 

"  He  gathered  his  ample  dressing  gown  about  him,  and 
stepped  from  the  piazza,  with  no  other  protection  from  the  sun 
than  the  little  smoking  cap  upon  his  head.  His  face  wore  a 
calm,  beaming  smile,  as  if  he  loved  the  whole  world.  He  was 
not  an  old  man  ;  but  there  was  almost  a  patriarchal  pathos  in 
his  expression,  as  he  sauntered  along  in  the  sunshine  towards 
the  shore.  A  group  of  idle  gazers  was  collected,  to  watch  the 
arrival.  The  little  vessel  furled  her  sails,  and  drifted  slowly 
landward,  and,  as  she  was  of  very  light  draught,  she  came  close 
to  the  shelving  shore.  A  long  plank  was  put  out  from  her  side, 
and  the  debarkation  commenced. 

"My  grandfather  Titbottom  stood  looking  on,  to  see  the 
passengers  as  they  passed.  There  were  but  a  few  of  them,  and 
mostly  traders  from  the  neighboring  island.  But  suddenly  the 
face  of  a  young  girl  appeared  over  tlie  side  of  the  vessel,  and 
she  stepped  upon  the  plank  to  descend.  My  grandfather  Tit- 
bottom instantly  advanced,  and,  moving  briskly,  reached  the 
top  of  the  plank  at  the  same  moment ;  and  with  the  old  tassel  of 
his  cap  flashing  in  the  sun,  and  one  hand  in  the  pocket  of  his 
dressing  gown,  with  the  other  he  handed  the  young  lady  care- 
fully down  the  plank.  That  young  lady  was  afterwards  ray 
grandmother  Titbottom. 

"  For,  over  the  gleaming  sea  which  he  had  watched  so  long, 
and  which  seemed  thus  to  reward  his  patient  gaze,  came  his 
bride  that  sunny  morning. 

"'Of  course,  wo  are  happy,'  ho  used  to  say  to  lier,  after 
they  were  married  :  '  for  you  are  the  gift  of  the  sun  I  have 
loved  so  long  and  so  well.'  And  my  grandfather  Titbottom 
would  lay  his  hand  so  tenderly  upon  the  golden  hair  of   his 
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young  bride,  that  you  could  fancy  him  a  devout  Parsee,  caress- 
ing sunbeams. 

"  There  were  endless  festivities  upon  occasion  of  the  mar- 
riage ;  and  my  grandfather  did  not  go  to  one  of  them  in  his 
dressing  gown.  The  gentle  sweetness  of  his  wife  melted  every 
heart  into  love  and  sympathy.  He  was  much  older  than  she, 
without  doubt.  But  age,  as  he  used  to  say  with  a  smile  of 
immortal  youth,  is  a  matter  of  feeling,  not  of  years. 

"And  if,  sometimes,  as  she  sat  by  his  side  on  the  piazza, 
her  fancy  looked  through  her  eyes  upon  that  summer  sea,  and 
saw  a  younger  lover,  perhaps  some  one  of  those  graceful  and 
glowing  heroes  who  occupy  the  foreground  of  all  young 
maidens'  visions  by  the  sea,  yet  she  could  not  find  one  more 
generous  and  gracious,  nor  fancy  one  more  worthy  and  loving, 
than  my  grandfather  Titbottom, 

"And  if,  in  the  moonlit  midnight,  while  he  lay  cabnly 
sleeping,  she  leaned  out  of  the  window,  and  sank  into  vague 
reveries  of  sweet  possibility,  and  watched  the  gleaming  path 
of  the  moonlight  upon  the  water,  until  the  dawn  glided  over  it 
—  it  was  only  that  mood  of  nameless  regret  and  longing,  which 
underlies  all  human  happiness  ;  or  it  was  the  vision  of  that  life 
of  cities  and  the  world,  which  she  had  never  seen,  but  of  which 
she  had  often  read,  and  which  looked  very  fair  and  alluring 
across  the  sea,  to  a  girlish  imagination,  which  knew  that  it 
should  never  see  that  reality. 

"These  West  Indian  years  were  the  great  days  of  the 
family,"  said  Titbottom,  with  an  air  of  majestic  and  regal 
regret,  pausing,  and  musing,  in  our  little  parlor,  like  a  late 
Stuart  in  exile,  remembering  England. 

Prue  raised  her  eyes  from  her  work,  and  looked  at  him  with 
subdued  admiration  ;  for  I  have  observed  that,  like  the  rest  of 
her  sex,  she  has  a  singular  sympathy  with  the  representative  of 
a  reduced  family. 

Perhaps  it  is  their  finer  perception  which  leads  these 
tender-hearted  women  to  recognize  the  divine  right  of  social 
superiority  so  much  more  readily  than  we  ;  and  yet,  much  as 
Titbottom  was  enhanced  in  my  wife's  admiration  by  the  discov- 
ery that  his  dusky  sadness  of  nature  and  expression  was,  as  it 
were,  the  expiring  gleam  and  late  twilight  of  ancestral  splen- 
dors, I  doubt  if  Mr.  Bourne  would  have  preferred  hira  for 
bookkeeper  a  moment  sooner  upon  that  account.  In  truth, 
I  have  observed,  down  town,  that  the  fact  of  your  ancestors 
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doing  nothing,  is  not  considered  good  proof  that  you  can  do 
anything. 

But  Prue  and  her  sex  regard  sentiment  more  than  action, 
and  I  understand  easily  enough  why  she  is  never  tired  of  hear- 
ing me  read  of  Prince  Charlie.  If  Titbottom  had  been  only  a 
little  younger,  a  little  handsomer,  a  little  more  gallantly 
dressed  —  in  fact,  a  little  more  of  a  Prince  Charlie,  I  am  sure 
her  eyes  would  not  have  fallen  again  upon  her  work  so  tran- 
quilly, as  he  resumed  his  story. 

"  I  can  remember  my  grandfather  Titbottom,  although  I  was 
a  very  young  child,  and  he  was  a  very  old  man.  My  young 
mother  and  my  young  grandmother  are  very  distinct  figures  in 
my  memory,  ministering  to  the  old  gentleman,  wrapped  in  his 
dressing  gown,  and  seated  upon  the  piazza.  I  remember  his 
v/hite  hair,  and  his  calm  smile,  and  how,  not  long  before  he 
died,  he  called  me  to  him,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  my  head, 
said  to  ms  :  — 

u  i  ]\j[y  r-hiid^  the  world  is  not  this  great  sunny  piazza,  nor 
life  the  fairy  stories  which  the  women  tell  you  here,  as  you  sit  in 
their  laps.  I  shall  soon  be  gone,  but  I  want  to  leave  with  you 
some  memento  of  my  love  for  you,  and  I  know  of  nothing  more 
valuable  than  these  spectacles,  which  your  grandmother  brought 
from  her  native  island,  when  she  arrived  here  one  fine  summer 
morning,  long  ago.  I  cannot  tell  whether,  when  you  grow  older, 
you  will  regard  them  as  a  gift  of  the  greatest  value,  or  as  some- 
thing that  you  had  been  happier  never  to  have  possessed.' 

" '  But,  grandpapa,  I  am  not  shortsighted.' 

'"My  son,  are  you  not  human?'  said  the  old  gentleman; 
and  how  shall  I  ever  forget  the  thoughtful  sadness  with  which, 
at  the  same  time,  he  handed  me  the  spectacles. 

"  Instinctively  I  put  them  on,  and  looked  at  my  grandfather. 
But  I  saw  no  grandfather,  no  piazza,  no  flowered  dressing  gown; 
I  saw  only  a  luxuriant  palm  tree,  waving  broadly  over  a  tranquil 
landscape,  pleasant  homes  clustered  around  it ;  gardens  teem- 
ing with  fruit  and  flowers ;  flocks  quietly  feeding ;  birds 
wheeling  and  chirping.  I  heard  children's  voices,  and  the  low 
lullaby  of  happy  mothe-s.  The  sound  of  cheerful  singing  came 
wafted  from  distant  hjlds  upon  the  light  breeze.  Golden  har- 
vests glistened  out  of  sight,  and  I  caught  their  rustling  whispers 
of  prosperity.     A  warm,  mellow  atmosphere  bathed  the  whole. 

"  I  have  seen  copies  of  the  landscapes  of  the  Italian  painter 
Claude,  which  seemed  to  me  faint  reminiscences  of  that  calm 
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and  happy  vision.  But  all  this  peace  and  prosperity  seemed 
to  flow  from  the  spreading  palm  as  from  a  fountain. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  long  I  looked,  but  I  had,  apparently, 
no  power,  as  I  had  no  will,  to  remove  the  spectacles.  What  a 
wonderful  island  must  Nevis  be,  thought  I,  if  people  carry  such 
pictures  in  their  pockets,  only  by  buying  a  pair  of  spectacles ! 
What  wonder  that  my  dear  grandmother  Titbottom  has  lived 
such  a  placid  life,  and  has  blessed  us  all  with  her  sunny  temper, 
when  she  has  lived  surrounded  by  such  images  of  peace  I 

"My  grandfather  died.  But  still,  in  the  warm  morning 
sunshine  upon  the  piazza,  I  felt  his  placid  presence,  and  as  I 
crawled  into  his  great  chair,  and  drifted  on  in  reverie  through 
the  still  tropical  day,  it  was  as  if  his  soft  dreamy  eye  had  passed 
into  my  soul.  My  grandmother  cherished  his  memory  with 
tender  regret.  A  violent  passion  of  grief  for  his  loss  was  no 
more  possible  than  for  the  pensive  decay  of  the  year. 

"  We  have  no  portrait  of  him,  but  I  see  always,  when  I 
remember  him,  that  peaceful  and  luxuriant  palm.  And  I  think 
that  to  have  known  one  good  old  man  —  one  man  who,  through 
the  chances  and  rubs  of  a  long  life,  has  carried  his  heart  in  his 
hand,  like  a  palm  branch,  waving  all  discords  into  peace,  helps 
our  faith  in  God,  in  ourselves,  and  in  each  other,  more  than 
many  sermons.  I  hardly  know  whether  to  be  grateful  to  my 
grandfather  for  the  spectacles  ;  and  yet  when  I  remember  that 
it  is  to  them  I  owe  the  pleasant  image  of  him  which  I  cherish,  I 
seem  to  myself  sadly  ungrateful. 

"Madam,"  said  Titbottom  to  Prue,  solemnly,  "my  memory 
is  a  long  and  gloomy  gallery,  and  only  remotely,  at  its  further 
end,  do  I  see  the  glimmer  of  soft  sunshine,  and  only  there  are 
the  pleasant  pictures  hung.  They  seem  to  me  very  happy  along 
whose  gallery  the  sunlight  streams  to  their  very  feet,  striking 
all  the  pictured  walls  into  unfading  splendor." 

Prue  had  laid  her  work  in  her  lap,  and  as  Titbottom  paused 
a  moment,  and  I  turned  towards  her,  I  found  her  mild  ey^s 
fastened  upon  my  face,  and  glistening  with  many  tears.  I 
knew  that  the  tears  meant  that  she  felt  herself  to  be  one  of  those 
who  seemed  to  Titbottom  very  happy. 

"  Misfortunes  of  many  kinds  came  heavily  upon  the  family 
after  the  head  was  gone.  The  great  house  was  relinquished. 
My  parents  were  both  dead,  and  my  grandmother  had  entire 
charge  of  me.  But  from  the  moment  that  I  received  the  gift 
of  the  spectacles,  I  could  not  resist  their  fascination,  and  I  with- 
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drew  into  myself,  and  became  a  solitary  boy.  There  were  not 
many  companions  for  me  of  my  own  age,  and  they  gradually 
left  me,  or,  at  least,  had  not  a  hearty  sympathy  with  me  ;  for,  if 
they  teased  me,  1  pulled  out  my  spectacles  and  surveyed  them 
so  seriously  that  they  acquired  a  kind  of  awe  of  me,  and  evi- 
dently regarded  my  grandfather's  gift  as  a  concealed  magical 
weapon  which  might  be  dangerously  drawn  upon  them  at  any 
moment.  Whenever,  in  our  games,  there  were  quarrels  and 
high  words,  and  I  began  to  feel  about  my  dress  and  to  wear  a 
grave  look,  they  all  took  the  alarm,  and  shouted,  '  Look  out  for 
Titbottom's  spectacles,'  and  scattered  like  a  flock  of  scared 
sheep. 

"  Nor  could  I  wonder  at  it.  For,  at  first,  before  they  took 
the  alarm,  I  saw  strange  sights  when  I  looked  at  them  through 
the  glasses. 

"If  two  were  quarreling  about  a  marble  or  a  ball,  I  had 
only  to  go  behind  a  tree  where  I  was  concealed  and  look  at  them 
leisurely.  Then  the  scene  changed,  and  it  was  no  longer  a  green 
meadow  with  boys  playing,  but  a  spot  which  I  did  not  recognize, 
and  forms  that  made  me  shudder,  or  smile.  It  was  not  a  big 
boy  bullying  a  little  one,  but  a  young  wolf  with  glistening 
teeth  and  a  lamb  cowering  before  him  ;  or,  it  was  a  dog  faith- 
ful and  famishing  —  or  a  star  going  slowly  into  eclipse  —  or  a 
rainbow  fading  —  or  a  flower  blooming  —  or  a  sun  rising — or 
a  waning  moon. 

"  The  revelations  of  the  spectacles  determined  my  feeling 
for  the  boys,  and  for  all  whom  I  saw  through  them.  No  shy- 
ness, nor  awkwardness,  nor  silence,  could  separate  me  from  those 
who  looked  lovely  as  lilies  to  my  illuminated  eyes.  But  the 
vision  made  me  afraid.  If  I  felt  myself  warmly  drawn  to  any 
one,  I  struggled  with  the  fierce  desire  of  seeing  him  through 
the  spectacles,  for  I  feared  to  find  him  something  else  than  I 
fancied.  I  longed  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  ignorant  feeling,  to 
love  without  knowing,  to  float  like  a  leaf  upon  the  eddies  of 
life,  drifted  now  to  a  sunny  point,  now  to  a  solemn  shade  —  now 
over  glittering  ripples,  now  over  gleaming  calms,  —  and  not  to 
determined  ports,  a  trim  vessel  with  an  inexorable  rudder. 

"  But  sometimes,  mastered  after  long  struggles,  as  if  the 
unavoidable  condition  of  owning  the  sx)ectacles  were  using  them, 
I  seized  them  and  sauntered  into  the  little  town.  Putting  them 
to  my  eyes  I  peered  into  the  houses  and  at  the  people  who  passed 
me.     Here  sat  a  family  at  breakfast,  and  I  stood  at  the  window 
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looking  in.  O  motley  meal !  fantastic  vision  I  The  good  mother 
saw  her  lord  sitting  opposite,  a  grave,  respectable  being,  eating 
muffins.  But  I  saw  only  a  bank  bill,  more  or  less  crumbled 
and  tattered,  marked  with  a  larger  or  lesser  figure.  If  a  sharp 
wind  blew  suddenly,  I  saw  it  tremble  and  flutter  ;  it  was  thin, 
flat,  impalpable.  I  removed  my  glasses,  and  looked  with  my 
eyes  at  the  wife.  I  could  have  smiled  to  see  the  humid  tender- 
ness with  which  she  regarded  her  strange  vis-d-vis.  Is  life  only 
a  game  of  blindman's  buff?  of  droll  cross-purposes? 

"  Or  I  put  them  on  again,  and  then  looked  at  the  wives. 
How  many  stout  trees  I  saw,  —  how  many  tender  flowers,  — 
how  many  placid  pools  ;  yes,  and  how  many  little  streams 
winding  out  of  sight,  shrinking  before  the  large,  hard,  round 
eyes  opposite,  and  slipping  off  into  solitude  and  shade,  with  a 
low,  inner  song  for  their  own  solace. 

"  In  many  houses  I  thought  to  see  angels,  nymphs,  or,  at 
least,  women,  and  could  only  find  broomsticks,  mops,  or  kettles, 
hurrying  about,  rattling  and  tinkling,  in  a  state  of  shrill  activ- 
ity. I  made  calls  upon  elegant  ladies,  and  after  I  had  enjoyed 
the  gloss  of  silk,  and  the  delicacy  of  lace,  and  the  glitter  of 
jewels,  I  slipped  on  my  spectacles,  and  saw  a  peacock's  feather, 
flounced,  and  furbelowed,  and  fluttering  ;  or  an  iron  rod,  thin, 
sharp,  and  hard ;  nor  could  I  possibly  mistake  the  movement 
of  the  drapery  for  any  flexibility  of  the  thing  draped. 

"  Or,  mysteriously  chilled,  I  saw  a  statue  of  perfect  form, 
or  flowing  movement,  it  might  be  alabaster,  or  bronze,  or 
marble,  —  but  sadly  often  it  was  ice,  and  I  knew  that  after  it 
had  shone  a  little,  and  frozen  a  few  eyes  with  its  despairing 
perfection,  it  could  not  be  put  away  in  the  niches  of  palaces 
for  ornament  and  proud  family  tradition,  like  the  alabaster,  or 
bronze,  or  marble  statues,  but  would  melt,  and  shrink,  and  fall 
coldly  away  in  colorless  and  useless  water,  be  absorbed  in  the 
earth  and  utterly  forgotten. 

"  But  the  true  sadness  was  rather  in  seeing  those  who,  not 
having  the  spectacles,  thought  that  the  iron  rod  was  flexible, 
and  the  ice  statue  warm.  I  saw  many  a  gallant  heart,  which 
seemed  to  me  brave  and  loyal  as  the  crusaders,  pursuing, 
through  days  and  nights,  and  a  long  life  of  devotion,  the  hope 
of  lighting  at  least  a  smile  in  the  cold  eyes,  if  not  a  fire  in  the 
icy  heart.  I  watched  the  earnest,  enthusiastic  sacrifice.  I  saw 
the  pure  resolve,  the  generous  faith,  the  fine  scorn  of  doubt,  the 
impatience  of  suspicion.     I  watched  the  grace,  the  ardor,  the 
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glory  of  devotion.  Through  those  strange  spectacles  how 
often  I  saw  the  noblest  heart  renouncing  all  other  hope,  all 
other  ambition,  all  other  life,  than  the  possible  love  of  some 
one  of  those  statues. 

"  Ah  me !  it  was  terrible,  but  they  had  not  the  love  to  give. 
The  face  was  so  polished  and  smooth,  because  there  was  no 
sorrow  in  the  heart,  —  and  drearily,  often,  no  heart  to  be 
touched.  I  could  not  wonder  that  the  noble  heart  of  devotion 
was  broken,  for  it  had  dashed  itself  against  a  stone.  I  wept, 
until  my  spectacles  were  dimmed,  for  those  hopeless  lovers;  but 
there  was  a  pang  beyond  tears  for  those  icy  statues. 

"  Still  a  boy,  I  was  thus  too  much  a  man  in  knowledge,  —  I 
did  not  comprehend  the  sights  I  was  compelled  to  see,  I  used 
to  tear  my  glasses  away  from  my  eyes,  and,  frightened  at  my- 
self, run  to  escape  my  own  consciousness.  Reaching  the  small 
house  where  we  then  lived,  I  plunged  into  my  grandmother's 
room,  and,  throwing  myself  upon  the  floor,  buried  my  face  in 
her  lap,  and  sobbed  myself  to  sleep  with  premature  grief. 

"  But  when  I  awakened,  and  felt  her  cool  hand  upon  my  hot 
forehead,  and  heard  the  low  sweet  song,  or  the  gentle  story,  or 
the  tenderly  told  parable  from  the  Bible,  with  which  she  tried 
to  soothe  me,  I  could  not  resist  the  mystic  fascination  that 
lured  me,  as  I  lay  in  her  lap,  to  steal  a  glance  at  her  through 
the  spectacles. 

"  Pictures  of  the  Madonna  have  not  her  rare  and  pensive 
beauty.  Upon  the  tranquil  little  islands  her  life  had  been 
eventless,  and  all  the  fine  possibilities  of  her  nature  were  like 
flowers  that  never  bloomed.  Placid  were  all  her  years  ;  yet  1 
have  read  of  no  heroine,  of  no  woman  great  in  sudden  crises, 
that  it  did  not  seem  to  me  she  might  have  been.  The  wife  and 
widow  of  a  man  who  loved  his  home  better  than  the  homes  of 
others,  I  have  yet  heard  of  no  queen,  no  belle,  no  imperial 
beauty,  whom  in  grace,  and  brilliancy,  and  persuasive  courtesy 
she  might  not  have  surpassed. 

"Madam,"  said  Titbottom  to  my  wife,  whose  heart  hung 
upon  his  story,  "your  husband's  young  friend,  Aurelia,  wears 
sometimes  a  camelia  in  her  hair,  and  no  diamond  in  the  ball- 
room seems  so  costly  as  that  perfect  flower,  which  women  envy, 
and  for  whose  least  and  withered  petal  men  sigh ;  yet,  in  the 
tropical  solitudes  of  Brazil,  how  many  a  camelia  bud  drops  from 
the  bush  that  no  eye  has  ever  seen,  which,  had  it  flowered  and 
been  noticed,  would  have  gilded  all  hearts  with  its  memory. 
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"When  I  stole  these  furtive  glances  at  my  grandmother, 
half  fearing  that  they  were  wrong,  I  saw  only  a  calm  lake, 
whose  shores  were  low,  and  over  which  the  sun  hung  unbroken, 
so  that  the  least  star  was  clearly  reflected.  It  had  an  atmos- 
phere of  solemn  twilight  tranquillity,  and  so  completely  did  its 
unruffled  surface  blend  with  the  cloudless,  star-studded  sky, 
that,  when  I  looked  through  my  spectacles  at  my  grandmother, 
the  vision  seemed  to  me  all  heaven  and  stars. 

"  Yet,  as  I  gazed  and  gazed,  I  felt  what  stately  cities  might 
well  have  been  built  upon  those  shores,  and  have  flashed  pros- 
perity over  the  calm,  like  coruscations  of  pearls.  I  dreamed 
of  gorgeous  fleets,  silken-sailed,  and  blown  by  perfumed  winds, 
drifting  over  those  depthless  waters  and  through  those  spacious 
skies.  I  gazed  upon  the  twilight,  the  inscrutable  silence,  like  a 
God-fearing  discoverer  upon  a  new  and  vast  sea  bursting  upon 
him  through  forest  glooms,  and  in  the  fervor  of  whose  impas- 
sioned gaze  a  millennial  and  poetic  world  arises,  and  man  need 
no  longer  die  to  be  happy. 

"  My  companions  naturally  deserted  me,  for  I  had  grown 
wearily  grave  and  abstracted  :  and,  unable  to  resist  the  allure- 
ments of  my  spectacles,  I  was  constantly  lost  in  the  world,  of 
which  those  companions  were  part,  yet  of  which  they  knew 
nothing. 

"  I  grew  cold  and  hard,  almost  morose  ;  people  seemed  to 
me  so  blind  and  unreasonable.  They  did  the  wrong  thing. 
They  called  green,  yellow  ;  and  black,  white.  Young  men  said 
of  a  girl,  '  What  a  lovely,  simple  creature  !  '  I  looked,  and 
there  was  only  a  glistening  wisp  of  straw,  dry  and  hollow.  Or 
they  said,  '  What  a  cold,  proud  beauty !  '  I  looked,  and  lo  I  a 
Madonna,  whose  heart  held  the  world.  Or  they  said,  '  What  a 
wild,  giddy  girl !  '  and  I  saw  a  glancing,  dancing  mountain 
stream,  pure  as  the  virgin  snows  whence  it  flowed,  singing 
through  sun  and  shade,  over  pearls  and  gold  dust,  slipping  along 
unstained  by  weed  or  rain,  or  heavy  foot  of  cattle,  touching  the 
flowers  with  a  dewy  kiss,  —  a  beam  of  grace,  a  happy  song,  a 
line  of  light,  in  the  dim  and  troubled  landscape. 

"  My  grandmother  sent  me  to  school,  but  I  looked  at  the 
master  and  saw  that  he  was  a  smooth  round  ferule,  or  an  im- 
proper noun,  or  a  vulgar  fraction,  and  refused  to  obey  him.  Or 
he  was  a  piece  of  string,  a  rag,  a  willow  wand,  and  I  had  a  con- 
temptuous pity.  But  one  was  a  well  of  cool,  deep  water,  and 
looking  suddenly  in,  one  day,  I  saw  the  stars. 
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"  That  one  gave  me  all  my  schooling.  With  him  I  used  to 
walk  by  the  sea,  and,  as  we  strolled  and  the  waves  plunged  in 
long  legions  before  us,  I  looked  at  him  through  the  spectacles, 
and  as  his  eyes  dilated  with  the  boundless  view,  and  his  chest 
heaved  with  an  impossible  desire,  I  saw  Xerxes  and  his  army, 
tossed  and  glittering,  rank  upon  rank,  multitude  upon  multi- 
tude, out  of  sight,  but  ever  regularly  advancing,  and  with  con- 
fused roar  of  ceaseless  music  prostrating  themselves  in  abject 
homage.  Or,  as  with  arms  outstretched  and  hair  streaming  on 
the  wind,  he  chanted  full  lines  of  the  resounding  Iliad,  I  saw 
Homer  pacing  the  -^Egean  sands  of  the  Greek  sunsets  of  for- 
gotten times. 

"  My  grandmother  died,  and  I  was  thrown  into  the  world 
without  resources,  and  with  no  capital  but  my  spectacles.  I 
tried  to  find  employment,  but  everybody  was  shy  of  me.  There 
was  a  vague  suspicion  that  I  was  either  a  little  crazed,  or  a  good 
deal  in  league  with  the  prince  of  darkness.  My  companions, 
who  would  persist  in  calling  a  piece  of  painted  muslin,  a  fair 
and  fragrant  flower,  had  no  difficulty ;  success  waited  for  them 
around  every  corner,  and  arrived  in  every  ship. 

"  I  tried  to  teach,  for  I  loved  children.  But  if  anything 
excited  a  suspicion  of  my  pupils,  and  putting  on  my  spec- 
tacles, I  saw  that  I  was  fondling  a  snake,  or  smelling  at  a  bud 
with  a  worm  in  it,  I  sprang  up  in  horror  and  ran  away;  or,  if 
it  seemed  to  me  through  the  glasses,  that  a  cherub  smiled  upon 
me,  or  a  rose  was  blooming  in  my  buttonhole,  then  I  felt  myself 
imperfect  and  impure,  not  fit  to  be  leading  and  training  what 
was  so  essentially  superior  to  myself,  and  I  kissed  the  children 
and  left  them  weejjing  and  wondering. 

"  In  despair  I  went  to  a  great  merchant  on  the  island,  and 
asked  him  to  employ  me. 

"  '  My  dear  young  friend,'  said  he,  '  I  understand  that  you 
have  some  singular  secret,  some  charm,  or  s^dcU,  or  amulet,  or 
something,  I  don't  know  what,  of  which  people  are  afraid.  Now 
you  know,  my  dear,'  said  the  merchant,  swelling  up,  and  appar- 
ently prouder  of  his  great  stomach  than  of  his  large  fortune, 
'  I  am  not  of  that  kind.  I  am  not  easily  frightened.  You  may 
spare  yourself  the  pain  of  trying  to  impose  upon  me.  People 
who  propose  to  come  to  time  before  I  arrive,  are  accustomed  to 
arise  very  early  in  the  morning,'  said  he,  thrusting  his  thumbs 
in  the  armholes  of  his  waistcoat,  and  spreading  the  fingers 
like  two  fans,  upon  his  bosom.     '  I  think  I  have  heard  some- 
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thing  of  your  secret.  You  have  a  pair  of  spectacles,  I  believe, 
that  you  value  very  much,  because  your  grandmother  brought 
them  as  a  marriage  portion  to  your  grandfather.  Now,  if  you 
think  fit  to  sell  me  those  spectacles,  I  will  pay  you  the  largest 
market  price  for  them.     What  do  you  say  ? ' 

"  I  told  him  I  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of  selling  my  spectacles. 

" '  My  young  friend  means  to  eat  them,  I  suppose,'  said  he, 
with  a  contemptuous  smile. 

"  I  made  no  reply,  but  w^as  turning  to  leave  the  office,  when 
the  merchant  called  after  me  :  — 

" '  My  young  friend,  poor  people  should  never  suffer  them- 
selves to  get  into  pets.  Anger  is  an  expensive  luxury,  in  which 
only  men  of  a  certain  income  can  indulge.  A  pair  of  spectacles 
and  a  hot  temper  are  not  the  most  promising  capital  for  success 
in  life.  Master  Titbottom.' 

"  I  said  nothing,  but  put  my  hand  upon  the  door  to  go  out, 
when  the  merchant  said,  more  respectfully  :  -— 

" '  Well,  you  foolish  boy,  if  you  will  not  sell  your  spectacles, 
perhaps  you  will  agree  to  sell  the  use  of  them  to  me.  That  is, 
you  shall  only  put  them  on  when  I  direct  you,  and  for  my  pur- 
poses. Hallo !  you  little  fool ! '  cried  he,  impatiently,  as  he  saw 
that  I  intended  to  make  no  reply. 

"  But  I  had  pulled  out  my  spectacles  and  put  them  on  for 
my  own  purposes,  and  against  his  wish  and  desire.  I  looked 
at  him,  and  saw  a  huge,  bald-headed  wild  boar,  with  gross 
chaps  and  a  leering  eye — only  the  more  ridiculous  for  the 
high-arched,  gold-bowed  spectacles,  that  straddled  his  nose. 
One  of  his  fore  hoofs  was  thrust  into  the  safe,  where  his  bills 
receivable  were  hived,  and  the  other  into  his  pocket,  among 
the  loose  change  and  bills  there.  His  ears  were  pricked  for- 
ward with  a  brisk,  sensitive  smartness.  In  a  world  where 
prize  pork  was  the  best  excellence,  he  would  have  carried  off 
all  the  premiums. 

"I  stepped  into  the  next  office  in  the  street,  and  a  mild- 
faced,  genial  man,  also  a  large  and  opulent  merchant,  asked 
me  my  business  in  such  a  tone  that  I  instantly  looked  through 
my  spectacles,  and  saw  a  land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey. 
There  I  pitched  my  tent,  and  stayed  till  the  good  man  died, 
and  his  business  was  discontinued. 

"  But  while  there,"  said  Titbottom,  and  his  voice  trembled 
away  into  a  sigh,  "  I  first  saw  Preciosa.  Despite  the  spectacles, 
I  saw  Preciosa.     For  days,  for  weeks,  for  months,  I  did  not  take 
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my  spectacles  with  me.  I  ran  away  from  them,  I  threw  them 
up  on  high  shelves,  I  tried  to  make  up  my  mind  to  throw  them 
into  the  sea,  or  down  the  well.  I  could  not,  I  would  not,  I 
dared  not,  look  at  Preciosa  through  the  spectacles.  It  was  not 
possible  for  me  deliberately  to  destroy  them  ;  but  I  awoke  in 
the  night,  and  could  almost  have  cursed  my  dear  old  grand- 
father for  his  gift. 

"  I  sometimes  escaped  from  the  office,  and  sat  for  whole  days 
with  Preciosa.  I  told  her  the  strange  things  I  had  seen  with 
my  mystic  glasses.  The  hours  were  not  enough  for  the  wild 
romances  which  I  raved  in  her  ear.  She  listened,  astonished 
and  appalled.  Her  blue  eyes  turned  upon  me  with  sweet  dep- 
recation. She  clung  to  me,  and  then  withdrew,  and  fled  fear- 
fully from  the  room. 

"  But  she  could  not  stay  away.  She  could  not  resist  my 
voice,  in  whose  tones  burnt  all  the  love  that  filled  my  heart 
and  brain.  The  very  effort  to  resist  the  desire  of  seeing  her 
as  I  saw  everybody  else  gave  a  frenzy  and  an  unnatural  tension 
to  my  feeling  and  my  manner.  I  sat  by  her  side,  looking  into 
her  eyes,  smoothing  her  hair,  folding  her  to  my  heart,  which 
was  sunken  deep  and  deep  —  why  not  forever? — in  that  dream 
of  peace.  I  ran  from  her  presence,  and  shouted,  and  leaped 
with  joy,  and  sat  the  whole  night  through,  thrilled  into  happi- 
ness by  the  thought  of  her  love  and  loveliness,  like  a  wind  harp, 
tightly  strung,  and  answering  the  airiest  sigh  of  the  breeze  with 
music. 

"Then  came  calmer  days  —  the  conviction  of  deep  love 
settled  upon  our  lives  —  as  after  the  hurrying,  heaving  days 
of  spring  comes  the  bland  and  benignant  summer. 

" '  It  is  no  dream,  then,  after  all,  and  we  are  happy,'  I  said 
to  her,  one  day  ;  and  there  came  no  answer,  for  happiness  is 
speechless. 

" '  We  are  happy,  then,'  I  said  to  myself ;  '  there  is  no  excite- 
ment now.  How  glad  I  am  that  I  can  now  look  at  her  through 
my  spectacles.' 

"  I  feared  lest  some  instinct  should  warn  me  to  beware.  I 
escaped  from  her  arms,  and  ran  home  and  seized  the  glasses, 
and  bounded  back  again  to  Preciosa.  As  I  entered  the  room  I 
was  heated,  my  head  was  swimming  with  confused  apprehen- 
sions, my  eyes  must  have  glared.  Preciosa  was  frightened,  and 
rising  from  her  seat,  stood  with  an  inquiring  glance  of  surprise 
in  her  eyes. 
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"But  I  was  bent  with  frenzy  upon  my  purpose.  I  was 
merely  avvare  that  she  was  in  the  room.  I  saw  nothing  else. 
I  heard  nothing.  I  cared  for  nothing,  but  to  see  her  through 
that  magic  glass,  and  feel  at  once  all  the  fullness  of  blissful 
perfection  which  that  would  reveal.  Preciosa  stood  before  the 
mirror,  but  alarmed  at  my  wild  and  eager  movements,  unable 
to  distinguish  what  I  had  in  my  hands,  and  seeing  me  raise 
them  suddenly  to  my  face,  she  shrieked  with  terror,  and  fell 
fainting  upon  the  floor,  at  the  very  moment  that  I  placed  the 
glasses  before  my  eyes,  and  beheld  —  myself^  reflected  in  the 
mirror  before  which  she  had  been  standing. 

"  Dear  madam,"  cried  Titbottom,  to  my  wife,  springing  up 
and  falling  back  again  in  his  chair,  pale  and  trembling,  while 
Prue  ran  to  him  and  took  his  hand,  and  I  poured  out  a  glass 
of  water  —  "I  saw  myself." 

There  was  silence  for  many  minutes.  Prue  laid  her  hand 
gently  upon  the  head  of  our  guest,  whose  eyes  were  closed, 
and  who  breathed  softly  like  an  infant  in  sleeping.  Perhaps, 
in  all  the  long  years  of  anguish  since  that  hour,  no  tender  hand 
had  touched  his  brow,  nor  wiped  away  the  damps  of  a  bitter 
sorrow.  Perhaps  the  tender,  maternal  fingers  of  my  wife 
soothed  his  weary  head  with  the  conviction  that  he  felt  the 
hand  of  his  mother  playing  with  the  long  hair  of  her  boy  in 
the  soft  West  India  morning.  Perhaps  it  was  only  the  natural 
relief  of  expressing  a  pent-up  sorrow. 

When  he  spoke  again,  it  was  with  the  old  subdued  tone, 
and  the  air  of  quaint  solemnity. 

"  These  things  were  matters  of  long,  long  ago,  and  I  came 
to  this  country  soon  after.  I  brought  with  me  premature  age, 
a  past  of  melancholy  memories,  and  the  magic  spectacles.  I 
had  become  their  slave.  I  had  nothing  more  to  fear.  Having 
seen  myself,  I  was  compelled  to  see  others,  properly  to  under- 
stand my  relations  to  them.  The  lights  that  cheer  the  future 
of  other  men  had  gone  out  for  me ;  my  eyes  were  those  of  an 
exile  turned  backwards  upon  the  receding  shore,  and  not  for- 
wards with  hope  upon  the  ocean. 

*'  I  mingled  with  men,  but  with  little  pleasure.  There  are 
but  many  varieties  of  a  few  types.  I  did  not  find  those  I  came 
to  clearer-sighted  than  those  I  had  left  behind.  I  heard  men 
called  shrewd  and  wise,  and  report  said  they  were  highly  intel- 
ligent and  successful.  My  finest  sense  detected  no  aroma  of 
purity  and  principle ;  but  I  saw  only  a  fungus  that  had  fat- 
17 
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tened  and  spread  in  a  night.  They  went  to  the  theaters  to  see 
actors  upon  the  stage.  I  went  to  see  actors  in  the  boxes,  so 
consummately  cunning,  that  others  did  not  know  they  were 
acting,  and  they  did  not  suspect  it  themselves. 

"  Perhaps  you  wonder  it  did  not  make  me  misanthropical. 
My  dear  friends,  do  not  forget  that  I  had  seen  myself.  That 
made  me  compassionate,  not  cynical. 

"  Of  course,  I  could  not  value  highly  the  ordinary  standards 
of  success  and  excellence.  When  I  went  to  church  and  saw  a 
thin,  blue,  artificial  flower,  or  a  great  sleepy  cushion  expound- 
ing the  beauty  of  holiness  to  pews  full  of  eagles,  half  eagles, 
and  threepences,  however  adroitly  concealed  they  might  be  in 
broadcloth  and  boots  :  or  saw  an  onion  in  an  Easter  bonnet 
weeping  over  the  sins  of  Magdalen,  I  did  not  feel  as  they  felt 
who  saw  in  all  this,  not  only  propriety,  but  piety. 

"  Or  when  at  public  meetings  an  eel  stood  up  on  end,  and 
wriggled  and  squirmed  lithely  in  every  direction,  and  declared 
that,  for  his  part,  he  went  in  for  rainbows  and  hot  water  —  how 
could  I  help  seeing  that  he  was  still  black  and  loved  a  slimy  pool  ? 

"I  could  not  grow  misanthropical  when  I  saw  in  the  eyes  of 
so  many  who  were  called  old,  the  gushing  fountains  of  eternal 
youth,  and  the  light  of  an  immortal  dawn,  or  when  I  saw  those 
who  were  esteemed  unsuccessful  and  aimless,  ruling  a  fair  realm 
of  peace  and  plenty,  either  in  their  own  hearts,  or  in  another's 
—  a  realm  and  princely  possession  for  which  they  had  well 
renounced  a  hopeless  search  and  a  belated  triumph. 

"  I  knew  one  man  who  had  been  for  years  a  byword  for 
having  sought  the  philosopher's  stone.  But  I  looked  at  him 
through  the  spectacles  and  saw  a  satisfaction  in  concentrated 
energies,  and  a  tenacity  arising  from  devotion  to  a  noble  dream 
which  was  not  apparent  in  the  youths  who  pitied  him  in  the 
aimless  effeminacy  of  clubs,  nor  in  the  clever  gentlemen  who 
cracked  their  thin  jokes  upon  him  over  a  gossiping  dinner. 

"And  there  was  your  neighbor  over  the  way,  who  passes 
for  a  woman  who  has  failed  in  her  career,  because  she  is  an  old 
maid.  People  wag  solemn  heads  of  pity,  and  say  that  she  made 
so  great  a  mistake  in  not  marrying  the  brilliant  and  famous 
man  who  was  for  long  years  her  suitor.  It  is  clear  that  no 
orange  flower  will  ever  bloom  for  her.  The  young  people 
make  their  tender  romances  about  her  as  they  watch  her,  and 
think  of  her  solitary  hours  of  bitter  regret  and  wasting  long- 
ing, never  to  be  satisfied. 
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"  When  I  first  came  to  town  I  shared  this  sympathy,  and 
pleased  my  imagination  with  fancying  her  hard  struggle  with 
the  conviction  that  she  had  lost  all  that  made  life  beautiful.  I 
supposed  that  if  I  had  looked  at  her  through  ray  spectacles,  I 
should  see  that  it  was  only  her  radiant  temper  which  so  illu- 
minated her  dress,  that  we  did  not  see  it  to  be  heavy  sables. 

"  But  when,  one  day,  I  did  raise  my  glasses,  and  glanced  at 
her,  I  did  not  see  the  old  maid  whom  we  all  pitied  for  a  secret 
sorrow,  but  a  woman  whose  nature  was  a  tropic,  in  which  the 
sun  shone,  and  birds  sang,  and  flowers  bloomed  forever.  There 
were  no  regrets,  no  doubts  and  half  wishes,  but  a  calm  sweet- 
ness, a  transparent  peace.  I  saw  her  blush  when  that  old  lover 
passed  by,  or  paused  to  speak  to  her,  but  it  was  only  the  sign 
of  delicate  feminine  consciousness.  She  knew  his  love,  and 
honored  it,  although  she  could  not  understand  it  nor  return  it. 
I  looked  closely  at  her,  and  I  saw  that  although  all  the  world 
had  exclaimed  at  her  indifference  to  such  homage,  and  had 
declared  it  was  astonishing  she  should  lose  so  fine  a  match,  she 
would  only  say  simply  and  quietly  :  — 

"'If  Shakespeare  loved  me  and  I  did  not  love  him,  how 
could  I  marry  him  ?  ' 

"  Could  I  be  misanthropical  when  I  saw  such  fidelity,  and 
dignity,  and  simplicity  ? 

"  You  may  believe  that  I  was  especially  curious  to  look  at 
that  old  lover  of  hers,  through  my  glasses.  He  was  no  longer 
young,  you  know,  when  I  came,  and  his  fame  and  fortune  were 
secure.  Certainly  I  have  heard  of  few  men  more  beloved,  and 
of  none  more  worthy  to  be  loved.  He  had  the  easy  manner 
of  a  man  of  the  world,  the  sensitive  grace  of  a  poet,  and  the 
charitable  judgment  of  a  wide  traveler.  He  was  accounted  the 
most  successful  and  most  unspoiled  of  men.  Handsome,  bril- 
liant, wise,  tender,  graceful,  accomplished,  rich,  and  famous,  I 
looked  at  him,  without  the  spectacles,  in  surprise,  and  admira- 
tion, and  wondered  how  your  neighbor  over  the  way  had  been 
so  entirely  untouched  by  his  homage.  I  watched  their  inter- 
course in  society,  I  saw  her  gay  smile,  her  cordial  greeting ;  I 
marked  his  frank  address,  his  lofty  courtesy.  Their  manner 
told  no  tales.  The  eager  world  was  balked,  and  I  pulled  out 
my  spectacles. 

"I  had  seen  her  already,  and  now  I  saw  him.  He  lived  only 
in  memory,  and  his  memory  was  a  spacious  and  stately  palace. 
But  he  did  not  oftenest  frequent  the  banqueting  hall,  where 
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were  endless  hospitality  and  feasting, — nor  did  he  loiter  much 
in  the  reception  rooms,  where  a  throng  of  new  visitors  was  for- 
ever swarming, —  nor  did  he  feed  his  vanity  by  haunting  the 
apartment  in  which  were  stored  the  trophies  of  his  varied  tri- 
umphs,— nor  dream  much  in  the  great  gallery  hung  with  pic- 
tures of  his  travels. 

"  From  all  these  lofty  halls  of  memory  he  constantly  escaped 
to  a  remote  and  solitary  chamber,  into  which  no  one  had  ever 
penetrated.  But  my  fatal  eyes,  behind  the  glasses,  followed 
and  entered  with  him,  and  saw  that  the  chamber  was  a  chapel. 
It  was  dim,  and  silent,  and  sweet  with  perpetual  incense  that 
burned  upon  an  altar  before  a  picture  forever  veiled.  There, 
whenever  I  chanced  to  look,  I  saw  him  kneel  and  pray  ;  and 
there,  by  day  and  by  night,  a  funeral  hymn  was  chanted. 

"  I  do  not  believe  you  will  be  surprised  that  I  have  been 
content  to  remain  a  deputy  bookkeeper.  My  spectacles  regu- 
lated my  ambition,  and  I  early  learned  that  there  were  better 
gods  than  Plutus.  The  glasses  have  lost  much  of  their  fascina- 
tion now,  and  I  do  not  often  use  them.  But  sometimes  the 
desire  is  irresistible.  Whenever  I  am  greatly  interested,  I  am 
compelled  to  take  them  out  and  see  what  it  is  that  I  admire. 

"And  yet — and  yet,"  said  Titbottom,  after  a  pause,  "I  am 
not  sure  that  I  thank  my  grandfather." 

Prue  had  long  since  laid  away  her  work,  and  had  heard 
every  word  of  the  story.  I  saw  that  the  dear  woman  had  yet 
one  question  to  ask,  and  had  been  earnestly  hoping  to  hear 
something  that  would  spare  her  the  necessity  of  asking.  But 
Titbottom  had  resumed  his  usual  tone,  after  the  momentary 
excitement,  and  made  no  further  allusion  to  himself.  We  all 
sat  silently,  —  Titbottom's  eyes  fastened  musingly  upon  the  car- 
pet, Prue  looking  wistfully  at  him,  and  I  regarding  both. 

It  was  past  midnight,  and  our  guest  arose  to  go.  He  shook 
hands  quietly,  made  his  grave  Spanish  bow  to  Prue,  and,  taking 
his  hat,  went  towards  the  front  door.  Prue  and  I  accompanied 
him.  I  saw  in  her  eyes  that  she  would  ask  her  question.  And 
as  Titbottom  opened  the  door,  I  heard  the  low  words :  — 

"And  Preciosa?" 

Titbottom  paused.  He  had  just  opened  the  door,  and  the 
moonlight  streamed  over  him  as  he  stood  turning  back  to  us. 

"  I  have  seen  her  but  once  since.  It  was  in  church,  and  she 
was  kneeling,  witli  her  eyes  closed,  so  that  she  did  not  see  me. 
But  I  rubbed  the  glasses  well,  and  looked  at  her,  and  saw  a 
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white  lily,  whose  stem  was  broken,  but  which  was  fresh,  and 
luminous,  and  fragrant  still." 

"  That  was  a  miracle,"  interrupted  Prue. 

"Madam,  it  was  a  miracle,"  replied  Titbottom,  "and  for 
that  one  sight  I  am  devoutly  grateful  for  my  grandfather's 
gift.  I  saw,  that  although  a  flower  may  have  lost  its  hold  upon 
earthly  moisture,  it  may  still  bloom  as  sweetly,  fed  by  the  dews 
of  heaven." 

The  door  closed,  and  he  was  gone.  But  as  Prue  put  her 
arm  in  mine,  and  we  went  upstairs  together,  she  whispered  in 
my  ear  :  — 

"How  glad  I  am  that  you  don't  wear  spectacles." 


BARCLAY  OF  URY. 

By  JOHN  G.  WHITTIER. 

[John  Greenleaf  Whittier,  the  distinguished  American  poet,  was  born  of 
Quaker  parentage  at  Haverhill,  Mass.,  December  17, 1807.  He  worked  on  a  farm 
in  his  boyhood,  and  earned  enough  by  shoemaking  to  warrant  his  entering  a 
local  academy.  At  twenty-two  he  began  his  journalistic  career  as  editor  of  the 
American  Manufacturer  ;  and  was  later  connected  with  the  Nexo  England  Weekly 
Eeview  and  Haverhill  Gazette.  Becoming  noted  for  his  opposition  to  slavery, 
he  was  appointed  secretary  of  the  American  Antislavery  Society,  and  for  a  year 
in  Philadelphia  edited  the  Pennsylvania  Freeman,  which  was  suppressed  by  a 
mob  that  sacked  and  burned  the  printing  office.  In  1840  he  settled  in  Ames- 
bury,  and  continued  to  reside  there  until  his  death  in  1892.  Among  his  numer- 
ous publications  were:  "Legends  of  New  England,"  "Moll  Pitcher,"  "Mogg 
Megone,"  "  The  Voices  of  Freedom,"  "  Songs  of  Labor,"  "  Home  Ballads,"  "  In 
War  Time,"  "  National  Lyrics,"  " Snow-Bound,"  "  Tent  on  the  Beach,"  "Bal- 
lads of  New  England,"  "  Hazel  Blossoms,"  "Bay  of  Seven  Islands."] 

Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen, 
By  the  kirk  and  college  green, 

Rode  the  Laird  of  Ury ; 
Close  behind  him,  close  beside, 
Foul  of  mouth  and  evil-eyed. 

Pressed  the  mob  in  fury. 

Flouted  him  the  drunken  churl. 
Jeered  at  him  the  serving  girl, 

Prompt  to  please  her  master ; 
And  the  begging  carlin,  late 
Fed  and  clothed  at  Ury's  gate. 

Cursed  him  as  he  passed  her. 
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Yet,  with  calm  and  stately  mien, 
Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen 

Came  he  slowly  riding ; 
And  to  all  he  saw  and  heard 
Answering  not  with  bitter  word, 

Turning  not  for  chiding. 

Came  a  troop  with  broadswords  swinging, 
Bits  and  bridles  sharply  ringing, 

Loose  and  free  and  froward ; 
Quoth  the  foremost,  "Ride  him  down! 
Push  him  I  prick  him  I  through  the  town 

Drive  the  Quaker  coward  I  " 

But  from  out  the  thickening  crowd 
Cried  a  sudden  voice  and  loud : 

"Barclay!     Ho!  a  Barclay!" 
And  the  old  man  at  his  side. 
Saw  a  comrade,  battle  tried, 

Scarred  and  sunburned  darkly; 

Who  with  ready  weapon  bare, 
Fronting  to  the  troopers  there. 

Cried  aloud :  "  God  save  us! 
Call  ye  coward  him  who  stood 
Ankle  deep  in  Lutzen's  blood, 

With  the  brave  Gustavus  ?  " 

"Nay,  I  do  not  need  thy  sword. 
Comrade  mine,"  said  Ury's  lord; 

"Put  it  up  I  pray  thee: 
Passive  to  His  holy  will, 
Trust  I  in  my  Master  still, 

Even  though  He  slay  me. 

"Pledges  of  thy  love  and  faith, 
Proved  on  many  a  field  of  death, 

Not  by  me  are  needed." 
Marveled  much  that  henchman  bold, 
That  his  laird,  so  stout  of  old. 

Now  so  meekly  pleaded. 

"  Woe's  the  day,"  he  sadly  said, 
With  a  slowly  shaking  head, 

And  a  look  of  pity ; 
"  Ury's  honest  lord  reviled, 
Mock  of  knave  and  sport  of  child, 

In  his  own  good  city ! 
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"  Speak  the  word,  and,  master  mine, 
As  we  charged  on  Tilly's  line, 

And  his  Walloon  lancers. 
Smiting  through  their  midst  we'll  teach 
Civil  look  and  decent  speech 

To  these  boyish  prancers ! " 

"  Marvel  not,  mine  ancient  friend, 
Like  beginning,  like  the  end : " 

Quoth  the  Laird  of  Ury, 
"  Is  the  sinful  servant  more 
Than  his  gracious  Lord  who  bore 

Bonds  and  stripes  in  Jewry  ? 

"  Give  me  joy  that  in  His  name 
I  can  bear,  with  patient  frame, 

All  these  vain  ones  offer ; 
While  for  them  He  suffereth  long, 
Shall  I  answer  wrong  with  wrong, 

Scoffing  with  the  scoffer  ? 

''  Happier  I,  with  loss  of  all. 
Hunted,  outlawed,  held  in  thrall. 

With  few  friends  to  greet  me, 
Than  when  reeve  and  squire  were  seen, 
Riding  out  from  Aberdeen, 

With  bared  heads,  to  meet  me. 

"When  each  good  wife,  o'er  and  o'er, 
Blessed  me  as  I  passed  her  door ; 

And  the  snooded  daughter. 
Through  her  casement  glancing  down, 
Smiled  on  him  who  bore  renown 

From  red  fields  of  slaughter. 

"  Hard  to  feel  the  stranger's  scoff, 
Hard  the  old  friend's  falling  off. 

Hard  to  learn  forgiving: 
But  the  Lord  His  own  rewards, 
And  His  love  with  theirs  accords, 

Warm  and  fresh  and  living. 

"  Through  this  dark  and  stormy  night 
Faith  beholds  a  feeble  light 

Up  the  blackness  streaking ; 
Knowing  God's  own  time  is  best. 
In  a  patient  hope  I  rest 

For  the  full  daybreaking ! " 
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So  the  Laird  of  Ury  said, 
Turning  slow  liis  horse's  head 

Towards  tlie  Tolbooth  prison, 
Where,  through  iron  grates,  he  heard 
Poor  disciples  of  the  Word 

Preach  of  Christ  arisen  I 

Not  in  vain.  Confessor  old, 
Unto  ns  the  tale  is  told 

Of  thy  day  of  trial ; 
Every  age  on  him,  who  strays 
From  its  broad  and  beaten  ways, 

Pours  its  sevenfold  vial. 

Happy  he  whose  inward  ear 
Angel  comfortings  can  hear. 

O'er  the  rabble's  laughter ; 
And,  while  Hatred's  fagots  burn, 
Glimpses  through  the  smoke  discern 

Of  the  good  hereafter. 

Knowing  this,  that  never  yet 
Share  of  Truth  was  vainly  set 

In  the  world's  wide  fallow; 
After  hands  shall  sow  the  seed, 
After  hands  from  hill  and  mead 

Reap  the  harvests  yellow. 

Thus,  with  somewhat  of  the  Seer, 
Must  the  moral  pioneer 

From  the  Future  borrow ; 
Clothe  the  waste  with  dreams  of  grain, 
And,  on  midnight's  sky  of  rain, 

Paint  the  golden  morrow ! 


FROM   "THE  SCARLET  LETTER." 

By  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 

[Nathaniel  Hawthorne:  American  story-writer;  born  at  Salem,  Mass., 
July  4,  1804;  died  at  Plymouth,  N.H.,  May  19,  1804.  His  official  positions,  in 
the  customhouse  at  Salem  and  as  United  States  consul  at  Liverpool,  furnished 
him  with  many  opportunities  for  the  study  of  human  nature.  His  literary 
popularity  was  of  .slow  growth,  but  was  founded  on  the  eternal  verities.  His 
most  famous  novels  are  "  The  Scarlet  Letter,"  1850;  "  The  House  of  the  Seven 
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Gables,"  1851 ;  "The  Blithedale  Romance,"  1852;  "The  Marble  Faun,"  1860; 
"  Septimius  Felton,"  posthumous.  lie  wrote  a  great  number  of  short  stories, 
inimitable  in  style  and  full  of  weird  imagination.  "Twice-told  Tales,"  first 
series,  appeared  in  1837;  "The  Snow  Image  and  Other  Twice-told  Tales,"  in 
1852;  "  Tanglewood  Tales,"  in  1853.] 

"I  PRAY  you,  good  sir,"  said  he,  "who  is  this  woman?  — 
and  wherefore  is  she  here  set  up  to  public  shame  ?  " 

"You  must  needs  be  a  stranger  in  this  region,  friend," 
answered  the  townsman,  looking  curiously  at  the  questioner 
and  his  savage  companion,  "  else  you  would  surely  have  heard 
of  Mistress  Hester  Prynne,  and  her  evil  doings.  She  hath 
raised  a  great  scandal,  I  promise  you,  in  godly  Master  Dimrnes- 
dale's  church." 

"  You  say  truly,"  replied  the  other.  "  I  am  a  stranger,  and 
have  been  a  wanderer,  sorely  against  my  will.  I  have  met 
with  grievous  mishaps  by  sea  and  land,  and  have  been  long 
held  in  bonds  among  the  heathen  folk,  to  the  southward  ;  and 
am  now  brought  hither  by  this  Indian,  to  be  redeemed  out  of 
my  captivity.  Will  it  please  you,  therefore,  to  tell  me  of  Hes- 
ter Prynne's,  —  have  I  her  name  rightly?  —  of  this  woman's 
offenses,  and  what  has  brought  her  to  yonder  scaffold  ?  " 

"  Truly,  friend  ;  and  methinks  it  must  gladden  your  heart, 
after  your  troubles  and  sojourn  in  the  wilderness,"  said  the 
townsman,  "  to  find  yourself,  at  length,  in  a  land  where  iniquity 
is  searched  out,  and  punished  in  the  sight  of  rulers  and  people ; 
as  here  in  our  godly  New  England.  Yonder  woman,  sir,  you 
must  know,  was  the  wife  of  a  certain  learned  man,  English  by 
birth,  but  who, had  long  dwelt  in  Amsterdam,  whence,  some 
good  time  agone,  he  was  minded  to  cross  over  and  cast  in  his 
lot  with  us  of  the  Massachusetts.  To  this  purpose,  he  sent  his 
wife  before  him,  remaining  himself  to  look  after  some  necessary 
affairs.  Marry,  good  sir,  in  some  two  years,  or  less,  that  the 
woman  has  been  a  dweller  here  in  Boston,  no  tidings  have  come 
of  this  learned  gentleman.  Master  Prynne  ;  and  his  young  wife, 
look  you,  being  left  to  her  own  misguidance " 

"  Ah  !  —  aha  !  —  I  conceive  you,"  said  the  stranger,  with  a 
bitter  smile.  "  So  learned  a  man  as  you  speak  of  should  have 
learned  this  too  in  his  books.  And  who,  by  your  favor,  sir, 
may  be  the  father  of  yonder  babe  —  it  is  some  three  or  four 
months  old,  I  should  judge  — which  Mistress  Prynne  is  holding 
in  her  arms  ?  " 

"  Of  a  truth,  friend,  that  matter  remaineth  a  riddle ;  and 
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the  Daniel  who  shall  expound  it  is  yet  a  wanting,"  answered 
the  townsman.  "  Madam  Hester  absolutely  ref useth  to  speak, 
and  the  magistrates  have  laid  their  heads  together  in  vain. 
Peradventure  the  guilty  one  stands  looking  on  at  this  sad 
spectacle,  unknown  of  man,  and  forgetting  that  God  sees  him." 

'-  The  learned  man,"  observed  the  stranger,  with  another 
smile,  "should  come  himself,  to  look  into  the  mystery." 

"  It  behooves  him  well,  if  he  be  still  in  life,"  responded  the 
townsman.  "Now,  good  sir,  our  Massachusetts  magistracy, 
bethinking  themselves  that  this  woman  is  youthful  and  fair, 
and  doubtless  was  strongly  tempted  to  her  fall, — and  that, 
moreover,  as  is  most  likely,  her  husband  may  be  at  the  bottom 
of  the  sea,  —  they  have  not  been  bold  to  put  in  force  the  ex- 
tremity of  our  righteous  law  against  her.  The  penalty  thereof 
is  death.  But  in  their  great  mercy  and  tenderness  of  heart, 
they  have  doomed  Mistress  Prynne  to  stand  only  a  space  of 
three  hours  on  the  platform  of  the  pillory,  and  then  and  there- 
after, for  the  remainder  of  her  natural  life,  to  wear  a  mark  of 
shame  upon  her  bosom." 

"  A  wise  sentence  I  "  remarked  the  stranger,  gravely  bowing 
his  head.  "  Thus  she  will  be  a  living  sermon  against  sin,  until 
the  ignominious  letter  be  engraved  upon  her  tombstone.  It 
irks  me,  nevertheless,  that  the  partner  of  her  iniquity  should 
not,  at  least,  stand  on  the  scaffold  by  her  side.  But  he  will 
be  known  I  — he  will  be  known  I  — he  will  be  known  1  " 

^U  ^Le  >|£,  jJ^  j|/  jIl  ^^ 

Slowly  as  the  minister  walked,  he  had  almost  gone  by, 
before  Hester  Prynne  could  gather  voice  enough  to  attract 
his  observation.     At  length,  she  succeeded. 

"  Arthur  Dimmesdale  I  "  she  said,  faintly  at  first ;  then 
louder,  but  hoarsely.     "  Arthur  Dimmesdale  I  " 

"  Who  speaks  ?  "  answered  the  minister. 

Gathering  himself  quickly  up,  he  stood  more  erect,  like  a 
man  taken  by  surprise  in  a  mood  to  which  he  was  reluctant  to 
have  witnesses.  Throwing  his  eyes  anxiously  in  the  direction 
of  the  voice,  he  indistinctly  beheld  a  form  under  the  trees,  clad 
in  garments  so  somber,  and  so  little  relieved  from  the  gray 
twilight  into  which  the  clouded  sky  and  the  heavy  foliage  had 
darkened  the  noontide,  that  ho  knew  not  whether  it  were  a 
woman  or  a  shadow.  It  may  be,  that  his  pathway  through  life 
was  haunted  thus,  by  a  specter  that  had  stolen  out  from  among 
his  thoughts. 
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He  made  a  step  nigher,  and  discovered  the  scarlet  letter. 

"  Hester  !  Hester  Prynne  !  "  said  he.  "  Is  it  thou  ?  Art 
thou  in  life  ?  " 

"  Even  so  1  "  she  answered.  "  In  such  life  as  has  been  mine 
these  seven  years  past  I  And  thou,  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  dost 
thou  yet  live  ?  " 

It  was  no  wonder  that  they  thus  questioned  one  another's 
actual  and  bodily  existence,  and  even  doubted  of  their  own.  So 
strangely  did  they  meet,  in  the  dim  wood,  that  it  was  like  the 
first  encounter,  in  the  world  beyond  the  grave,  of  two  spirits 
who  had  been  intimately  connected  in  their  former  life,  but 
now  stood  coldly  shuddering,  in  mutual  dread,  —  as  not  yet 
familiar  with  their  state,  nor  v/onted  to  the  companionship  of 
disembodied  beings.  Each  a  ghost,  and  awe-stricken  at  the 
other  ghost !  They  were  awe-stricken  likewise  at  themselves ; 
because  the  crisis  flung  back  to  them  their  consciousness,  and 
revealed  to  each  heart  its  history  and  experience,  as  life  never 
does,  except  at  such  breathless  epochs.  The  soul  beheld  its 
features  in  the  mirror  of  the  passing  moment.  It  was  with 
fear,  and  tremulously,  and,  as  it  were,  by  a  slow,  reluctant 
necessity,  that  Arthur  Dimmesdale  put  forth  his  hand,  chill 
as  death,  and  touched  the  chill  hand  of  Hester  Prynne.  The 
grasp,  cold  as  it  was,  took  away  what  was  dreariest  in  the 
interview.  They  now  felt  themselves,  at  least,  inhabitants  of 
the  same  sphere. 

Without  a  word  more  spoken,  —  neither  he  nor  she  assum- 
ing the  guidance,  but  with  an  unexpressed  consent,  —  they 
glided  back  into  the  shadow  of  the  woods  whence  Hester  had 
emerged,  and  sat  down  on  the  heap  of  moss  where  she  and 
Pearl  had  before  been  sitting.  When  they  found  voice  to 
speak,  it  was,  at  first,  only  to  utter  remarks  and  inquiries 
such  as  any  tv/o  acquaintance  might  have  made,  about  the 
gloomy  sky,  the  threatening  storm,  and,  next,  the  health  of 
each.  Thus  they  went  onward,  not  boldly,  but  step  by  step, 
into  the  themes  that  were  brooding  deepest  in  their  hearts. 
So  long  estranged  by  fate  and  circumstances,  they  needed 
something  slight  and  casual  to  run  before,  and  throw  open 
the  doors  of  intercourse,  so  that  their  real  thoughts  might 
be  led  across  the  threshold. 

After  a  while,  the  minister  fixed  his  eyes  on  Hester  Prynne's. 

"  Hester,"  said  he,  "  hast  thou  found  peace  ?  " 

She  smiled  drearily,  looking  down  upon  her  bosom. 
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"  Hast  thou  ?  "  sue  asked. 

"  None  !  —  nothing  hut  despair  !  "  he  answered.  "  What 
else  could  I  look  for,  being  what  I  am,  and  leading  such  a  life 
as  mine  ?  Were  I  an  atheist,  —  a  man  devoid  of  conscience, — 
a  wretch  with  coarse  and  brutal  instincts,  —  I  might  have  found 
peace,  long  ere  now.  Nay,  I  never  should  have  lost  it !  But, 
as  matters  stand  with  my  soul,  whatever  of  good  capacity  there 
originally  was  in  me,  all  of  God's  gifts  that  were  the  choicest 
have  become  the  ministers  of  spiritual  torment.  Hester,  I  am 
most  miserable !  " 

"  The  people  reverence  thee,"  said  Hester.  "  And  surely 
thou  workest  good  among  them !  Doth  this  bring  thee  no 
comfort  ?  " 

"  More  misery,  Hester  !  —  only  the  more  misery  !  "  ansv/ered 
the  clergyman,  with  a  bitter  smile.  "As  concerns  the  good 
which  I  may  appear  to  do,  I  have  no  faith  in  it.  It  must 
needs  be  a  delusion.  What  can  a  ruined  soul,  like  mine,  effect 
towards  the  redemption  of  other  souls?  —  or  a  polluted  soul 
towards  their  purification?  And  as  for  the  people's  reverence, 
would  that  it  were  turned  to  scorn  and  hatred  !  Canst  thou 
deem  it,  Hester,  a  consolation,  that  I  must  stand  up  in  my  pul- 
pit, and  meet  so  many  eyes  turned  upward  to  my  face,  as  if 
the  light  of  heaven  were  beaming  from  it  I  —  must  see  my  flock 
hungry  for  the  truth,  and  listening  to  my  words  as  if  a  tongue 
of  Pentecost  were  speaking !  —  and  then  look  inward,  and  dis- 
cern the  black  reality  of  what  they  idolize  ?  I  have  laughed,  in 
bitterness  and  agony  of  heart,  at  the  contrast  between  what  I 
seem  and  what  I  am  !    And  Satan  laughs  at  it !  " 

"  You  wrong  yourself  in  this,"  said  Hester,  gentl3^  "  You 
have  deeply  and  sorely  repented.  Your  sin  is  left  behind  you, 
in  the  days  long  past.  Your  present  life  is  not  less  holy,  in 
very  truth,  than  it  seems  in  people's  eyes.  Is  there  no  reality 
in  the  penitence  thus  sealed  and  witnessed  by  good  works? 
And  wherefore  should  it  not  bring  you  peace  ?  " 

"  No,  Hester,  no  I  "  replied  the  clergyman.  "  There  is  no 
substance  in  it  !  It  is  cold  and  dead,  and  can  do  nothing  for 
me !  Of  penance,  I  have  had  enough  !  Of  penitence,  there 
has  been  none  I  Else,  I  should  long  ago  have  thrown  off  these 
garments  of  mock  holiness,  and  have  shown  myself  to  mankind 
as  they  will  see  me  at  the  judgment  seat.  Happy  are  you, 
Hester,  that  wear  the  scarlet  letter  openly  upon  your  bosom ! 
Mine  burns  in  secret !     Thou  little  knowest  what  a  relief  it  is, 
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after  the  torment  of  a  seven  j-ears'  cheat,  to  look  into  an  eye 
that  recognizes  me  for  what  I  am  !  Had  I  one  friend,  —  or 
were  it  my  worst  enemy  !  —  to  whom,  when  sickened  with  the 
praises  of  all  other  men,  I  could  daily  betake  myself,  and  be 
known  as  the  vilest  of  all  sinners,  methinks  my  soul  might  keep 
itself  alive  thereby.  Even  thus  much  of  truth  would  save  me  I 
But,  now,  it  is  all  falsehood  !  —  all  emptiness !  —  all  death !  " 

Hester  Prynne  looked  into  his  face,  but  hesitated  to  speak. 
Yet,  uttering  his  long-restrained  emotions  so  vehemently  as  he 
did,  his  words  here  offered  her  the  very  point  of  circumstances 
in  which  to  interpose  what  she  came  to  say.  She  conquered 
her  fears,  and  spoke. 

"  Such  a  friend  as  thou  hast  even  now  wished  for,"  said  she, 
"  with  whom  to  weep  over  thy  sin,  thou  hast  in  me,  the  partner 
of  it!  " — Again  she  hesitated,  but  brought  out  the  words  with 
an  effort.  —  "  Thou  hast  long  had  such  an  enemy,  and  dwellest 
with  him,  under  the  same  roof !  " 

The  minister  started  to  his  feet,  gasping  for  breath,  and 
clutching  at  his  heart,  as  if  he  would  have  torn  it  out  of  his 
bosom. 

"  Ha  !  What  sayest  thou  !  "  cried  he.  "  An  enemy  1  And 
under  mine  own  roof !     What  mean  you  ?  " 

Hester  Prynne  was  now  fully  sensible  of  the  deep  injury  for 
which  she  was  responsible  to  this  unhappy  man,  in  permitting 
him  to  lie  for  so  many  years,  or,  indeed,  for  a  single  moment, 
at  the  mercy  of  one  whose  purposes  could  not  be  other  than 
malevolent.  The  very  contiguity  of  his  enemy,  beneath  what- 
ever mask  the  latter  might  conceal  himself,  was  enough  to  dis- 
turb the  magnetic  sphere  of  a  being  so  sensitive  as  Arthur 
Dimmesdale.  There  had  been  a  period  when  Hester  was  less 
alive  to  this  consideration ;  or,  perhaps,  in  the  misanthropy  of 
her  own  trouble,  she  left  the  minister  to  bear  what  she  might 
picture  to  herself  as  a  more  tolerable  doom.  But  of  late,  since 
the  night  of  his  vigil,  all  her  sympathies  towards  him  had  been 
both  softened  and  invigorated.  She  now  read  his  heart  more 
accurately.  She  doubted  not,  that  the  continual  presence  of 
Roger  Chillingworth,  —  the  secret  poison  of  his  malignity,  in- 
fecting all  the  air  about  him,  —  and  his  authorized  interference, 
as  a  physician,  with  the  minister's  physical  and  spiritual  infirmi- 
ties, —  that  these  bad  opportunities  had  been  turned  to  a  cruel 
purpose.  By  means  of  them,  the  sufferer's  conscience  had  been 
kept  in  an  irritated  state,  the  tendency  of  which  was,  not  to 
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cure  by  wholesome  pain,  but  to  disorganize  and  corrupt  his 
spiritual  being.  Its  result,  on  earth,  could  hardly  fail  to  be 
insanity,  and  hereafter,  that  eternal  alienation  from  the  Good 
and  True,  of  which  madness  is  perhaps  the  earthly  type. 

Such  was  the  ruin  to  which  she  had  brought  the  man,  once, 
■ —  nay,  why  should  we  not  speak  it  ?  —  still  so  passionately 
loved  !  Hester  felt  that  the  sacrifice  of  the  clergyman's  good 
name,  and  death  itself,  as  she  had  already  told  Roger  Chilling- 
worth,  would  have  been  infinitely  preferable  to  the  alternative 
which  she  had  taken  upon  herself  to  choose.  And  now,  rather 
than  have  had  this  grievous  wrong  to  confess,  she  would  gladly 
have  lain  down  on  the  forest  leaves,  and  died  there,  at  Arthur 
Dimmesdale's  feet. 

"  O  Arthur,"  she  cried,  "  forgive  me  !  In  all  things  else,  I 
have  striven  to  be  true  !  Truth  was  the  one  virtue  which  I 
might  have  held  fast,  and  did  hold  fast,  through  all  extremity ; 
save  when  thy  good,  —  thy  life,  —  thy  fame,  —  were  put  in 
question  I  Then  I  consented  to  a  deception.  But  a  lie  is 
never  good,  even  though  death  threaten  on  the  other  side! 
Dost  thou  not  see  what  I  would  say  ?  That  old  man  1  —  the 
physician  !  —  he  whom  they  call  Roger  Chillingworth  !  —  he 
was  my  husband  I  " 

The  minister  looked  at  her,  for  an  instant,  with  all  that  vio- 
lence of  passion,  which  —  intermixed,  in  more  shapes  than  one, 
with  his  higher,  purer,  softer  qualities  —  was,  in  fact,  the  por- 
tion of  him  which  the  Devil  claimed,  and  through  which  he 
sought  to  win  the  rest.  Never  Avas  there  a  blacker  or  a  fiercer 
frown  than  Hester  now  encountered.  For  the  brief  space  that 
it  lasted,  it  was  a  dark  transfiguration.  But  his  character  had 
been  so  much  enfeebled  by  suffering,  that  even  its  lower  ener- 
gies were  incapable  of  more  than  a  temporary  struggle.  He 
sank  down  on  the  ground,  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands. 

"  I  might  have  known  it,"  murmured  he.  "  I  did  know  it ! 
Was  not  the  secret  told  me,  in  the  natural  recoil  of  my  heart, 
at  the  first  sight  of  him,  and  as  often  as  I  have  seen  him  since  ? 
Why  did  I  not  understand?  O  Hester  Prynne,  thou  little, 
little  knowest  all  the  horror  of  this  thing  I  And  the  shame  ! 
—  the  indelicacy  )  —  the  horrible  ugliness  of  this  exposure  of  a 
sick  and  guilty  heart  to  the  very  eye  that  would  gloat  over  it  I 
Woman,  woman,  thou  art  accountable  for  this  1  I  cannot  for- 
give thee  !  " 

"  Thou  shalt  forgive  me  !  "  cri-jd  Hester,  flinging  herself 
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on  the  fallen  leaves  beside  him.  "  Let  God  punish  1  Thou 
shalt  forgive  !  " 

With  sudden  and  desperate  tenderness,  she  threw  her  arms 
around  him,  and  pressed  his  head  against  her  bosom,  —  little 
caring  though  his  cheek  rested  on  the  scarlet  letter.  He  would 
have  released  himself,  but  strove  in  vain  to  do  so.  Hester 
would  not  set  him  free,  lest  he  should  look  her  sternly  in  the 
face.  Ail  the  world  had  frowned  on  her, — for  seven  long 
years  had  it  frowned  upon  this  lonely  woman,  —  and  still  she 
bore  it  all,  nor  ever  once  turned  away  her  firm,  sad  eyes. 
Heaven,  likewise,  had  frowned  upon  her,  and  she  had  not  died. 
But  the  frown  of  this  pale,  weak,  sinful,  and  sorrow-stricken 
man  was  what  Hester  could  not  bear  and  live  I 

"  Wilt  thou  yet  forgive  me  ?  "  she  repeated,  over  and  over 
again.     "  Wilt  thou  not  frown  ?     Wilt  thou  forgive  ?  " 

"  I  do  forgive  you,  Hester,"  replied  the  minister,  at  length, 
with  a  deep  utterance,  out  of  an  abyss  of  sadness,  but  no 
anger.  "  I  freely  forgive  you  now.  May  God  forgive  us  both  ! 
We  are  not,  Hester,  the  worst  sinners  in  the  world.  There  is 
one  worse  than  even  the  polluted  priest !  That  old  man's 
revenge  has  been  blacker  than  my  sin.  He  has  violated,  in 
cold  blood,  the  sanctity  of  a  human  heart.  Thou  and  I,  Hester, 
never  did  so  !  " 

"  Never,  never  I  "  whispered  she.  "  What  we  did  had  a 
consecration  of  its  own.  We  felt  it  so  !  We  said  so  to  each 
other  !     Hast  thou  forgotten  it  ?  " 

"  Hush,  Hester  !  "  said  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  rising  from  the 
ground.     "  No  ;  I  have  not  forgotten  I  " 

They  sat  down  again,  side  by  side,  and  hand  clasped  in 
hand,  on  the  mossy  trunk  of  the  fallen  tree.  Life  had  never 
brought  them  a  gloomier  hour  ;  it  was  the  point  whither  their 
pathway  had  so  long  been  tending,  and  darkening  ever,  as  it 
stole  along ;  —  and  yet  it  inclosed  a  charm  that  made  them 
linger  upon  it,  a,nd  claim  another,  and  another,  and,  after  all, 
another  moment.  The  forest  was  obscure  around  them,  and 
creaked  with  a  blast  that  was  passing  through  it.  The  boughs 
were  tossing  heavily  above  their  heads ;  while  one  solemn  old 
tree  groaned  dol>3fully  to  another,  as  if  telling  the  sad  story  of 
the  pair  that  sat  beneath,  or  constrained  to  forebode  evil  to 
come. 

And  yet  they  lingered.  How  dreary  looked  the  forest  track 
that  led  backward  to  the  settlement,  where  Hester  Prynne  must 
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take  up  again  the  burden  of  ignominy,  and  the  minister  the 
hollow  mockery  of  his  good  name  !  So  they  lingered  an  instant 
longer.  No  golden  light  had  ever  been  so  precious  as  the  gloom 
of  this  dark  forest.  Here,  seen  only  by  his  eyes,  the  scarlet 
letter  need  not  burn  into  the  bosom  of  the  fallen  woman  !  Here, 
seen  only  by  her  eyes,  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  false  to  God  and 
man,  might  be,  for  one  moment,  true  ! 

He  started  at  a  thought  that  suddenly  occurred  to  him. 

"  Hester,"  cried  he,  "  here  is  a  new  horror  !  Roger  Chilling- 
worth  knows  your  purpose  to  reveal  his  true  character.  Will 
he  continue,  then,  to  keep  our  secret  ?  What  will  now  be  the 
course  of  his  revenge  ?  " 

"  There  is  a  strange  secrecy  in  his  nature,"  replied  Hester, 
thoughtfully  ;  "  and  it  has  grown  upon  him  hy  the  hidden  prac- 
tices of  his  revenge.  I  deem  it  not  likely  that  he  will  betray 
the  secret.  He  will  doubtless  seek  other  means  of  satiating  his 
dark  passion." 

"And  I! — how  am  I  to  live  longer,  breathing  the  same 
air  with  this  deadly  enemy  ?  "  exclaimed  Arthur  Dimmesdale, 
shrinking  within  himself,  and  pressing  his  hand  nervously 
against  his  heart,  —  a  gesture  that  had  grown  involuntary  with 
him.  "  Think  for  me,  Hester  1  Thou  art  strong.  Resolve  for 
me!" 

"  Thou  must  dwell  no  longer  with  this  man,"  said  Hester, 
slowly  and  firmly.  "  Thy  heart  must  be  no  longer  under  his 
evil  eye  I  " 

"  It  were  far  worse  than  death !  "  replied  the  minister.  "But 
how  to  avoid  it  ?  What  choice  remains  to  me  ?  Shall  I  lie 
down  again  on  these  withered  leaves,  where  I  cast  myself  when 
thou  didst  tell  me  what  he  was  ?  Must  I  sink  down  there,  and 
die  at  once  ?  " 

"  Alas,  what  a  ruin  has  befallen  thee  !  "  said  Hester,  with 
the  tears  gushing  into  her  eyes.  "  Wilt  thou  die  for  very  weak- 
ness ?     There  is  no  other  cause  !  " 

"  The  judgment  of  God  is  on  me,"  answered  the  conscience- 
stricken  priest.     "  It  is  too  mighty  for  me  to  struggle  with  !  " 

"  Heaven  would  show  mercy,"  rejoined  Hester,  "  hadst  thou 
but  the  strength  to  take  advantage  of  it." 

"  Be  thou  strong  for  me  1 "  answered  he.  "  Advise  me  what 
to  do." 

"  Is  the  world,  then,  so  narrow  ?  "  exclaimed  Hester  Prynne, 
fixing  her  deep  eyes  on  the  minister's,  and  instinctively  exer- 
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cisiiig  a  magnetic  power  over  a  spirit  so  shattered  and  subdued 
that  it  could  hardly  hold  itself  erect.  "  Doth  the  universe  lie 
within  the  compass  of  yonder  town,  which  only  a  little  time 
ago  was  but  a  leaf-strewn  desert,  as  lonely  as  this  around  us  ? 
Whither  leads  yonder  forest  track  ?  Backward  to  the  settle- 
ment, thou  sayest  !  Yes ;  but  onward,  too.  Deeper  it  goes,  and 
deeper,  into  the  wilderness,  less  plainly  to  be  seen  at  every  step  ; 
until,  some  few  miles  hence,  the  yellow  leaves  will  show  no  ves- 
tige of  the  white  man's  tread.  There  thou  art  free  !  So  brief 
a  journey  would  bring  thee  from  a  world  where  thou  hast  been 
most  wretched,  to  one  where  thou  mayest  still  be  happy  !  Is 
there  not  shade  enough  in  all  this  boundless  forest  to  hide  thy 
heart  from  the  gaze  of  Roger  Chillingworth  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Hester ;  but  only  under  the  fallen  leaves  I  "  replied 
the  minister,  with  a  sad  smile. 

"  Then  there  is  the  broad  pathway  of  the  sea !  "  continued 
Hester.  "It  brought  thee  hither.  If  thou  so  choose,  it  will 
bear  thee  back  again.  In  our  native  land,  whether  in  some  re- 
mote rural  village  or  in  vast  London,  —  or,  surely,  in  Germany, 
in  France,  in  pleasant  Italy,  —  thou  wouldst  be  beyond  his 
power  and  knowledge !  And  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  all 
these  iron  men,  and  their  opinions  ?  They  have  kept  thy  better 
part  in  bondage  too  long  already  !  " 

"  It  cannot  be  !  "  answered  the  minister,  listening  as  if  he 
were  called  upon  to  realize  a  dream.  "  I  am  powerless  to  go  ! 
Wretched  and  sinful  as  I  am,  I  have  had  no  other  thought  than 
to  drag  on  my  earthly  existence  in  the  sphere  where  Providence 
hath  placed  me.  Lost  as  my  own  soul  is,  I  would  still  do  what 
I  may  for  other  human  souls  !  I  dare  not  quit  my  post,  though 
an  unfaithful  sentinel,  whose  sure  reward  is  death  and  dishonor, 
when  his  dreary  watch  shall  come  to  an  end !  " 

"  Thou  art  crushed  under  this  seven  years'  weight  of  mis- 
ery," replied  Hester,  fervently  resolved  to  buoy  him  up  with 
her  own  energy.  "  But  thou  shalt  leave  it  all  behind  thee  !  It 
shall  not  cumber  thy  steps,  as  thou  treadest  along  the  forest* 
path  ;  neither  shalt  thou  freight  the  ship  with  it,  if  thou  prefer 
to  cross  the  sea.  Leave  this  wreck  and  ruin  here  where  it  hath 
happened.  Meddle  no  more  with  it !  Begin  all  anew  !  Hast 
thou  exhausted  possibility  in  the  failure  of  this  one  trial  ?  Not 
so  I  The  future  is  yet  full  of  trial  and  success.  There  is  hap- 
piness to  be  enjoyed !     There  is  good  to  be  done  !     Exchange 

this  false  life  of  thine  for  a  true  one.     Be,  if  thy  spirit  summon 
18 
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thee  to  such  a  mission,  the  teacher  and  apostle  of  the  red  men. 
Or,  —  as  is  more  thy  nature,  —  be  a  scholar  and  a  sage  among  the 
wisest  and  the  most  renowned  of  the  cultivated  world.  Preach  I 
Write  I  Act  1  Do  any  tiling,  save  to  lie  down  and  die  !  Give 
up  this  name  of  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  and  make  thj^self  another, 
and  a  high  one,  such  as  thou  canst  wear  without  fear  or  shame. 
Why  shouldst  thou  tarry  so  much  as  one  other  day  in  the 
torments  that  have  so  gnawed  into  thy  life !  —  that  have  made, 
thee  feeble  to  will  and  to  do  !  —  that  will  leave  thee  powerless 
even  to  repent !     Up,  and  away  !  " 

"  O  Hester  !  "  cried  Arthur  Dimmesdale,  in  whose  eyes  a 
fitful  light,  kindled  by  her  enthusiasm,  flashed  up  and  died 
away,  "  thou  tellest  of  running  a  race  to  a  man  whose  knees  are 
tottering  beneath  him  !  I  must  die  here  !  There  is  not  the 
strength  or  courage  left  me  to  venture  into  the  wide,  strange, 
difficult  world,  alone  !  " 

It  was  the  last  expression  of  the  despondency  of  a  broken 
spirit.  He  lacked  energy  to  grasp  the  better  fortune  that 
seemed  within  his  reach. 

He  repeated  the  word. 

"  Alone,  Hester  !  " 

"  Thou  shalt  not  go  alone  !  "  answered  she,  in  a  deep  whisper. 

Then,  all  was  spoken  ! 

^^  i^ff  ^pr  d^T  ^r  Jf*  j^ 

As  the  ranks  of  military  men  and  civil  fathers  moved 
onward,  all  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  point  where  the 
minister  was  seen  to  approach  among  them.  The  shout  died 
into  a  murmur,  as  one  portion  of  the  crowd  after  another 
obtained  a  glimpse  of  him.  How  feeble  and  pale  he  looked, 
amid  all  his  triumph  !  The  energy  —  or  say,  rather,  the 
inspiration  which  had  held  him  up,  until  he  should  have 
delivered  the  sacred  message  that  brought  its  own  strength 
along  with  it  from  heaven  —  was  withdrawn,  now  that  it  had 
so  faithfully  performed  its  office.  The  glow,  which  they  had 
just  before  beheld  burning  on  his  cheek,  was  extinguished, 
like  a  flame  that  sinks  down  hopelessly  among  the  late-decay- 
ing embers.  It  seemed  hardly  the  face  of  a  man  alive,  with 
such  a  deathlike  hue  ;  it  was  hardly  a  man  with  life  in  him, 
that  tottered  on  his  path  so  nervelessly,  yet  tottered,  and  did 
not  fall ! 

One  of  his  clerical  brethren,  —  it  was  the  venerable  John 
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Wilson,  —  observing  the  state  in  wliicli  Mr.  Dimmesdale  was 
left  by  the  retiring  wave  of  intellect  and  sensibility,  stepped 
forward  hastily  to  offer  his  support.  The  minister  tremu- 
lously, but  decidedly,  repelled  the  old  man's  arm.  He  still 
walked  onward,  if  that  movement  could  be  so  described,  which 
rather  resembled  the  wavering  effort  of  an  infant,  with  its 
mother's  arms  in  view,  outstretched  to  tempt  him  forward. 
And  now,  almost  imperceptible  as  were  the  latter  steps  of  his 
progress,  he  had  come  opposite  the  well-remembered  but 
weather-darkened  scaffold,  where,  long  since,  with  all  that 
dreary  lapse  of  time  between,  Hester  Prynne  had  encountered 
the  world's  ignominious  stare.  There  stood  Hester,  holding 
little  Pearl  by  the  hand  !  And  there  was  the  scarlet  letter  on 
her  breast !  The  minister  here  made  a  pause,  although  the 
music  still  played  the  stately  and  rejoicing  march  to  which  the 
procession  moved.  It  summoned  him  onward,  —  onward  to 
the  festival  !  —  but  here  he  made  a  pause. 

Bellingham,  for  the  last  few  moments,  had  kept  an  anxious 
eye  upon  him.  He  now  left  his  own  place  in  the  procession,  and 
advanced  to  give  assistance,  —  judging,  from  Mr.  Dimmesdale's 
aspect,  that  he  must  otherwise  inevitably  fall.  But  there  was 
something  in  the  latter's  expression  that  warned  back  the 
magistrate,  although  a  man  not  readily  obeying  the  vague 
intimations  that  pass  from  one  spirit  to  another.  The  crowd, 
meanwhile,  looked  on  with  awe  and  wonder.  This  earthly 
faintness  was,  in  their  view,  only  another  phase  of  the  min- 
ister's celestial  strength ;  nor  would  it  have  seemed  a  miracle 
too  high  to  be  wrought  for  one  so  holy,  had  he  ascended  be- 
fore their  eyes,  waxing  dimmer  and  brighter,  and  fading  at 
last  into  the  light  of  heaven. 

He  turned  towards  the  scaffold,  and  stretched  forth  his 
arms. 

"Hester,"  said  he,  "come  hither!  Come,  my  little 
Pearl ! " 

It  was  a  ghastly  look  with  which  he  regarded  them  ;  but 
there  was  something  at  once  tender  and  strangely  triumphant 
in  it.  The  child,  with  the  birdlike  motion  which  was  one  of 
her  characteristics,  flew  to  him,  and  clasped  her  arms  about  his 
knees.  Hester  Prynne  —  slowly,  as  if  impelled  by  inevitable 
fate,  and  against  her  strongest  will,  likewise  drew  near,  but 
paused  before  she  reached  him.  At  this  instant,  old  Roger 
Chilling  worth  thrust  himself  through  the  crowd,  —  or,  perhaps, 
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SO  dark,  disturbed,  and  evil  was  his  look,  he  rose  up  out  of 
some  nether  region, —  to  snatch  back  his  victim  from  what  he 
sought  to  do  I  Be  that  as  it  might,  the  old  man  rushed  for- 
ward, and  caught  the  minister  by  the  arm. 

"  Madman,  hold  !  what  is  your  purpose  ?  "  whispered  he. 
"  "Wave  back  that  woman  !  Cast  off  this  child !  All  shall  be 
well  1  Do  not  blacken  your  fame,  and  perish  in  dishonor  I  I 
can  yet  save  you !  Would  you  bring  infamy  on  your  sacred 
profession  ?  " 

"  Ha,  tempter  !  Methinks  thou  art  too  late  !  "  answered  the 
minister,  encountering  his  eye,  fearfully,  but  firmly.  "  Thy 
power  is  not  what  it  was  1  With  God's  help,  I  shall  escape 
thee  now !  '* 

He  again  extended  his  hand  to  the  woman  of  the  scarlet 
letter. 

"  Hester  Prynne,"  cried  he,  with  a  piercing  earnestness,  "in 
the  name  of  Him,  so  terrible  and  so  merciful,  who  gives  me 
grace,  at  this  last  moment,  to  do  what  —  for  my  own  heavy  sin 
and  miserable  agony  —  I  withheld  myself  from  doing  seven 
years  ago,  come  hither  now,  and  twine  thy  strength  about  me  1 
Thy  strength,  Hester  ;  but  let  it  be  guided  by  the  will  which 
God  hath  granted  me  !  This  wretched  and  wronged  old  man  is 
opposing  it  with  all  his  might  !  —  with  all  his  own  might,  and 
the  fiend's  1  Come,  Hester,  come !  Support  me  up  yonder 
scaffold !  " 

The  crowd  was  in  a  tumult.  The  men  of  rank  and  dignity, 
who  stood  more  immediately  around  the  clergyman,  were  so 
taken  by  surprise,  and  so  perplexed  as  to  the  purport  of  what 
they  saw, — unable  to  receive  the  explanation  which  most  readily 
presented  itself,  or  to  imagine  any  other,  —  that  they  remained 
silent  and  inactive  spectators  of  the  judgment  which  Providence 
seemed  about  to  work.  They  beheld  the  minister,  leaning  on 
Hester's  shoulder,  and  supported  by  her  arm  around  him,  ap- 
proach the  scaffold,  and  ascend  its  steps  ;  while  still  the  little 
hand  of  the  sin-born  child  was  clasped  in  his.  Old  Roger  Chil- 
lingworth  followed,  as  one  intimately  connected  with  the  drama 
of  guilt  and  sorrow  in  which  they  had  all  been  actors,  and  well 
entitled,  therefore,  to  be  present  at  its  closing  scene. 

"  Hadst  thou  sought  the  whole  earth  over,"  said  he,  looking 
darkly  at  the  clergyman,  "  there  was  no  one  place  so  secret,  — 
no  high  place  nor  lowly  place,  where  thou  couldst  have  escaped 
me,  —  save  on  this  very  scaffold  I  " 
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"  Thanks  be  to  Him  who  hath  led  me  hither ! "  answered 
the  minister. 

Yet  lie  trembled,  and  turned  to  Hester  with  an  expression 
of  doubt  and  anxiety  in  his  eyes,  not  the  less  evidently  be- 
trayed, that  there  was  a  feeble  smile  upon  his  lips. 

"  Is  not  this  better,"  murmured  he,  "  than  what  we  dreamed 
of  in  the  forest  ?  " 

"  I  know  not !  I  know  not !  "  she  hurriedly  replied.  "  Bet- 
ter ?     Yea  ;  so  we  may  both  die,  and  little  Pearl  die  with  us  !  " 

"For  thee  and  Pearl,  be  it  as  God  shall  order,"  said  the 
minister ;  "  and  God  is  merciful !  Let  me  now  do  the  will 
Avhich  he  hath  made  plain  before  my  sight.  For,  Hester,  I  am 
a  dying  man.  So  let  me  make  haste  to  take  my  shame  upon 
me  !  " 

Partly  supported  by  Hester  Prynne,  and  holding  one  hand 
of  little  Pearl's,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Dimmesdalo  turned  to  the 
dignified  and  venerable  rulers  ;  to  the  holy  ministers,  who  were 
his  brethren  ;  to  the  people,  whose  great  heart  was  thoroughly 
appalled,  3^et  overflowing  with  tearful  sympathy,  as  knowing 
that  some  deep  life  matter  —  which,  if  full  of  sin,  was  full  of 
anguish  and  repentance  likewise  —  was  now  to  be  laid  open  to 
them.  The  sun,  but  little  past  its  meridian,  shone  down  upon 
the  clergyman,  and  gave  a  distinctness  to  his  figure,  as  he  stood 
out  from  all  the  earth,  to  put  in  his  plea  of  guilty  at  the  bar  of 
Eternal  Justice. 

"  People  of  New  England  I  "  cried  he,  with  a  voice  that 
rose  over  them,  high,  solemn,  and  majestic,  —  yet  had  always  a 
tremor  through  it,  and  sometimes  a  shriek,  struggling  up  out 
of  a  fathomless  depth  of  remorse  and  woe, —  "ye,  that  have 
loved  me !  —  ye,  that  have  deemed  me  holy  I  —  behold  me  here, 
the  one  sinner  of  the  world  !  At  last  I  —  at  last  I  —  I  stand 
upon  the  spot  where,  seven  years  since,  I  should  have  stood ; 
here,  with  this  woman,  whose  arm,  more  than  the  little  strength 
wherewith  I  have  crept  hitherward,  sustains  me,  at  this  dread- 
ful moment,  from  groveling  down  upon  my  face  I  Lo,  the  scar- 
let letter  which  Hester  wears  !  Ye  have  all  shuddered  at  it ! 
Wherever  her  walk  hath  been,  —  wherever,  so  miserably  bur- 
dened, she  may  have  hoped  to  find  repose,  —  it  hath  cast  a  lurid 
gleam  of  awe  and  horrible  repugnance  round  about  her.  But 
there  stood  one  in  the  midst  of  you,  at  whose  brand  of  sin  and 
infamy  ye  have  not  shuddered  !  " 

It  seemed,  at  this  point,  as  if  the  minister  must  leave  the 
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remainder  of  his  secret  undisclosed.  But  he  fought  back  the 
bodily  weakness,  —  and,  still  more,  the  faintness  of  heart, — 
that  was  striving  for  the  mastery  with  him.  He  threw  off  all 
assistance,  and  stepped  passionately  forward  a  pace  before  the 
woman  and  the  child. 

"  It  was  on  him  !  "  he  continued,  with  a  kind  of  fierceness  ; 
so  determined  was  he  to  speak  out  the  whole.  "  God's  eye  be- 
held it !  The  angels  were  forever  pointing  at  it !  The  Devil 
knew  it  well,  and  fretted  it  continually  with  the  touch  of  his 
burning  finger  !  But  he  hid  it  cunningly  from  men,  and  walked 
among  you  with  the  mien  of  a  spirit,  mournful,  because  so  pure 
in  a  sinful  world  ! — and  sad,  because  he  missed  his  lieavenly 
kindred !  Now,  at  the  death  hour,  he  stands  up  before  you  ! 
He  bids  you  look  again  at  Hester's  scarlet  letter  !  He  tells 
you  that,  with  all  its  mysterious  horror,  it  is  but  the  shadow 
of  what  he  bears  on  his  own  breast,  and  that  even  this,  his  own 
red  stigma,  is  no  more  than  the  type  of  what  has  seared  his  in- 
most heart !  Stand  any  here  that  question  God's  judgment  on 
a  sinner  ?     Behold  !     Behold  a  dreadful  witness  of  it !  " 

With  a  convulsive  motion,  he  tore  away  the  ministerial 
band  from  before  his  breast.  It  was  revealed  !  But  it  were 
irreverent  to  describe  that  revelation.  For  an  instant,  the 
gaze  of  the  horror-stricken  multitude  was  concentrated  on  the 
ghastly  miracle  ;  while  the  minister  stood,  with  a  flush  of 
triumph  in  his  face,  as  one  who,  in  the  crisis  of  acutest  pain, 
had  won  a  victory.  Then,  down  he  sank  upon  the  scaffold  ! 
Hester  partly  raised  him,  and  supported  his  head  against  her 
bosom.  Old  Roger  Chillingworth  knelt  down  beside  him, 
with  a  blank,  dull  countenance,  out  of  which  the  life  seemed 
to  have  departed. 

"  Thou  hast  escaped  me  !  "  he  repeated  more  than  once. 
"  Thou  hast  escaped  me  !  " 

"  May  God  forgive  thee  1  "  said  the  minister.  "  Thou,  too, 
hast  deeply  sinned  !  " 

He  withdrew  his  dying  eyes  from  the  old  man,  and  fixed 
them  on  the  woman  and  the  child. 

"  My  little  Pearl,"  said  he,  feebly,  —  and  there  was  a  sweet 
and  gentle  smile  over  his  face,  as  of  a  spirit  sinking  into  deep 
repose  ;  nay,  now  that  the  burden  was  removed,  it  seemed  al- 
most as  if  he  would  be  sportive  with  the  child,  —  "  dear  little 
Pearl,  wilt  thou  kiss  me  now  ?  Thou  wouldst  not,  yonder,  in 
the  forest  !     But  now  thou  wilt  ?  " 
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Pearl  kissed  his  lips.  A  spell  was  broken.  The  great 
scene  of  grief,  in  which  the  wild  infant  bore  a  part,  had  de- 
veloped all  her  sympathies  ;  and  as  her  tears  fell  upon  her 
father's  cheek,  they  were  the  pledge  that  she  would  grow  up 
amid  human  joy  and  sorrow,  nor  forever  do  battle  with  the 
world,  but  be  a  woman  in  it.  Towards  her  mother,  too, 
Pearl's  errand  as  a  messenger  of  anguish  was  all  fulfilled. 

"  Hester,"  said  the  clergyman,  "  farewell  !  " 

"  Shall  we  not  meet  again  ? "  whispered  she,  bending  her 
face  down  close  to  his.  "  Shall  we  not  spend  our  immortal  life 
together  ?  Surely,  surely,  we  have  ransomed  one  another, 
with  all  this  woe  I  Thou  lookest  far  into  eternity,  with  those 
bright  dying  eyes  !     Then  tell  me  what  thou  seest." 

"  Hush,  Hester,  hush  !  "  said  he,  with  tremulous  solemnity. 
"  The  law  we  broke  I  —  the  sin  here  so  awfully  revealed  !  — 
let  these  alone  be  thy  thoughts  !  I  fear  !  I  fear  !  It  may 
be  that,  when  we  forgot  our  God,  —  when  we  violated  our 
reverence  each  for  the  other's  soul,  —  it  was  thenceforth  vain  to 
hope  that  we  could  meet  hereafter,  in  an  everlasting  and  pure 
reunion.  God  knows  ;  and  He  is  merciful  !  He  hath  proved 
his  mercy,  most  of  all,  in  my  afflictions.  By  giving  me  this 
burning  torture  to  bear  upon  my  breast !  By  sending  yonder 
dark  and  terrible  old  man,  to  keep  the  torture  always  at  red 
heat  !  By  bringing  me  hither,  to  die  this  death  of  triumphant 
ignominy  before  the  people  !  Had  either  of  these  agonies  been 
wanting,  I  had  been  lost  forever  !  Praised  be  his  name  !  His 
will  be  done  !     Farewell  !  " 

That  final  word  came  forth  with  the  minister's  expiring 
breath.  The  multitude,  silent  till  then,  broke  out  in  a  strange, 
deep  voice  of  awe  and  wonder,  which  could  not  as  yet  find 
utterance,  save  in  this  murmur  that  rolled  so  heavily  after  the 
departed  spirit. 


TWO   WOMEN. 

By  N.iTHANIEL  PARKER  WILLIS. 

[Natuaxiel  Parker  Willis,  an  American  editor  and  author,  was  born  at 
Portland,  Me.,  January  20,  1806.  He  founded  and  conducted  the  American 
Monthly  Magazine  until  it  was  merged  in  the  New  York  Mbror,  of  which  he 
became  associate  editor  in  1831.     He  traveled  extensively  in  Europe  and  the 
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East,  and  as  attach^  of  the  American  legation  had  favorable  opportunities  for 
observing  European  society.  During  the  latter  part  of  his  life  he  was  editor  of 
the  Hoyne  Journal  in  conjunction  with  George  P.  Morris,  and  after  the  latter's 
death  assumed  entire  charge  of  the  paper.  Willis  was  a  brilliant  and  popular 
magazinist,  and  the  author  of  numerous  stories,  sketches  of  travel,  miscellaneoua 
papers  of  social  observation,  and  verses.  His  publications  include  :  "  Pencilings 
by  the  Way,"  "  Inklings  of  Adventure,"  "  Letters  from  Under  a  Bridge,"  "  Peo- 
ple I  Have  Met,"  "Hurry-graphs,"  "Famous  Persons  and  Places."  He  died 
at  his  beautiful  estate,  "  Idlewild,"  Newburg,  N.Y.,  in  18G7.] 

The  shadows  lay  along  Broadway, 

'Twas  near  the  twilight  tide, 
And  slowly  there  a  Lady  fair 

Was  walking  in  her  pride : 
Alone  walked  she ;  but  viewlessly 

Walked  spirits  at  her  side. 

Peace  charmed  the  street  beneath  her  feet, 

And  Honor  charmed  the  air  ; 
And  all  astir  looked  kind  on  her, 

And  called  her  good  as  fair : 
For  all  God  ever  gave  to  her 

She  kept  with  chary  care. 

She  kept  with  care  her  beauties  rare 

From  lovers  warm  and  true, 
For  her  heart  was  cold  to  all  but  gold, 

And  the  rich  came  not  to  woo : 
But  honored  well  are  charms  to  sell, 

If  priests  the  selling  do. 

Now  walking  there  was  One  more  faiT; 

A  slight  Girl,  lily  pale  ; 
And  she  had  unseen  company 

To  make  the  spirit  quail : 
'Twixt  Want  and  Scorn  she  walked  forlorn. 

And  nothing  could  avail. 

No  mercy  now  can  clear  her  brow 

For  this  world's  peace  to  pray  : 
For  as  love's  wild  prayer  dissolved  in  air, 

Her  woman's  heart  gave  way: 
But  the  sin  forgiven  by  Christ  in  Heaven 

By  man  is  cursed  alway. 
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COMPENSATION. 

By  RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 

[Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  the  eminent  American  poet,  essayist,  and  lec- 
turer, was  born  in  Boston,  May  25,  1803.  He  came  of  a  long  line  of  ministers  ; 
and  after  graduating  from  Harvard,  taught  for  a  few  years,  and  in  1829  was 
ordained  pastor  of  the  Second  Unitarian  Church.  This  oflBce,  however,  he 
resigned  in  1832,  on  account  of  the  gradually  increasing  differences  between  his 
own  modes  of  thought  and  those  of  his  hearers.  He  then  made  a  brief  trip  to 
Europe,  during  which  he  became  acquainted  with  Carlyle,  and  on  his  return 
commenced  his  career  as  lecturer,  meeting  with  continued  success  in  the  United 
States  and  England.  In  1840,  on  the  establishment  of  the  Dial,  the  organ  of  the 
Transcendental ists,  he  became  a  contributor,  and  from  1842  to  1844  its  editor. 
He  died  at  bis  home  in  Concord,  Mass.,  April  27,  1882.  His  collected  works 
include:  "Nature,"  "Essays"  (two  series),  "  Representative  Men,"  "English 
Traits,"  "  Society  and  Solitude,"  "Letters  and  Social  Aims,"  "  Poems."] 

Ever  since  I  was  a  boy  I  have  wislied  to  write  a  discourse 
on  Compensation  ;  for  it  seemed  to  me  when  very  young  that 
on  this  subject  Life  was  ahead  of  theology  and  the  people  knew 
more  than  the  preachers  taught.  The  documents  too  from 
which  the  doctrine  is  to  be  drawn  charmed  my  fancy  by  their 
endless  variety,  and  lay  always  before  me,  even  in  sleep  ;  for 
they  are  the  tools  in  our  hands,  the  bread  in  our  basket,  the 
transactions  of  the  street,  the  farm,  and  the  dwelling  house ;  the 
greetings,  the  lelations,  the  debts  and  credits,  the  influence  of 
character,  the  nature  and  endowment  of  all  men.  It  seemed  to 
me  also  that  in  it  might  be  shown  men  a  ray  of  divinity,  the 
present  action  of  the  Soul  of  this  world,  clean  from  all  vestige 
of  tradition  ;  and  so  the  heart  of  man  might  be  bathed  by  an 
inundation  of  eternal  love,  conversing  with  that  which  he  knows 
was  always  and  always  must  be,  because  it  really  is  now.  It 
appeared  moreover  that  if  this  doctrine  could  be  stated  in  terms 
with  any  resemblance  to  those  bright  intuitions  in  which  this 
truth  is  sometimes  revealed  to  us,  it  would  be  a  star  in  many 
dark  hours  and  crooked  passages  in  our  journey,  that  would  not 
suffer  us  to  lose  our  way. 

I  was  lately  confirmed  in  these  desires  by  hearing  a  sermon 
at  church.  The  preacher,  a  man  esteemed  for  his  orthodoxy, 
unfolded  in  the  ordinary  manner  the  doctrine  of  the  Last  Judg- 
ment. He  assumed  that  judgment  is  not  executed  in  this 
world  ;  that  the  wicked  are  successful ;  that  the  good  are  miser- 
able ;  and  then  urged  from  reason  and  from  Scripture  a  com- 
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pensation  to  be  made  to  both  parties  in  the  next  life.  No 
offense  appeared  to  be  taken  by  the  congregation  at  this  doc- 
trine. As  far  as  I  could  observe  when  the  meeting  broke  up 
they  separated  without  remark  on  the  sermon. 

Yet  what  was  the  import  of  this  teaching  ?  What  did  the 
preacher  mean  by  saying  that  the  good  are  miserable  in  the 
present  life?  Was  it  that  houses  and  lands,  offices,  wine,  horses, 
dress,  luxury,  are  had  by  unprincipled  men,  whilst  tlie  saints 
are  poor  and  despised  ;  and  that  a  compensation  is  to  be  made 
to  these  last  hereafter,  by  giving  them  the  like  gratifications 
another  day,  —  bank  stock  and  doubloons,  venison  and  cham- 
pagne ?  This  must  be  the  compensation  intended ;  for  what 
else  ?  Is  it  that  they  are  to  have  leave  to  pray  and  praise  ?  to 
love  and  serve  men  ?  Wh}'^,  that  they  can  do  now.  The  legiti- 
mate inference  the  disciple  would  draw  was,  "  We  are  to  have 
8uch  a  good  time  as  the  sinners  have  now  "  ;  — or,  to  push  it  to 
its  extreme  import,  —  "  You  sin  now,  we  shall  sin  by  and  by  ; 
we  would  sin  now,  if  we  could  ;  not  being  successful  we  expect 
our  revenge  to-morrow." 

The  fallacy  lay  in  the  immense  concession  that  the  bad  are 
successful  ;  that  justice  is  not  done  now.  The  blindness  of  the 
preacher  consisted  in  deferring  to  the  base  estimate  of  the  mar- 
ket of  what  constitutes  a  manly  success,  instead  of  confront- 
ing and  convicting  the  world  from  the  truth ;  announcing  the 
Presence  of  the  Soul ;  the  omnipotence  of  the  Will ;  and  so 
establishing  the  standard  of  good  and  ill,  of  success  and  false- 
hood, and  summoning  the  dead  to  its  present  tribunal. 

I  find  a  similar  base  tone  in  the  popular  religious  works  of 
the  day  and  the  same  doctrines  assumed  by  the  literary  men 
when  occasionally  they  treat  the  related  topics.  I  think  that 
our  popular  theology  has  gained  in  decorum,  and  not  in  prin- 
ciple, over  the  superstitions  it  has  displaced.  But  men  are 
better  than  this  theology.  Their  daily  life  gives  it  the  lie. 
Every  ingenuous  and  aspiring  soul  leaves  the  doctrine  behind 
him  in  his  own  experience,  and  all  men  feel  sometimes  the  false- 
hood which  they  cannot  demonstrate.  For  men  are  wiser  than 
they  know.  That  which  they  hear  in  schools  and  pulpits  with- 
out afterthought,  if  said  in  conversation  would  probably  bo 
questioned  in  silence.  If  a  man  dogmatize  in  a  mixed  company 
on  Providence  and  the  divine  laws,  he  is  answered  by  a  silence 
which  conveys  well  enough  to  an  observer  the  dissatisfaction  of 
the  hearer,  but  his  incapacity  to  make  his  own  statement. 
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I  shall  attempt  in  this  and  the  following  chapter  to  record 
some  facts  that  indicate  the  path  of  the  law  of  Compensation  ; 
happy  beyond  my  expectation  if  I  shall  truly  draw  the  smallest 
arc  of  tliis  circle. 

Polarity,  or  action  and  reaction,  we  meet  in  every  part  of 
nature  ;  in  darkness  and  light  ;  in  heat  and  cold  ;  in  the  ebb 
and  flow  of  waters  ;  in  male  and  female  ;  in  the  inspiration  and 
expiration  of  plants  and  animals  ;  in  the  systole  and  diastole  of 
the  heart ;  in  the  undulations  of  fluids  and  of  sound  ;  in  the 
centrifugal  and  centripetal  gravity ;  in  electricity,  galvanism, 
and  chemical  affinity.  Superinduce  magnetism  at  one  end  of  a 
needle,  the  opposite  magnetism  takes  place  at  the  other  end. 
If  the  south  attracts,  the  north  repels.  To  empty  here,  you 
must  condense  there.  An  inevitable  dualism  bisects  nature,  so 
that  each  thing  is  a  half,  and  suggests  another  thing  to  make  it 
whole  ;  as,  spirit,  matter  ;  man,  woman  ;  subjective,  objective  ; 
in,  out ;  upper,  under  ;  motion,  rest ;  yea,  nay. 

Whilst  the  world  is  thus  dual,  so  is  every  one  of  its  parts. 
The  entire  system  of  things  gets  represented  in  every  particle. 
There  is  somewhat  that  resembles  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  sea, 
day  and  night,  man  and  woman,  in  a  single  needle  of  the  pine, 
in  a  kernel  of  corn,  in  each  individual  of  every  animal  tribe. 
The  reaction,  so  grand  in  the  elements,  is  repeated  within  these 
small  boundaries.  For  example,  in  the  animal  kingdom  the 
physiologist  has  observed  that  no  creatures  are  favorites,  but  a 
certain  compensation  balances  every  gift  and  every  defect.  A 
surplusage  given  to  one  part  is  paid  out  of  a  redaction  from 
another  part  of  the  same  creature.  If  the  head  and  neck  are 
enlarged,  the  trunk  and  extremities  are  cut  short. 

The  theory  of  the  meclianic  forces  is  another  example. 
What  we  gain  in  power  is  lost  in  time,  and  the  converse. 
The  periodic  or  compensating  errors  of  the  planets  is  another 
instance.  The  influences  of  climate  and  soil  in  political  his- 
tory are  another.  The  cold  climate  invigorates.  The  barren 
soil  does  not  breed  fevers,  crocodiles,  tigers,  or  scorpions. 

The  same  dualism  underlies  the  nature  and  condition  of 
man.  Every  excess  causes  a  defect ;  every  defect  an  excess. 
Every  sweet  hath  its  sour  ;  every  evil  its  good.  Every  fac- 
ulty which  is  a  receiver  of  pleasure  has  an  equal  penalty  put 
on  its  abuse.  It  is  to  answer  for  its  moderation  with  its  life. 
For  every  grain  of  wit  there  is  a  grain  of  folly.     For  every- 
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thing  you  have  missed,  you  have  gained  something  else  ;  and 
for  everything  you  gain,  you  lose  something.  If  riches  in- 
crease, they  are  increased  that  use  them.  If  the  gatherer 
gathers  too  much,  nature  takes  out  of  the  man  what  she  puts 
into  his  chest ;  swells  the  estate,  but  kills  the  owner.  Nature 
hates  monopolies  and  exceptions.  The  waves  of  the  sea  do  not 
more  speedily  seek  a  level  from  their  loftiest  tossing  than  the 
varieties  of  condition  tend  to  equalize  themselves.  There  is 
always  some  leveling  circumstance  that  puts  down  the  over- 
bearing, the  strong,  the  rich,  the  fortunate,  substantially  on 
the  same  ground  witli  all  others.  Is  a  man  too  strong  and 
fierce  for  society  and  by  temper  and  position  a  bad  citizen,  — 
a  morose  ruffian,  with  a  dash  of  the  pirate  in  him  ?  —  nature 
sends  him  a  troop  of  pretty  sons  and  daughters  who  are  get- 
ting along  in  the  dame's  classes  at  the  village  school,  and 
love  and  fear  for  them  smooths  his  grim  scowl  to  courtesy. 
Thus  she  contrives  to  intenerate  the  granite  and  feldspar,  takes 
the  boar  out  and  puts  the  lamb  in  and  keeps  her  balance  true. 

The  farmer  imagines  power  and  place  are  fine  things.  But 
the  President  has  paid  dear  for  his  White  House.  It  has 
commonly  cost  him  all  his  peace,  and  the  best  of  his  manly  attri- 
butes. To  preserve  for  a  short  time  so  conspicuous  an  appear- 
ance before  the  world,  he  is  content  to  eat  dust  before  the  real 
masters  who  stand  erect  behind  the  throne.  Or  do  men  de- 
sire the  more  substantial  and  permanent  grandeur  of  genius? 
Neither  has  this  an  immunity.  He  who  by  force  of  will  or  of 
thought  is  great  and  overlooks  thousands,  lias  the  responsibility 
of  overlooking.  With  every  influx  of  light  comes  new  danger. 
Has  he  light  ?  he  must  bear  witness  to  the  light,  and  always 
outrun  that  sympathy  which  gives  him  such  keen  satisfaction, 
by  his  fidelity  to  new  revela+ioiiS  of  the  incessant  soul.  He 
must  hate  father  and  mother,  wiie  and  child.  Has  he  all  that 
the  world  loves  and  admires  and  covets?  —  he  must  cast  behind 
him  their  admiration  and  afflict  them  by  faithfulness  to  his  truth 
and  become  a  byword  and  a  hissing. 

This  Law  writes  the  laws  of  cities  and  nations.  It  will  not 
be  balked  of  its  end  in  the  smallest  iota.  It  is  in  vain  to 
build  or  plot  or  combine  against  it.  Things  refuse  to  be  mis- 
managed long.  Res  nolunt  cliu  male  administrari.  Though  no 
checks  to  a  new  evil  appear,  the  checks  exist,  and  will  appear. 
If  the  government  is  cruel,  the  governor's  life  is  not  safe.  If 
you  tax  too  high,  the  revenue  will  yield  nothing.     If  you  make 
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the  criminal  code  sanguinary,  juries  will  not  convict.  Nothing 
arbitrary,  nothing  artificial  can  endure.  The  true  life  and  sat- 
isfactions of  man  seem  to  elude  the  utmost  rigors  or  felicities 
of  condition  and  to  establish  themselves  with  great  indifferency 
under  all  varieties  of  cii'cumstance.  Under  all  governments 
the  influence  of  character  remains  the  same,  —  in  Turkey  and 
New  England  about  alike.  Under  the  primeval  despots  of 
Egypt,  history  honestly  confesses  that  man  must  have  been  as 
free  as  culture  could  make  him. 

These  appearances  indicate  the  fact  that  the  universe  is 
represented  in  every  one  of  its  particles.  Everything  in 
nature  contains  all  the  powers  of  nature.  Everything  is  made 
of  one  hidden  stuff ;  as  the  naturalist  sees  one  type  under  every 
metamorphosis,  and  regards  a  horse  as  a  running  man,  a  fish  as 
a  swimming  man,  a  bird  as  a  flying  man,  a  tree  as  a  rooted  man. 
Each  new  form  repeats  not  only  the  main  character  of  the  type, 
but  part  for  part  all  the  details,  all  the  aims,  furtherances,  hin- 
drances, energies  and  whole  system  of  every  other.  Every  occu- 
pation, trade,  art,  transaction,  is  a  compend  of  the  world  and  a 
correlative  of  every  other.  Each  one  is  an  entire  emblem  of 
human  life  ;  of  its  good  and  ill,  its  trials,  its  enemies,  its  course 
and  its  end.  And  each  one  must  somehow  accommodate  the 
whole  man  and  recite  all  his  destiny. 

The  world  globes  itself  in  a  drop  of  dew.  The  microscope 
cannot  find  the  animalcule  which  is  less  perfect  for  being  little. 
Eyes,  ears,  taste,  smell,  motion,  resistance,  appetite,  and  organs 
of  reproduction  that  take  hold  on  eternity,  —  all  find  room  to 
consist  in  the  small  creature.  So  do  we  put  our  life  into  every 
act.  The  true  doctrine  of  omnipresence  is  that  God  reappears 
with  all  his  parts  in  every  moss  and  cobweb.  The  value  of  the 
universe  contrives  to  throw  itself  into  every  point.  If  the  good 
is  there,  so  is  the  evil ;  if  the  aifinity,  so  the  repulsion  ;  if  the 
force,  so  the  limitation. 

Thus  is  the  universe  alive.  All  things  are  moral.  That 
soul  which  within  us  is  a  sentiment,  outside  of  us  is  a  law. 
We  feel  its  inspirations  ;  out  there  in  history  we  can  see  its 
fatal  strength.  It  is  almighty.  All  nature  feels  its  grasp. 
"It  is  in  the  world,  and  the  world  was  made  by  it."  It  is 
eternal  but  it  enacts  itself  in  time  and  space.  Justice  is  not 
postponed.  A  perfect  equity  adjusts  its  balance  in  all  parts 
of  life.  Ol  Kv^oL  At09  ael  eviriirrova!.  The  dice  of  God  are 
always  loaded.     The  world  looks  like  a  multiplication  table, 
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or  a  raatheniiitical  equation,  wliich,  turn  it  how  you  will,  bal- 
ances itself.  Take  what  figure  you  will,  its  exact  value,  nor 
more  nor  less,  still  returns  to  you.  Every  secret  is  told,  every 
crime  is  punished,  every  virtue  rewarded,  every  wrong  redressed, 
in  silence  and  certainty.  What  we  call  retribution  is  the  uni- 
versal necessity  by  which  the  whole  appears  wherever  a  part 
appears.  If  you  see  smoke,  there  must  be  fire.  If  you  see 
a  hand  or  a  limb,  you  know  that  the  trunk  to  which  it  belongs 
is  there  behind. 

Every  act  rewards  itself,  or  in  other  words  integrates  itself, 
in  a  twofold  manner  :  first  in  the  thing,  or  in  real  nature  ;  and 
secondly  in  the  circumstance,  or  in  apparent  nature.  Men  call 
the  circumstance  the  retribution.  The  causal  retribution  is  in 
the  thing  and  is  seen  by  the  soul.  The  retribution  in  the  cir- 
cumstance is  seen  by  the  understanding  ;  it  is  inseparable  from 
the  thing,  but  is  often  spread  over  a  long  time  and  so  does  not 
become  distinct  until  after  many  years.  The  specific  stripes 
may  follow  late  after  the  offense,  but  they  follow  because  they 
accompany  it.  Crime  and  punishment  grow  out  of  one  stem. 
Punishment  is  a  fruit  that  unsuspected  ripens  within  the  flower 
of  the  pleasure  which  concealed  it.  Cause  and  eifect,  means 
and  ends,  seed  and  fruit,  cannot  be  severed  ;  for  the  effect  al- 
ready blooms  in  the  cause,  the  end  preexists  in  the  means,  the 
fruit  in  the  seed. 

Whilst  thus  the  world  will  be  whole  and  refuses  to  be  dis- 
parted, we  seek  to  act  partially,  to  sunder,  to  appropriate  ;  for 
example,  —  to  gratify  the  senses  we  sever  the  pleasure  of  the 
senses  from  the  needs  of  the  character.  The  ingenuity  of  man 
has  been  dedicated  to  the  solution  of  one  problem,  —  how  to 
detach  the  sensual  sweet,  the  sensual  strong,  the  sensual  bright, 
etc.,  from  the  moral  sweet,  the  moral  deep,  the  moral  fair  ;  that 
is,  again,  to  contrive  to  cut  clean  off  this  upper  surface  so  thin 
as  to  leave  it  bottomless  ;  to  get  a  ojie  e7id,  wdthout  an  other  end. 
The  soul  says.  Eat ;  the  body  would  feast.  The  soul  says,  The 
man  and  woman  shall  be  one  flesh  and  one  soul ;  the  body  would 
join  the  flesh  only.  The  soul  says.  Have  dominion  over  all 
things  to  the  ends  of  virtue  ;  the  body  wouid  have  the  power 
over  things  to  its  own  ends. 

The  soul  strives  amain  to  live  and  work  through  all  things. 
It  would  be  the  only  fact.  All  things  shall  be  added  unto  it, — 
power,  pleasure,  knowledge,  beauty.  The  particular  man  aims 
to  be  somebody  ;  to  set  up  for  himself  ;  to  truck  and  higgle  for 
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a  private  good  ;  and,  in  particulars,  to  ride  that  he  may  ride  ; 
to  dress  tliat  he  may  be  dressed  ;  to  eat  that  he  may  eat ;  and 
to  govern,  that  he  may  be  seen.  Men  seek  to  be  great ;  they 
would  have  offices,  wealth,  power,  and  fame.  They  think  that 
to  be  great  is  to  get  only  one  side  of  nature,  —  the  sweet,  with- 
out the  other  side, — the  bitter. 

Steadily  is  this  dividing  and  detaching  counteracted.  Up 
to  this  day  it  must  be  owned  no  projector  has  had  the  smallest 
success.  The  parted  water  reunites  behind  our  hand.  Pleas- 
ure is  taken  out  of  pleasant  things,  profit  out  of  profitable 
things,  power  out  of  strong  things,  the  moment  we  seek  to 
separate  them  from  the  whole.  We  can  no  more  halve  things 
and  get  the  sensual  good,  by  itself,  than  we  can  get  an  inside 
that  shall  have  no  outside,  or  a  light  without  a  shadow.  "  Drive 
out  nature  with  a  fork,  she  comes  running  back." 

Life  invests  itself  with  inevitable  conditions,  which  the  un- 
wise seek  to  dodge,  which  one  and  another  brags  that  he  does 
not  know,  brags  that  they  do  not  touch  him  ;  —  but  the  brag  is  on 
his  lips,  the  conditions  are  in  his  soul.  If  he  escapes  them  in 
one  part  they  attack  him  in  another  more  vital  part.  If  he  has 
escaped  them  in  form  and  in  the  appearance,  it  is  because  he  has 
resisted  his  life  and  fled  from  himself,  and  the  retribution  is  so 
much  death.  So  signal  is  the  failure  of  all  attempts  to  make 
this  separation  of  the  good  from  the  tax,  that  the  experiment 
would  not  be  tried,  —  since  to  try  it  is  to  be  mad,  —  but  for  the 
circumstance  that  when  the  disease  began  in  the  will,  of  rebel- 
lion and  separation,  the  intellect  is  at  once  infected,  so  that  the 
man  ceases  to  see  God  whole  in  each  object,  but  is  able  to  see 
the  sensual  allurement  of  an  object  and  not  see  the  sensual 
hurt ;  he  sees  the  mermaid's  head  but  not  the  dragon's  tail,  and 
thinks  he  can  cut  off  that  which  he  would  have  from  that 
which  he  would  not  have.  "  How  secret  art  thou  who  dwellest 
in  the  highest  heavens  in  silence,  O  thou  only  great  God,  sprin- 
kling with  an  unwearied  providence  certain  penal  blindnesses 
upon  such  as  have  unbridled  desires  !  " 

The  human  soul  is  true  to  these  facts  in  the  painting  of 
fable,  of  history,  of  law,  of  proverbs,  of  conversation.  It  finds 
a  tongue  in  literature  unawares.  Thus  the  Greeks  called  Jupi- 
ter, Supreme  Mind ;  but  having  traditionally  ascribed  to  him 
many  base  actions,  they  involuntarily  made  amends  to  Reason 
by  tying  up  the  hands  of  so  bad  a  god.  He  is  made  as  helpless 
as  a  king  of  England.     Prometheus  knows  one  secret  which 
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Jove  must  bargain  for  ;  Minerva,  another.  He  cannot  get  his 
own  thunders ;  Minerva  keeps  the  key  of  them  :  — 

Of  all  the  gods,  I  only  know  the  keys 

That  ope  the  solid  doors  within  whose  vaults 

His  thunders  sleep. 

A  plain  confession  of  the  inworking  of  the  All  and  of  its  moral 
aim.  The  Indian  mythology  ends  in  the  same  ethics ;  and  in- 
deed it  would  seem  impossible  for  any  fable  to  be  invented  and 
get  any  currency  which  was  not  moral.  Aurora  forgot  to  ask 
youth  for  her  lover,  and  so  though  Tithonus  is  immortal,  he  is 
old.  Achilles  is  not  quite  invulnerable ;  for  Thetis  held  him 
by  the  heel  when  she  dipped  him  in  the  Styx  and  the  sacred 
waters  did  not  wash  that  part.  Siegfried,  in  the  Nibelungen, 
is  not  quite  immortal,  for  a  leaf  fell  on  his  back  whilst  he  was 
bathing  in  the  Dragon's  blood,  and  that  spot  which  it  covered  is 
mortal.  And  so  it  always  is.  There  is  a  crack  in  everything 
God  has  made.  Always  it  would  seem  there  is  this  vindictive 
circumstance  stealing  in  at  unawares  even  into  the  wild  poesy 
in  which  the  human  fancy  attempted  to  make  bold  holiday  and 
to  shake  itself  free  of  the  old  laws, — this  back  stroke,  this  kick 
of  the  gun,  certifying  that  the  law  is  fatal;  that  in  nature 
nothing  can  be  given,  all  things  are  sold. 

This  is  that  ancient  doctrine  of  Nemesis,  who  keeps  watch 
in  the  Universe  and  lets  no  offense  go  unchastised.  The  Furies 
they  said  are  attendants  on  Justice,  and  if  the  sun  in  heaven 
should  transgress  his  path  they  would  punish  him.  The  poets 
related  that  stone  walls  and  iron  swords  and  leathern  thongs 
had  an  occult  sympathy  with  the  wrongs  of  their  owners ;  that 
the  belt  which  Ajax  gave  Hector  dragged  the  Trojan  hero  over 
the  field  at  the  wheels  of  the  car  of  Achilles,  and  the  sword 
which  Hector  gave  Ajax  was  that  on  whose  point  Ajax  fell. 
They  recorded  that  when  the  Thasians  erected  a  statue  to 
Theogenes,  a  victor  in  the  games,  one  of  his  rivals  went  to  it 
by  night  and  endeavored  to  throw  it  down  by  repeated  blows, 
until  at  last  he  moved  it  from  its  pedestal  and  was  crushed  to 
death  beneath  its  fall. 

This  voice  of  fable  has  in  it  somewhat  divine.  It  came 
from  thought  above  the  will  of  the  writer.  That  is  the  best 
part  of  each  writer  which  has  nothing  private  in  it ;  that  is  the 
best  part  of  each  which  he  does  not  know ;  that  which  flowed 
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out  of  his  constitution  and  not  from  his  too  active  invention  ; 
that  which  in  the  study  of  a  single  artist  you  might  not  easily 
find,  but  in  the  study  of  many  you  would  abstract  as  the  spirit 
of  them  all.  Phidias  it  is  not,  but  the  work  of  man  in  that 
early  Hellenic  world  that  I  would  know.  The  name  and  cir- 
cumstance of  Phidias,  however  convenient  for  history,  embar- 
rasses when  we  come  to  the  highest  criticism.  We  are  to  see 
that  which  man  was  tending  to  do  in  a  given  period,  and  was 
hindered,  or,  if  you  will,  modified  in  doing,  by  the  interfering 
volitions  of  Phidias,  of  Dante,  of  Shakespeare,  the  organ  whereby 
man  at  the  moment  wrought. 

Still  more  striking  is  the  expression  of  this  fact  in  the  prov- 
erbs of  all  nations,  which  are  always  the  literature  of  Reason, 
or  the  statements  of  an  absolute  truth  without  qualification. 
Proverbs,  like  the  sacred  books  of  each  nation,  are  the  sanctu- 
ary of  the  Intuitions.  That  which  the  droning  world,  chained 
to  appearances,  will  not  allow  the  realist  to  say  in  his  own 
words,  it  will  suffer  him  to  say  in  proverbs  without  contradic- 
tion. And  this  law  of  laws,  which  the  pulpit,  the  senate,  and 
the  college  deny,  is  hourly  preached  in  all  markets  and  all 
languages  by  flights  of  proverbs,  whose  teaching  is  as  true  and 
as  omnipresent  as  that  of  birds  and  flies. 

All  things  are  double,  one  against  another.  —  Tit  for  tat ; 
an  eye  for  an  eye  ;  a  tooth  for  a  tooth  ;  blood  for  blood  ;  meas- 
ure for  measure  ;  love  for  love.  —  Give,  and  it  shall  be  given 
you.  —  He  that  watereth  shall  be  watered  himself.  —  What 
will  you  have  ?  quoth  God  ;  pay  for  it  and  take  it.  —  Nothing 
venture,  nothing  have.  —  Thou  shalt  be  paid  exactly  for  what 
thou  hast  done,  no  more,  no  less.  —  Who  doth  not  work  shall 
not  eat.  —  Harm  watch,  harm  catch.  —  Curses  always  recoil  on 
the  head  of  him  who  imprecates  them.  —  If  you  put  a  chain 
around  the  neck  of  a  slave,  the  other  end  fastens  itself  around 
your  own.  —  Bad  counsel  confounds  the  adviser.  —  The  devil 
is  an  ass. 

It  is  thus  written,  because  it  is  thus  in  life.  Our  action  is 
overmastered  and  characterized  above  our  will  by  the  law  of 
nature.  We  aim  at  a  petty  end  quite  aside  from  the  public 
good,  but  our  act  arranges  itself  by  irresistible  magnetism  in  a 
line  with  the  poles  of  the  world. 

A  man  cannot  speak  but  he  judges  himself.  With  his  will 
or  against  his  will  he  draws  his  portrait  to  the  eye  of  his  com- 
panions by  every  word.  Every  opinion  reacts  on  him  who 
19 
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utters  it.  It  is  a  thread  ball  thrown  at  a  mark,  but  the  other 
end  remains  in  the  thrower's  bag.  Or,  rather,  it  is  a  harpoon 
thrown  at  the  whale,  unwinding,  as  it  flies,  a  coil  of  cord  in  the 
boat,  and,  if  the  harpoon  is  not  good,  or  not  well  thrown,  it 
will  go  nigh  to  cut  the  steersman  in  twain  or  to  sink  the 
boat. 

You  cannot  do  wrong  without  suffering  wrong.  "  No  man 
had  ever  a  point  of  pride  that  was  not  injurious  to  him,"  said 
Burke.  The  exclusive  in  fashionable  life  does  not  see  that  he 
excludes  himself  from  enjoyment,  in  the  attempt  to  appropriate 
it.  The  exclusionist  in  religion  does  not  see  that  he  shuts  the 
door  of  heaven  on  himself,  in  striving  to  shut  out  others. 
Treat  men  as  pawns  and  ninepins  and  you  shall  suffer  as  well 
as  they.  If  you  leave  out  their  heart,  you  shall  lose  your  own. 
The  senses  would  make  things  of  all  persons ;  of  women,  of 
children,  of  the  poor.  The  vulgar  proverb,  "  I  will  get  it  from 
his  purse  or  get  it  from  his  skin,"  is  sound  philosophy. 

All  infractions  of  love  and  equity  in  our  social  relations  are 
speedily  punished.  They  are  punished  by  Fear.  Whilst  I 
stand  in  simple  relations  to  my  fellow-man,  I  have  no  displeas- 
ure in  meeting  him.  We  meet  as  water  meets  water,  or  as  two 
currents  of  air  mix,  with  perfect  diffusion  and  interpenetration 
of  nature.  But  as  soon  as  there  is  any  departure  from  sim- 
plicity and  attempt  at  halfness,  or  good  for  me  that  is  not  good 
for  him,  my  neighbor  feels  the  wrong  ;  he  shrinks  from  me  as 
far  as  I  have  shrunk  from  him  ;  his  eyes  no  longer  seek  mine  ; 
there  is  war  between  us  ;  there  is  hate  in  him  and  fear  in  me. 

All  the  old  abuses  in  society,  the  great  and  universal  and 
the  petty  and  particular,  all  unjust  accumulations  of  property 
and  power,  are  avenged  in  the  same  manner.  Fear  is  an  in- 
structor of  great  sagacity  and  the  herald  of  all  revolutions. 
One  thing  he  always  teaches,  that  there  is  rottenness  where  he 
appears.  He  is  a  carrion  crow,  and  though  you  see  not  well 
what  he  hovers  for,  there  is  death  somewhere.  Our  property 
is  timid,  our  laws  are  timid,  our  cultivated  classes  are  timid. 
Fear  for  ages  has  boded  and  mowed  and  gibbered  over  govern- 
ment and  property.  That  obscene  bird  is  not  there  for  nothing. 
He  indicates  great  wrongs  which  must  be  revised. 

Of  the  like  nature  is  that  expectation  of  change  which  in- 
stantly follows  the  suspension  of  our  voluntary  activity.  The 
terror  of  cloudless  noon,  the  emerald  of  Polycrates,  the  awe  of 
prosperity,  the  instinct  which  leads  every  generous   soul  to 
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impose  on  itself  tasks  of  a  noble  asceticism  and  vicarious  virtue, 
are  the  tremblings  of  the  balance  of  justice  through  the  heart 
and  mind  of  man. 

Experienced  men  of  the  world  know  very  well  that  it  is 
best  to  pay  scot  and  lot  as  they  go  along,  and  that  a  man  often 
pays  dear  for  a  small  frugality.  The  borrower  runs  in  his  own 
debt.  Has  a  man  gained  anything  who  has  received  a  hundred 
favors  and  rendered  none?  Has  he  gained  by  borrowing, 
through  indolence  or  cunning,  his  neighbor's  wares,  or  horses, 
or  money  ?  There  arises  on  the  deed  the  instant  acknowledg- 
ment of  benefit  on  the  one  part  and  of  debt  on  the  other ;  that 
is,  of  superiority  and  inferiority.  The  transaction  remains  in 
the  memory  of  himself  and  his  neighbor  ;  and  every  new  trans- 
action alters  according  to  its  nature  their  relation  to  each  other. 
He  may  soon  come  to  see  that  he  had  better  have  broken  his 
own  bones  than  to  have  ridden  in  his  neighbor's  coach,  and  that 
"  the  highest  price  he  can  pay  for  a  thing  is  to  ask  for  it." 

A  wise  man  will  extend  this  lesson  to  all  parts  of  life,  and 
know  that  it  is  always  the  part  of  prudence  to  face  every  claim- 
ant and  pay  every  just  demand  on  your  time,  your  talents,  or 
your  heart.  Always  pay ;  for  first  or  last  you  must  pay  your 
entire  debt.  Persons  and  events  may  stand  for  a  time  between 
you  and  justice,  but  it  is  only  a  postponement.  You  must  pay 
at  last  your  own  debt.  If  you  are  wise  you  will  dread  a  pros- 
perity which  only  loads  you  with  more.  Benefit  is  the  end  of 
nature.  But  for  every  benefit  which  you  receive,  a  tax  is 
levied.  He  is  great  who  confers  the  most  benefits.  He  is  base, 
—  and  that  is  the  one  base  thing  in  the  universe,  —  to  receive 
favors  and  render  none.  In  the  order  of  nature  we  cannot  ren- 
der benefits  to  those  from  whom  we  receive  them,  or  only  seldom. 
But  the  benefit  we  receive  must  be  rendered  again,  line  for  line, 
deed  for  deed,  cent  for  cent,  to  somebody.  Beware  of  too  much 
good  staying  in  your  hand.  It  will  fast  corrupt  and  worm 
worms.     Pay  it  away  quickly  in  some  sort. 

Labor  is  watched  over  by  the  same  pitiless  laws.  Cheapest, 
say  the  prudent,  is  the  dearest  labor.  What  we  buy  in  a  broom, 
a  mat,  a  wagon,  a  knife,  is  some  application  of  good  sense  to  a 
common  want.  It  is  best  to  pay  in  your  land  a  skillful  gardener, 
or  to  buy  good  sense  applied  to  gardening  ;  in  your  sailor,  good 
sense  applied  to  navigation  ;  in  the  house,  good  sense  applied  to 
cooking,  sewing,  serving ;  in  your  agent,  good  sense  applied  to 
accounts  and  affairs.     So  do  you  multiply  your  presence,  or 
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spread  yourself  throughout  your  estate.  But  because  of  the 
dual  constitution  of  things,  in  labor  as  in  life  there  can  be 
no  cheating.  The  thief  steals  from  himself.  The  swindler 
swindles  himself.  For  the  real  price  of  labor  is  knowledge  and 
virtue,  whereof  wealth  and  credit  are  signs.  These  signs,  like 
paper  money,  may  be  counterfeited  or  stolen,  but  that  which 
they  represent,  namely,  knowledge  and  virtue,  cannot  be  coun- 
terfeited or  stolen.  These  ends  of  labor  cannot  be  answered 
but  by  real  exertions  of  the  mind,  and  in  obedience  to  pure 
motives.  The  cheat,  the  defaulter,  the  gambler,  cannot  extort 
the  benefit,  cannot  extort  the  knowledge  of  material  and  moral 
nature  which  his  honest  care  and  pains  yield  to  the  operative. 
The  law  of  nature  is.  Do  the  thing,  and  you  shall  have  the 
power ;  but  they  who  do  not  the  thing  have  not  the  power. 

Human  labor,  through  all  its  forms,  from  the  sharpening  of 
a  stake  to  the  construction  of  a  city  or  an  epic^  is  one  immense 
illustration  of  the  perfect  compensation  of  the  universe.  Every- 
where and  always  this  law  is  sublime.  The  absolute  balance  of 
Give  and  Take,  the  doctrine  that  everything  has  its  price,  and 
if  that  price  is  not  paid,  not  that  thing  but  something  else  is 
obtained,  and  that  it  is  impossible  to  get  anything  without  its 
price,  is  not  less  sublime  in  the  columns  of  a  ledger  than  in  the 
budgets  of  states,  in  the  laws  of  light  and  darkness,  in  all  the 
action  and  reaction  of  nature.  I  cannot  doubt  that  the  high 
laws  which  each  man  sees  ever  implicated  in  those  processes 
with  which  he  is  conversant,  the  stern  ethics  which  sparkle  on 
his  chisel  edge,  which  are  measured  out  by  his  plumb  and  foot 
rule,  which  stand  as  manifest  in  the  footing  of  the  shop  bill  as 
in  the  history  of  a  state,  —  do  recommend  to  him  his  trade,  and 
though  seldom  named,  exalt  his  business  to  his  imagination. 

The  league  between  virtue  and  nature  engages  all  things  to 
assume  a  hostile  front  to  vice.  The  beautiful  laws  and  sub- 
stances of  the  world  persecute  and  whip  the  traitor.  He  finds 
that  things  are  arranged  for  truth  and  benefit,  but  there  is 
no  den  in  the  wide  world  to  hide  a  rogue.  Commit  a  crime, 
and  the  earth  is  made  of  glass.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  con- 
cealment. Commit  a  crime,  and  it  seems  as  if  a  coat  of  snow 
fell  on  the  ground,  such  as  reveals  in  the  woods  the  track  of 
every  partridge  and  fox  and  squirrel  and  mole.  You  cannot 
recall  the  spoken  word,  you  cannot  wipe  otit  the  foot  track,  you 
cannot  draw  up  the  ladder,  so  as  to  leave  no  inlet  or  clew. 
Always  some  damning  circumstance  transpires.     The  laws  and 
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substances  of  nature,  water,  snow,  wind,  gravitation,  become 
penalties  to  the  thief. 

On  the  other  hand  the  law  holds  with  equal  sureness  for  all 
right  action.  Love,  and  you  shall  be  loved.  All  love  is  math- 
ematically just,  as  much  as  the  two  sides  of  an  algebraic  equa- 
tion. The  good  man  has  absolute  good,  which  like  fire  turns 
everything  to  its  own  nature,  so  that  you  cannot  do  him  any 
harm  ;  but  as  the  royal  armies  sent  against  Napoleon,  when  he 
approached  cast  down  their  colors  and  from  enemies  became 
friends,  so  do  disasters  of  all  kinds,  as  sickness,  offense,  poverty, 
prove  benefactors. 

Winds  blow  and  waters  roll 
Strength  to  the  brave  and  power  and  deity, 
Yet  in  themselves  are  nothing. 

The  good  are  befriended  even  by  weakness  and  defect.  As 
no  man  had  ever  a  point  of  pride  that  was  not  injurious  to  him, 
so  no  man  had  ever  a  defect  that  was  not  somewhere  made  use- 
ful to  him.  The  stag  in  the  fable  admired  his  horns  and 
blamed  his  feet,  but  when  the  hunter  came,  his  feet  saved  him, 
and  afterwards,  caught  in  the  thicket,  his  horns  destroyed  him. 
Every  man  in  his  lifetime  needs  to  thank  his  faults.  As  no 
man  thoroughly  understands  a  truth  until  first  he  has  contended 
against" it,  so  no  man  has  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  the 
hindrances  or  talents  of  men  until  he  has  suffered  from  the  one 
and  seen  the  triumph  of  the  other  over  his  own  want  of  the 
same.  Has  he  a  defect  of  temper  that  unfits  him  to  live  in 
society  ?  Thereby  he  is  driven  to  entertain  himself  alone  and 
acquire  habits  of  self-help  ;  and  thus,  like  the  wounded  oyster, 
he  mends  his  shell  with  pearl. 

Our  strength  grows  out  of  our  weakness.  Not  until  we  are 
pricked  and  stung  and  sorely  shot  at,  awakens  the  indignation 
which  arms  itself  with  secret  forces.  A  great  man  is  always 
willing  to  be  little.  Whilst  he  sits  on  the  cushion  of  advantages, 
he  goes  to  sleep.  When  he  is  pushed,  tormented,  defeated,  he 
has  a  chance  to  learn  something ;  he  has  been  put  on  his  wits, 
on  his  manhood  ;  he  has  gained  facts  ;  learns  his  ignorance ;  is 
cured  of  the  insanity  of  conceit ;  has  got  moderation  and  real 
skill.  The  wise  man  always  throws  himself  on  the  side  of  his 
assailants.  It  is  more  his  interest  than  it  is  theirs  to  find  his 
weak   point.     The   wound   cicatrizes  and   falls  off   from   him 
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like  a  dead  skin,  and  Avlien  they  would  triumph,  lo  1  he  has 
passed  on  invulnerable.  Blame  is  safer  than  praise.  I  hate  to 
be  defended  in  a  newspaper.  As  long  as  all  that  is  said  is  said 
against  me,  I  feel  a  certain  assurance  of  success.  But  as  soon 
as  hone3'ed  words  of  praise  are  spoken  for  me  I  feel  as  one  that 
lies  unprotected  before  his  enemies.  In  general,  every  evil  to 
which  we  do  not  succumb  is  a  benefactor.  As  the  Sandwich 
Islander  believes  that  the  strength  and  valor  of  the  enemy  he 
kills  passes  into  himself,  so  we  gain  the  strength  of  the  tempta- 
tion we  resist. 

The  same  guards  which  protect  us  from  disaster,  defect,  and 
enmity,  defend  us,  if  we  will,  from  selfishness  and  fraud.  Bolts 
and  bars  are  not  the  best  of  our  institutions,  nor  is  shrewdness 
in  trade  a  mark  of  wisdom.  Men  suffer  all  their  life  long 
under  the  foolish  superstition  that  they  can  be  cheated.  But 
it  is  as  impossible  for  a  man  to  be  cheated  by  any  one  but  him- 
self, as  for  a  thing  to  be  and  not  to  be  at  the  same  time.  There 
is  a  third  silent  party  to  all  our  bargains.  The  nature  and  soul 
of  things  takes  on  itself  the  guaranty  of  the  fulfillment  of  every 
contract,  so  that  honest  service  cannot  come  to  loss.  If  you 
serve  an  ungrateful  master,  serve  him  the  more.  Put  God  in 
your  debt.  Every  stroke  shall  be  repaid.  The  longer  the  pay- 
ment is  withholden,  the  better  for  you ;  for  compound  interest 
on  compound  interest  is  the  rate  and  usage  of  this  exchequer. 

The  history  of  persecution  is  a  history  of  endeavors  to  cheat 
nature,  to  make  water  run  uphill,  to  twist  a  rope  of  sand.  It 
makes  no  difference  whether  the  actors  be  many  or  one,  a  tyrant 
or  a  mob.  A  mob  is  a  society  of  bodies  voluntarily  bereaving 
themselves  of  reason  and  traversing  its  work.  The  mob  is  man 
voluntarily  descending  to  the  nature  of  the  beast.  Its  fit  hour 
of  activity  is  night.  Its  actions  are  insane,  like  its  whole  con- 
stitution. It  persecutes  a  principle ;  it  would  whip  a  right ; 
it  would  tar  and  feather  justice,  by  inflicting  fire  and  outrage 
upon  the  houses  and  persons  of  those  who  have  these.  It 
resembles  the  prank  of  boys,  who  run  with  fire  engines  to  put 
out  the  ruddy  aurora  streaming  to  the  stars.  Tlie  inviolate 
spirit  turns  their  spite  against  the  wrongdoers.  The  martyr 
cannot  be  dishonored.  Every  lash  inflicted  is  a  tongue  of 
fame ;  every  prison  a  more  illustrious  abode ;  every  burned 
book  or  house  enlightens  the  world ;  every  suppressed  or 
expunged  word  reverberates  through  the  earth  from  side  to 
side.     The  minds  of  men  are  at  last  aroused  ;  reason  looks  out 
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and  justifies  her  own  and  malice  finds  all  her  work  in  vain.     It 
is  the  whipper  who  is  whipped  and  the  tyrant  who  is  undone. 

Thus  do  all  things  preach  the  indifferency  of  circumstances. 
The  man  is  all.  Everything  has  two  sides,  a  good  and  an  evil. 
Every  advantage  has  its  tax.  I  learn  to  be  content.  But  the 
doctrine  of  compensation  is  not  the  doctrine  of  indifferency. 
The  thoughtless  say,  on  hearing  these  representations,  —  What 
boots  it  to  do  well  ?  there  is  one  event  to  good  and  evil ;  if  I 
gain  any  good  I  must  pay  for  it ;  if  I  lose  any  good  I  gain 
some  other  ;  all  actions  are  indifferent. 

There  is  a  deeper  fact  in  the  soul  than  compensation,  to 
wit,  its  own  nature.  The  soul  is  not  a  compensation,  but  a 
life.  The  soul  is.  Under  all  this  running  sea  of  circumstance, 
whose  waters  ebb  and  flow  with  perfect  balance,  lies  the  aborigi- 
nal abyss  of  real  Being.  Existence,  or  God,  is  not  a  relation 
or  a  part,  but  the  whole.  Being  is  the  vast  ai^rmative,  exclud- 
ing negation,  self-balanced,  and  swallowing  up  all  relations, 
parts,  and  times  within  itself.  Nature,  truth,  virtue,  are  the 
influx  from  thence.  Vice  is  the  absence  or  departure  of  the 
same.  Nothing,  Falsehood,  may  indeed  stand  as  the  great 
Night  or  shade  on  which  as  a  background  the  living  universe 
paints  itself  forth ;  but  no  fact  is  begotten  by  it ;  it  cannot 
work,  for  it  is  not.  It  cannot  work  any  good ;  it  cannot  work 
any  harm.  It  is  harm  inasmuch  as  it  is  worse  not  to  be  than 
to  be. 

We  feel  defrauded  of  the  retribution  due  to  evil  acts, 
because  the  criminal  adheres  to  his  vice  and  contumacy  and 
does  not  come  to  a  crisis  or  judgment  anywhere  in  visible 
nature.  There  is  no  stunning  confutation  of  his  nonsense 
before  men  and  angels.  Has  he  therefore  outwitted  the  law  ? 
Inasmuch  as  he  carries  the  malignity  and  the  lie  with  him  he 
so  far  deceases  from  nature.  In  some  manner  there  will  be  a 
demonstration  of  the  wrong  to  the  understanding  also  ;  but, 
should  we  not  see  it,  this  deadly  deduction  makes  square  the 
eternal  account. 

Neither  can  it  be  said,  on  the  other  hand,  that  the  gain  of 
rectitude  must  be  bought  by  any  loss.  There  is  no  penalty  to 
virtue  ;  no  penalty  to  wisdom  ;  they  are  proper  additions  of 
being.  In  a  virtuous  action  I  properly  am;  in  a  virtuous  act 
I  add  to  the  world ;  I  plant  into  deserts  conquered  from  Chaos 
and  Nothing  and  see  the  darkness  receding  on  the  limits  of  the 
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Iiorizon.  There  can  be  no  excess  to  love,  none  to  knowledge, 
none  to  beauty,  when  these  attributes  are  considered  in  tlie 
purest  sense.  The  soul  refuses  all  limits.  It  affirms  in  man 
always  an  Optimism,  never  a  Pessimism. 

His  life  is  a  progress,  and  not  a  station.  His  instinct  is 
trust.  Our  instinct  uses  "more"  and  "less"  in  application  to 
man,  always  of  the  presence  of  the  soul,  and  not  of  its  absence; 
the  brave  man  is  greater  than  the  coward ;  the  true,  the  be- 
nevolent, the  wise,  is  more  a  man  and  not  less,  than  the  fool 
and  knave.  There  is  therefore  no  tax  on  the  good  of  virtue, 
for  that  is  the  incoming  of  God  himself,  or  absolute  existence, 
Avithout  any  comparative.  Ail  external  good  has  its  tax,  and 
if  it  came  without  desert  or  sweat,  has  no  root  in  me,  and  the 
next  wind  will  blow  it  away.  But  all  the  good  of  nature  is 
the  soul's,  and  may  bo  had  if  paid  for  in  nature's  lawful  coin, 
that  is,  by  labor  which  the  heart  and  the  head  allow.  I  no 
longer  wish  to  meet  a  good  I  do  not  earn,  for  example,  to  find 
a  pot  of  buried  gold,  knowing  that  it  brings  with  it  new  re- 
sponsibility. I  do  not  wdsh  more  external  goods,  —  neither 
possessions,  nor  honors,  nor  powers,  nor  persons.  The  gain  is 
apparent;  the  tax  is  certain.  But  there  is  no  tax  on  the 
knowledge  that  the  compensation  exists  and  that  it  is  not 
desirable  to  dig  up  treasure.  Herein  I  rejoice  with  a  serene 
eternal  peace.  I  contract  the  boundaries  of  possible  mischief. 
I  learn  the  wisdom  of  St.  Bernard,  "  Nothing  can  w^ork  me 
damage  except  myself ;  the  harm  that  I  sustain  I  carry  about 
with  me,  and  never  ara  a  real  sufferer  but  by  my  own  fault." 

In  the  nature  of  the  soul  is  the  compensation  for  the  inequal- 
ities of  condition.  The  radical  tragedy  of  nature  seems  to  be 
the  distinction  of  More  and  Less.  How  can  Less  not  feel  the 
pain  ;  how  not  feel  indignation  or  malevolence  towards  ]\Iore  ? 
Look  at  those  w^ho  have  less  faculty,  and  one  feels  sad  and 
knows  not  well  what  to  make  of  it.  Almost  he  shuns  their 
eye;  he  fears  they  will  upbraid  God.  What  should  they  do? 
It  seems  a  great  injustice.  But  see  the  facts  nearly  and  these 
mountainous  inequalities  vanish.  Love  reduces  them  as  the 
sun  melts  the  iceberg  in  the  sea.  The  heart  and  soul  of  all 
men  being  one,  this  bitterness  of  His  and  3Iine  ceases.  His  is 
mine.  I  am  my  brother  and  my  brother  is  me.  If  I  feel  over- 
shadowed and  outdone  by  great  neighbors,  I  can  yet  love  ;  I 
can  still  receive ;  and  he  that  loveth  maketh  his  own  the 
grandeur  he  loves.     Thereby   I  make  the  discovery  that  my 


COMPENSATION.  7121 

brother  is  my  guardian,  acting  for  me  with  the  friendliest 
designs,  and  the  estate  I  so  admired  and  envied  is  my  own.  It 
is  the  eternal  nature  of  the  soul  to  appropriate  and  make  all 
things  its  own.  Jesus  and  Shakespeare  are  fragments  of  the 
soul,  and  by  love  I  conquer  and  incorporate  them  in  my  own 
conscious  domain.  His  virtue,  —  is  not  that  mine  ?  His  wit, 
—  if  it  cannot  be  made  mine,  it  is  not  wit. 

Such  also  is  the  natural  history  of  calamity.  The  changes 
which  break  up  at  short  intervals  the  prosperity  of  men  are 
advertisements  of  a  nature  whose  law  is  growth.  Evermore  it 
is  the  order  of  nature  to  grow,  and  every  soul  is  by  this  in- 
trinsic necessity  quitting  its  whole  system  of  things,  its  friends 
and  home  and  laws  and  faith,  as  the  shellfish  crawls  out  of  its 
beautiful  but  stony  case,  because  it  no  longer  admits  of  its 
growth,  and  slowly  forms  a  new  house.  In  proportion  to  the 
vigor  of  the  individual  these  revolutions  are  frequent,  until  in 
some  happier  mind  they  are  incessant  and  all  worldly  relations 
hang  very  loosely  about  him,  becoming  as  it  were  a  transparent 
fluid  membrane  through  which  the  living  form  is  always  seen, 
and  not,  as  in  most  men,  an  indurated  heterogeneous  fabric  of 
many  dates  and  of  no  settled  character,  in  which  the  man  is  im- 
prisoned. Then  there  can  be  enlargement,  and  the  man  of 
to-day  scarcely  recognizes  the  man  of  yesterday.  And  such 
should  be  the  outward  biography  of  man  in  time,  a  putting  off 
of  dead  circumstances  day  by  day,  as  he  renews  his  raiment 
day  by  day.  But  to  us,  in  our  lapsed  estate,  resting,  not  ad- 
vancing, resisting,  not  cooperating  with  the  divine  expansion, 
this  growth  comes  by  shocks. 

We  cannot  part  with  our  friends.  We  cannot  let  our 
angels  go.  We  do  not  see  that  they  only  go  out  that  arch- 
angels may  come  in.  We  are  idolaters  of  the  old.  We  do  not 
believe  in  the  riches  of  the  soul,  in  its  proper  eternity  and  omni- 
presence. We  do  not  believe  there  is  any  force  in  to-day  to 
rival  or  recreate  that  beautiful  yesterday.  We  linger  in  the 
ruins  of  the  old  tent  where  once  we  had  bread  and  shelter  and 
organs,  nor  believe  that  the  spirit  can  feed,  cover,  and  nerve  us 
again.  We  cannot  again  find  aught  so  dear,  so  sweet,  so  grace- 
ful. But  we  sit  and  weep  in  vain.  The  voice  of  the  Almighty 
saith,  "  Up  and  onward  for  evermore  !  "  We  cannot  stay  amid 
the  ruins.  Neither  will  we  rely  on  the  New  ;  and  so  we  walk 
ever  v.ith  reverted  eyes,  like  those  monsters  who  look  back- 
wards. 
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And  yet  the  compensations  of  calamity  are  made  apparent 
to  the  understanding  also,  after  long  intervals  of  time.  A 
fever,  a  mutilation,  a  cruel  disappointment,  a  loss  of  wealth,  a 
loss  of  friends,  seems  at  the  moment  unpaid  loss,  and  unpay- 
able. But  the  sure  years  reveal  the  deep  remedial  force  that 
underlies  all  facts.  The  death  of  a  dear  friend,  wife,  brother, 
lover,  which  seemed  nothing  but  privation,  somewhat  later 
assumes  the  aspect  of  a  guide  or  genius  ;  for  it  commonly 
operates  revolutions  in  our  way  of  life,  terminates  an  epoch  of 
infancy  or  of  youth  which  was  waiting  to  be  closed,  breaks  up 
a  wonted  occupation,  or  a  household,  or  style  of  living,  and 
allows  the  formation  of  new  ones  more  friendly  to  the  growth 
of  character.  It  permits  or  constrains  the  formation  of  new 
acquaintances  and  the  reception  of  new  influences  that  prove 
of  the  first  importance  to  the  next  years ;  and  the  man  or 
woman  who  would  have  remained  a  sunny  garden  flower,  with 
no  room  for  its  roots  and  too  much  sunshine  for  its  head,  by 
the  falling  of  the  walls  and  the  neglect  of  the  gardener  is  made 
the  banyan  of  the  forest,  yielding  shade  and  fruit  to  wide  neigh- 
borhoods of  men. 


THE   HAUNTED   PALACE. 

By  EDGAR  ALLAN  POE. 

[Edgar  Allan  Poe  :  An  American  poet  and  author ;  born  at  Boston, 
Mass.,  1809.  Orphaned  in  his  third  year,  he  was  adopted  by  John  Allan,  a 
wealthy  merchant  of  Kichmond,  Va.,  by  whom  he  was  sent  to  school  at  Stoke- 
Newington,  near  London.  He  spent  a  year  at  the  University  of  Virginia  (1820) ; 
enlisted  as  a  private  in  the  United  States  army  under  an  assumed  name,  becom- 
ing sergeant  major  (1829)  ;  and  was  admitted  to  West  Point  (1830),  receiving 
Ills  dismissal  the  next  year.  Thrown  upon  his  own  resources,  he  began  writing 
for  the  papers.  Subsequently  ho  became  editor  of  the  Southern  Literary  Iles- 
senger,  in  Richmond  ;  was  on  the  staff  of  The  Gentleman'' s  Magazine  and  Gra- 
ham''s  Magazine,  in  Philadelphia,  and  the  Broadway  Jo^irnal  in  New  York.  lie 
died  in  a  iialtimore  hospital,  October  7,  1849.  "  The  Raven  "  and  "  The  Bells  " 
are  his  most  popular  poems.  His  fame  as  a  prose  writer  rests  on  his  tales  of 
terror  and  mystery.] 

Lo !  'tis  a  gala  night 

Within  tlio  lonesome  latter  years ! 
Ati  angel  throng,  bewinged,  bedight 

In  veils,  and  drowned  iu  tears, 
Sit  in  a  theater  to  see 

A  play  of  hopes  and  fears, 
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While  the  orchestra  breathes  fitfully 
The  music  of  the  spheres. 

Mimes,  in  the  form  of  God  on  high, 

Mutter  and  mumble  low, 
And  hither  and  thither  fly  ; 

Mere  puppets  they,  who  come  and  go 
At  bidding  of  vast,  formless  things 

That  shift  the  scenery  to  and  fro, 
Flapping  from  out  their  condor  wings 

Invisible  woe ! 

That  motley  drama !  —  oh,  be  sure 

It  shall  not  be  forgot ! 
With  its  Phantom  chased  for  evermore 

By  a  crowd  that  seize  it  not, 
Through  a  circle  that  ever  returneth  in 

To  the  selfsame  spot ; 
And  much  of  madness,  and  more  of  sin 

And  horror,  the  soul  of  the  plot. 

But  see,  amid  the  mimic  rout, 

A  crawling  shape  intrude ! 
A  blood-red  Thing  that  writhes  from  out 

The  scenic  solitude ! 
It  writhes  !  it  writhes !  with  mortal  pangs 

The  mimes  become  its  food. 
And  the  seraphs  sob  at  vermin  fangs 

In  human  gore  imbrued. 

Out  —  out  are  the  lights  —  out  all ! 

And  over  each  quivering  form. 
The  curtain,  a  funeral  pall. 

Comes  down  with  the  rush  of  a  storm ; 
And  the  angels,  all  pallid  and  wan, 

Uprising,  unveiling,  affirm 
That  the  play  is  the  tragedy  "  Man," 

And  its  hero,  the  conqueror  Worm. 


THE    GOLD   BUG. 

By  EDGAR  ALLAN  POE. 

Many  years  ago  I  contracted  an  intimacy  with  a  Mr.  William 
Legrand.     He  was  of  an  ancient  Huguenot  family,  and  had  once 
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been  wealthy ;  but  a  series  of  inisfortune.s  had  reduced  him  to 
want.  To  avoid  the  mortification  consequent  upon  his  disasters, 
he  left  New  Orleans,  the  city  of  his  forefathers,  and  took  up  his 
residence  at  Sullivan's  Island,  near  Charleston,  South  Caro- 
lina. 

This  island  is  a  very  singular  one.  It  consists  of  little  else 
than  the  sea  sand,  and  is  about  three  miles  long.  Its  breadth 
at  no  point  exceeds  a  quarter  of  a  mile.  It  is  separated  from 
the  mainland  by  a  scarcely  perceptible  creek,  oozing  its  Avay 
through  a  wilderness  of  reeds  and  slime,  a  favorite  resort  of 
the  marsh  hen.  The  vegetation,  as  might  be  supposed,  is  scant, 
or  at  least  dwarfish.  No  trees  of  any  magnitude  are  to  be  seen. 
Near  the  western  extremity,  where  Fort  Moultrie  stands,  and 
where  are  some  miserable  frame  buildings,  tenanted,  during 
summer,  by  the  fugitives  from  Charleston  dust  and  fever,  may 
be  found,  indeed,  the  bristly  palmetto ;  but  the  whole  island, 
with  the  exception  of  this  western  point,  and  a  line  of  hard, 
white  beach  on  the  seacoast,  is  covered  with  a  dense  under- 
growth of  the  sweet  myrtle,  so  much  prized  by  the  horticul- 
turists of  England.  The  shrub  here  often  attains  the  height  of 
fifteen  or  twenty  feet,  and  forms  an  almost  impenetrable  coppice, 
burthening  the  air  with  its  fragrance. 

In  the  inmost  recesses  of  this  coppice,  not  far  from  the 
eastern  or  more  remote  end  of  the  island,  Legrand  had  built 
himself  a  small  hut,  which  he  occupied  when  I  first,  by  mere 
accident,  made  his  acquaintance.  This  soon  ripened  into 
friendshi;-  —  for  there  was  much  in  the  recluse  to  excite  inter- 
est and  esteem.  I  found  him  well  educated,  with  unusual 
powers  of  mind,  but  infected  with  misanthropy,  and  subject  to 
perverse  moods  of  alternate  enthusiasm  and  melancholy.  He 
had  with  him  many  books,  but  rarely  employed  them.  His 
chief  amusements  were  gunning  and  fishing,  or  sauntering 
along  the  beach  and  through  the  myrtles,  in  quest  of  shells  or 
entomological  specimens ;  —  his  collection  of  the  latter  might 
have  been  envied  by  a  Swammerdamm.  In  these  excursions 
he  was  usually  accompanied  by  an  old  negro,  called  Jupiter, 
who  had  been  manumitted  before  the  reverses  of  the  family, 
but  who  could  be  induced,  neither  by  threats  nor  by  promises, 
to  abandon  what  he  considered  his  right  of  attendance  upon  the 
footsteps  of  his  young  "  Massa  Will."  It  is  not  improbable 
that  the  relatives  of  Legrand,  conceiving  him  to  be  somewhat 
unsettled  in  intellect,  had  contrived  to  instill  this  obstinacy 
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into  Jupiter,  with  a  vie^Y  to  the  supervision  and  guardianship 
of  tlie  wanderer. 

The  winters  in  the  latitude  of  Sullivan's  Island  are  seldom 
very  severe,  and  in  the  fall  of  the  year  it  is  a  rare  event  indeed 
when  a  fire  is  considered  necessary.  About  the  middle  of 
October,  18 —  there  occurred,  however,  a  day  of  remarkable 
chilliness.  Just  before  sunset  I  scrambled  my  way  through  the 
evergreens  to  the  hut  of  my  friend,  whom  I  had  not  visited  for 
several  weeks  —  my  residence  being  at  that  time  in  Charleston, 
a  distance  of  nine  miles  from  the  island,  while  the  facilities  of 
passage  and  repassage  were  very  far  behind  those  of  the  present 
day.  Upon  reaching  the  hut  I  rapped,  as  was  my  custom,  and 
getting  no  reply,  sought  for  the  key  where  I  knew  it  was 
secreted,  unlocked  the  door  and  went  in.  A  fine  fire  was  blaz- 
ing upon  the  hearth.  It  was  a  novelty,  and  by  no  means  an 
ungrateful  one.  I  threw  off  my  overcoat,  took  an  armchair  by 
the  crackling  logs,  and  awaited  patiently  the  arrival  of  my  hosts. 

Soon  after  dark  they  arrived,  and  gave  me  a  most  cordial 
welcome.  Jupiter,  grinning  from  ear  to  ear,  bustled  about  to 
prepare  some  marsh  hens  for  supper.  Legrand  was  in  one  of 
his  fits  —  how  else  shall  I  term  them  ?  —  of  enthusiasm.  He  had 
found  an  unknown  bivalve,  forming  a  new  genus,  and,  more  than 
this,  he  had  hunted  down  and  secured,  with  Jupiter's  assist- 
ance, a  scarahceus  which  he  believed  to  be  totally  new,  but  in 
respect  to  which  he  wished  to  have  my  opinion  on  the  morrow. 

"  And  why  not  to-night  ?  "  I  asked,  rubbing  my  hands  over 
the  blaze,  and  wishing  the  whole  tribe  of  scarabcei  at  the  devil. 

"Ah,  if  I  had  only  known  you  were  here  !  "  said  Legrand, 
"  but  it's  so  long  since  I  saw  you ;  and  how  could  I  foresee  that 
you  would  pay  me  a  visit  this  very  night  of  all  others?     As  I 

was  coming  home  I  met  Lieutenant  G ,  from  the  fort,  and, 

very  foolishly,  I  lent  him  the  bug  ;  so  it  will  be  impossible  for 
you  to  see  it  until  the  morning.  Stay  here  to-night,  and  I 
will  send  Jup  down  for  it  at  sunrise.  It  is  the  loveliest  thing 
in  creation  !  " 

"  What  !  —  sunrise  ?  " 

"  Nonsense  !  no  !  —  the  bug.  It  is  of  a  brilliant  gold  color 
—  about  the  size  of  a  large  hickory  nut  —  with  two  jet  black 
spots  near  one  extremity  of  the  back,  and  another,  somewhat 
longer,  at  the  other.     The  antennce  are " 

"  Dey  ain't  no  tin  in  him,  Massa  Will,  I  keep  a  tellin'  on 
you,"  here  interrupted  Jupiter ;  "  de  bug  is  a  goole  bug,  solid, 
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ebery  bit  of  him,  inside  and  all,  sep  him  wing  —  neber  feel  half 
so  hebby  a  bug  in  my  life." 

"Well,  suppose  it  is,  Juji,"  replied  Legrand,  somewhat  more 
earnestly,  it  seemed  to  me,  than  the  case  demanded,  "is  that 
any  reason  for  your  letting  the  birds  burn  ?  The  color "  — 
here  he  turned  to  me  —  "  is  really  almost  enough  to  warrant 
Jupiter's  idea.  You  ne  er  saw  a  more  brilliant  metallic  luster 
than  the  scales  emit  —  but  of  this  you  cannot  judge  till  to- 
morrow. In  the  mean  time  I  can  give  you  some  idea  of  the 
shape."  Saying  this,  he  seated  himself  at  a  small  table,  on 
which  were  a  pen  and  ink,  but  no  paper.  He  looked  for  some 
in  a  drawer,  but  found  none. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  he  at  length,  "  this  will  answer  "  ;  and 
he  drew  from  his  waistcoat  pocket  a  scrap  of  what  I  took  to  be 
very  dirty  foolscap,  and  made  upon  it  a  rough  drawing  with 
the  pen.  While  he  did  this,  I  retained  my  seat  by  the  fire,  for 
I  was  still  chilly.  When  the  design  was  complete,  he  handed 
it  to  me  without  rising.  As  I  received  it,  a  loud  growl  was 
heard,  succeeded  by  a  scratching  at  the  door.  Jupiter  opened 
it,  and  a  large  Newfoundland,  belonging  to  Legrand,  rushed  in, 
leaped  upon  my  shoulders,  and  loaded  me  with  caresses  ;  for  I 
had  shown  him  much  attention  during  previous  visits.  When 
his  gambols  were  over,  I  looked  at  the  paper,  and,  to  speak  the 
truth,  found  myself  not  a  little  puzzled  at  what  my  friend  had 
depicted. 

"  Well !  "  I  said,  after  contemplating  it  for  some  minutes, 
"  this  is  a  strange  scarabceus,  I  must  confess  :  new  to  me  :  never 
saw  anything  like  it  before  —  unless  it  was  a  skull,  or  a  death's 
head  —  which  it  more  nearly  resembles  than  anything  else  that 
has  come  under  my  observation." 

"  A  death's  head  !  "  echoed  Legrand.  "  Oh  —  yes  —  well, 
it  has  something  of  that  appearance  upon  paper,  no  doubt. 
The  two  upper  black  spots  look  like  eyes,  eh  ?  and  the  longer 
one  at  the  bottom  like  a  mouth  —  and  then  the  shape  of  the 
whole  is  oval." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  I ;  "  but,  Legrand,  I  fear  you  are  no 
artist.  I  must  wait  until  I  see  the  beetle  itself,  if  I  am  to  form 
any  idea  of  its  personal  appearance." 

"Well,  I  don't  know,"  said  he,  a  little  nettled,  "I  draw 
tolerably  —  should  do  it  at  least  —  have  had  good  masters,  and 
flatter  myself  that  I  am  not  quite  a  blockhead." 

"  But,  my  dear  fellow,  you  are  joking  then,"  said  I ;  "  this 
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is  a  very  passable  skull  —  indeed,  I  may  say  that  it  is  a  very 
excellent  skull,  according  to  the  vulgar  notions  about  such 
specimens  of  physiology  —  and  your  searabceus  must  be  the 
queerest  searabceus  in  the  world  if  it  resembles  it.  Why,  we 
may  get  up  a  very  thrilling  bit  of  superstition  upon  this  hint. 
I  presume  you  will  call  the  bug  searabceus  caput  hominis,  or 
something  of  that  kind  —  there  are  many  similar  titles  in  the 
Natural  Histories.  But  where  are  the  antennce  you  spoke  of?" 
"  The  antennce ! "  said  Legrand,  who  seemed  to  be  getting 
unaccountably  warm  upon  the  subject ;  "  I  am  sure  you  must 
see  the  antennce,  I  made  them  as  distinct  as  they  are  in  the 
original  insect,  and  I  presume  that  is  sufficient." 

"  Well,  well,"  I  said,  "  perhaps  you  have  —  still  I  don't  see 
them  "  ;  and  I  handed  him  the  paper  without  additional  remark, 
not  wishing  to  ruffle  his  temper ;  but  I  was  much  surprised  at 
the  turn  affairs  had  taken ;  his  ill-humor  puzzled  me  —  and,  as 
for  tlie  drawing  of  the  beetle,  there  were  positively  no  antennce 
visible,  and  the  whole  did  bear  a  very  close  resemblance  to  the 
ordinary  cuts  of  a  death's  head. 

He  received  the  paper  very  peevishly,  and  was  about  to 
crumple  it,  apparently  to  throw  it  in  the  fire,  when  a  casual 
glance  at  the  design  seemed  suddenly  to  rivet  his  attention. 
In  an  instant  his  face  grew  violentl}^  red  —  in  another  as 
excessively  pale.  For  some  minutes  he  continued  to  scrutinize 
the  drawing  minutely  where  he  sat.  At  length  he  arose,  took 
a  candle  from  the  table,  and  proceeded  to  seat  himself  upon  a 
sea  chest  in  the  farthest  corner  of  the  room.  Here  again  he 
made  an  anxious  examination  of  the  paper ;  turning  it  in  all 
directions.  He  said  nothing,  however,  and  his  conduct  greatly 
astonished  me ;  yet  I  thought  it  prudent  not  to  exacerbate  the 
growing  moodiness  of  his  temper  by  any  comment.  Presently 
he  took  from  his  coat  pocket  a  wallet,  placed  the  paper  carefully 
in  it,  and  deposited  both  in  a  writing  desk,  which  he  locked. 
He  now  grew  more  composed  in  his  demeanor ;  but  his  origi- 
nal air  of  enthusiasm  had  quite  disappeared.  Yet  he  seemed 
not  so  much  sulky  as  abstracted.  As  the  evening  wore  away 
he  became  more  and  more  absorbed  in  reverie,  from  which  no 
sallies  of  mine  could  arouse  him.  It  had  been  my  intention  to 
pass  the  night  at  the  hut,  as  I  had  frequently  done  before,  but, 
seeing  my  host  in  this  mood,  I  deemed  it  proper  to  take  leave. 
He  did  not  press  me  to  remain,  but,  as  I  departed,  he  shook  my 
hand  with  even  more  than  his  usual  cordiality. 
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It  was  about  a  month  after  this  (and  during  the  interval 
I  had  seen  nothing  of  Legrand)  when  I  received  a  visit,  at 
Charleston,  from  his  man,  Jupiter.  I  had  never  seen  the  good 
old  negro  look  so  dispirited,  and  I  feared  that  some  serious 
disaster  had  befallen  my  friend. 

"  Well,  Jup,"  said  I,  "  what  is  the  matter  now  ?  —  how  is 
your  master  ?  " 

"  Why,  to  speak  de  troof,  massa,  him  not  so  berry  well  as 
mought  be." 

"  Not  well !  I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  it.  What  does  he 
complain  of  ?  " 

"Dar!  dat's  it!  —  him  nebber  plain  of  notin  —  but  l^im 
berry  sick  for  all  dat." 

"  Very  sick,  Jupiter  !  — why  didn't  you  say  so  at  once  ?  Is 
he  confined  to  bed  ?  " 

"  No,  dat  he  ain't !  —  he  ain't  find  nowhar  —  dat's  just  whar 
de  shoe  pinch  —  my  mind  is  got  to  be  berry  hebby  bout  poor 
Massa  Will." 

"  Jupiter,  I  should  like  to  understand  what  it  is  you  are 
talking  about.  You  say  your  master  is  sick.  Hasn't  he  told 
you  what  ails  him  ?  " 

"  Why,  massa,  tain't  worf  while  for  to  git  mad  about  de 
matter — Massa  Will  say  noffin  at  all  ain't  de  matter  wid  him 
—  but  den  what  make  him  go  bout  looking  dis  here  way,  wid 
he  head  down  and  he  soldiers  up,  and  as  white  as  a  gose  ?  And 
den  he  keep  a  syphon  all  de  time " 

"  Keeps  a  what,  Jupiter  ?  " 

"  Keeps  a  syphon  wid  de  figgurs  on  de  slate  —  de  queerest 
figgurs  I  ebber  did  see.  Ise  gittin  to  be  skeered,  I  tell  you. 
Hab  for  to  keep  mighty  tight  eye  pon  him  noovers.  Todder 
day  he  gib  me  slip  fore  de  sun  up,  and  was  gone  de  whole  ob  de 
blessed  day.  I  had  a  big  stick  ready  cut  for  to  gib  him  deuced 
good  beating  when  he  did  come  —  but  Ise  sich  a  fool  dat  I  hadn't 
de  heart  arter  all  —  he  look  so  berry  poorly." 

"  Eh  ?  —  what  ?  —  ah  yes  !  —  upon  the  whole  I  think  you 
had  better  not  be  too  severe  with  the  poor  fellow  —  don't  flog 
him,  Jupiter  —  he  can't  very  well  stand  it  —  but  can  you  form 
no  idea  of  what  has  occasioned  this  illness,  or  rather  this  change 
of  conduct  ?  Has  an^-thing  unpleasant  happened  since  I  saw 
you  ?  " 

"No,  massa,  dey  ain't  bin  noffin  onpleasant  since  den  — 
'twas /org  den  I'm  feared — 'twas  de  berry  day  you  was  dare." 
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"  How  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"Why,  massa,  I  mean  de  bug  —  dare  now." 

''  The  what  ?  " 

"De  bug  —  I'm  berry  sartain  dat  Massa  Will  bin  bit  some- 
where bout  de  head  by  dat  goole  bug." 

"And  what  cause  have  you,  Jupiter, for  such  a  supposition ?  " 

"  Claws  enuff,  massa,  and  mouff  too.  I  nebber  did  see  sich 
a  deuced  bug  —  he  kick  and  he  bite  ebery  ting  what  cum  near 
him.  Massa  Will  cotch  him  fuss,  but  had  for  to  let  him  go  gin 
mighty  quick,  I  tell  you  —  den  was  de  time  he  must  ha  got  de 
bite.  I  didn't  like  de  look  of  de  bug  mouff,  myself,  nohow,  so 
I  wouldn't  take  hold  ob  him  wid  my  finger,  but  I  cotch  him  wid 
a  piece  ob  paper  dat  I  found.  I  rap  him  up  in  de  paper  and 
stuff  piece  ob  it  in  he  mouff  —  dat  was  de  way." 

"  And  you  think,  then,  that  your  master  was  really  bitten 
by  the  beetle,  and  that  the  bite  made  him  sick  ?  " 

"I  don't  tink  noffm  about  it — I  nose  it.  What  make  him 
dream  bout  de  goole  so  much,  if  tain't  cause  he  bit  by  de  goole 
bug  ?     Ise  heerd  bout  dem  goole  bugs  fore  dis." 

"  But  how  do  you  know  he  dreams  about  gold  ?  " 

"  How  I  know  ?  why,  cause  he  talk  about  it  in  he  sleep  — 
dat's  how  I  nose." 

"  Well,  Jup,  perhaps  you  are  right ;  but  to  what  fortunate 
circumstances  am  I  to  attribute  the  honor  of  a  visit  from  you 
to-day?" 

"What  de  matter,  massa?" 

"  Did  you  bring  any  message  from  Mr.  Legrand  ?  " 

"  No,  massa,  I  bring  dis  here  pissel ; "  and  here  Jupiter 
handed  me  a  note  which  ran  thus  :  — 

My  Dear, — 

Why  have  I  not  seen  you  for  so  long  a  time  ?  I  hope  you  have 
not  been  so  foolish  as  to  take  offense  at  any  little  brusquerie  of  mine ; 
but  no,  that  is  improbable. 

Since  I  saw  you  I  have  had  great  cause  for  anxiety.  I  have 
something  to  tell  you,  yet  scarcely  know  how  to  tell  it,  or  whether  I 
should  tell  it  at  all. 

I  have  not  been  quite  well  for  some  days  past,  and  poor  old  Jup 
annoys  me,  almost  beyond  endurance,  by  his  well-meant  attentions. 
Would  you  believe  it?  —  he  had  prepared  a  huge  stick,  the  other 
day,  with  which  to  chastise  me  for  giving  him  the  slip,  and  spending 
the  day,  solus,  among  the  hills  on  the  mainland.  I  verily  believe 
that  my  ill  looks  alone  saved  me  a  flogging. 
20 
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I  have  made  no  addition  to  my  cabinet  since  we  met. 
If  you  can,  in  any  way,  make  it  convenient,  come  over  with 
Jupiter.     Do  come.     I  wish  to  see   you  to-night,  upon  business  of 
importance.     I  assure  you  that  it  is  of  the  highest  importance.  — 

Ever  yours, 

William  Legrand. 

There  was  sometliing  in  the  tone  of  this  note  which  gave  me 
great  uneasiness.  Its  whole  style  differed  materially  from  that 
of  Legrand.  What  could  he  be  dreaming  of?  What  new 
crotchet  possessed  his  excitable  brain  ?  What  "  business  of 
the  highest  importance  "  could  he  possibly  have  to  transact  ? 
Jupiter's  account  of  him  boded  no  good.  I  dreaded  lest  the 
continued  pressure  of  misfortune  had,  at  length,  fairly  unsettled 
the  reason  of  my  friend.  Without  a  moment's  hesitation, 
therefore,  I  prepared  to  accompany  the  negro. 

Upon  reaching  the  wharf,  I  noticed  a  scythe  and  three  spades, 
all  apparently  new,  lying  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  in  which  we 
were  to  embark. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Jup  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"Him  syfe,  massa,  and  spade." 

"  Very  true  ;  but  what  are  they  doing  here  ?  " 

"  Him  de  syfe  and  de  spade  what  Massa  Will  sis  pon  my 
buying  for  him  in  de  town,  and  de  debbil's  own  lot  of  money  I 
had  to  gib  for  em." 

"  But  what,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  mysterious,  is  your 
'  Massa  Will '  going  to  do  with  scythes  and  spades  ?  " 

"Dat's  more  dan  /  know,  and  debbil  take  me  if  I  don't 
blieve  'tis  more  dan  he  know  too.     But  it's  all  cum  ob  de  bug." 

Finding  that  no  satisfaction  was  to  be  obtained  of  Jupiter, 
whose  whole  intellect  seemed  to  be  absorbed  by  "  de  bug,"  I 
now  stepped  into  the  boat  and  made  sail.  With  a  fair  and 
strong  breeze  we  soon  ran  into  the  little  cove  to  the  northward 
of  Fort  Moultrie,  and  a  walk  of  some  two  miles  brought  us  to 
the  hut.  It  was  about  three  in  the  afternoon  when  we  arrived. 
Legrand  had  been  awaiting  us  in  eager  expectation.  He  grasped 
my  hand  with  a  nervous  empressement  which  alarmed  me  and 
strengthened  the  suspicions  already  entertained.  His  counte- 
nance was  pale  even  to  ghastliness,  and  his  deep-set  eyes  glared 
with  unnatural  luster.  After  some  inquiries  respecting  his 
healtli,  I  asked  him,  not  knowing  what  better  to  say,  if  he  had 
yet  obtained  the  scarahocus  from  Lieutenant  G . 

"  Oh,   yes,"  he  replied,  coloring  violently,  "  I  got  it  from 
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him  the  next  morning.  Nothing  should  tempt  me  to  part 
with  that  scarabceus.  Do  you  know  that  Jupiter  is  quite  right 
about  it !  " 

"  In  what  way  ?  "  I  asked,  with  a  sad  foreboding  at  heart. 

"In  supposing  it  to  be  a  bug  of  real  gold.'"  He  said  this 
with  an  air  of  profound  seriousness,  and  I  felt  inexpressibly 
shocked. 

"This  bug  is  to  make  my  fortune,"  he  continued,  with  a 
triumphant  smile,  "to  reinstate  me  in  my  family  possessions. 
Is  it  any  wonder,  then,  that  I  prize  it  ?  Since  Fortune  has 
thought  fit  to  bestow  it  upon  me,  I  have  only  to  use  it  properly 
and  I  shall  arrive  at  the  gold  of  which  it  is  the  index.  Jupiter, 
bring  me  that  scarabceus  !  " 

"  What !  de  bug,  massa?  I'd  rudder  not  go  fer  trouble  dat 
bug  —  you  mus  git  him  for  your  own  self."  Hereupon  Legrand 
arose,  with  a  grave  and  stately  air,  and  brought  me  the  beetle 
from  a  glass  case  in  which  it  was  inclosed.  It  was  a  beautiful 
scarabceus,  and,  at  that  time,  unknown  to  naturalists  —  of  course 
a  great  prize  in  a  scientific  point  of  view.  There  were  two 
round  black  spots  near  one  extremity  of  the  back,  and  a  long 
one  near  the  other.  The  scales  were  exceedingly  hard  and 
glossy,  with  all  the  appearance  of  burnished  gold.  The  weight 
of  the  insect  was  very  remarkable,  and,  taking  all  things  into 
consideration,  I  could  hardly  blame  Jupiter  for  his  opinion 
respecting  it  ;  but  what  to  make  of  Legrand's  concordance 
with  that  opinion,  I  could  not,  for  the  life  of  me,  tell. 

"  I  sent  for  you,"  said  he,  in  a  grandiloquent  tone,  when  I 
had  completed  my  examination  of  the  beetle,  "  I  sent  for  you, 
that  I  might  have  your  counsel  and  assistance  in  furthering  the 
views  of  Fate  and  of  the  bug " 

"  My  dear  Legrand,"  I  cried,  interrupting  him,  "  you  are 
certainly  unwell,  and  had  better  use  some  little  precautions. 
You  shall  go  to  bed,  and  I  will  remain  with  you  a  few  days, 
until  you  get  over  this.     You  are  feverish  and " 

"  Feel  my  pulse,"  said  he. 

I  felt  it,  and  found  not  the  slightest  indication  of  fever. 

"  But  you  may  be  ill  and  yet  have  no  fever.  Allow  me  this 
once  to  prescribe  for  you.  In  the  first  place,  go  to  bed.  In 
the  next " 

"  You  are  mistaken,"  he  interposed ;  "  I  am  as  well  as  I  can 
expect  to  be  under  the  excitement  which  I  suffer.  If  you  really 
wish  me  well,  you  will  relieve  this  excitement." 
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"  And  how  is  this  to  be  done?  " 

"  Very  easily.  Jupiter  and  myself  are  going  upon  an  expe- 
dition into  the  hills,  upon  the  mainland,  and,  in  this  expedi- 
tion, we  shall  need  the  aid  of  some  person  in  whom  we  can 
confide.  You  are  the  only  one  we  can  trust.  Whether  we 
succeed  or  fail,  the  excitement  which  you  now  perceive  in  me 
will  be  equally  allayed." 

"  I  am  anxious  to  oblige  you  in  any  way,"  I  replied  ;  "  but 
do  you  mean  to  say  that  this  infernal  beetle  has  any  connection 
with  your  expedition  into  the  hills  ?  " 

"It  has." 

"  Then,  Legrand,  I  can  become  a  party  to  no  such  absurd 
proceeding." 

"  I  am  sorry  —  very  sorry  —  for  we  shall  have  to  try  it  by 
ourselves." 

"Try  it  by  yourselves!  The  man  is  surely  mad! — but 
stay! — how  long  do  you  propose  to  be  absent?" 

"  Probably  all  night.  We  shall  start  immediately,  and  be 
back,  at  all  events,  by  sunrise." 

"And  will  you  promise  me  upon  your  honor,  that  when  this 
freak  of  yours  is  over,  and  the  bug  business  (good  God  !)  set- 
tled to  your  satisfaction,  you  will  then  return  home  and  follow 
my  advice  implicitly,  as  that  of  your  physician  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  promise ;  and  now  let  us  be  off,  for  we  have  no 
time  to  lose." 

With  a  heavy  heart  I  accompanied  my  friend.  We  started 
about  four  o'clock — Legrand,  Jupiter,  the  dog,  and  myself. 
Jupiter  had  with  him  the  scythe  and  spades  —  the  whole  of 
which  he  insisted  upon  carrying — more  through  fear,  it  seemed 
to  me,  of  trusting  either  of  the  implements  within  reach  of  his 
master,  than  from  any  excess  of  industry  or  complaisance.  His 
demeanor  was  dogged  in  the  extreme,  and  "  dat  deuced  bug  " 
were  the  sole  words  which  escaped  his  lips  during  the  journey. 
For  my  own  part  I  had  charge  of  a  couple  of  dark  lanterns, 
while  Legrand  contented  himself  with  the  scarahceus^  which  he 
carried  attached  to  the  end  of  a  bit  of  whipcord,  twirling  it  to 
and  fro,  with  the  air  of  a  conjurer,  as  he  went.  When  I  observed 
this  last  plain  evidence  of  my  friend's  aberration  of  mind  I 
could  scarcely  refrain  from  tears.  I  thought  it  best,  however, 
to  humor  his  fancy,  at  least  for  the  jiresent,  or  until  I  could 
adopt  some  more  energetic  measures  with  a  chance  of  success. 
In  the  mean  time  I  endeavored,  but  all  in  vain,  to  sound  him  in 
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regard  to  the  object  of  the  expedition.  Having  succeeded  in 
inducing  me  to  accorapan}'-  him,  he  seemed  unwilling  to  hold 
conversation  upon  any  topic  of  minor  importan^^w,  and  to  all 
my  questions  vouchsafed  no  other  reply  than  "  We  shall  see  !  " 

We  crossed  the  creek  at  the  head  of  the  island  by  means  of 
a  skiff,  and,  ascending  the  high  grounds  on  the  shore  of  the 
mainland,  proceeded  in  a  northwesterly  direction,  through  a 
tract  of  country  excessively  wild  and  desolate,  where  no  trace 
of  a  human  footstep  was  to  be  seen.  Legrand  led  the  way  with 
decision,  pausing  only  for  an  instant,  here  and  there,  to  consult 
what  appeared  to  be  certain  landmarks  of  his  own  contrivance 
upon  a  former  occasion. 

In  this  manner  we  journeyed  for  about  two  hours,  and  the 
sun  was  just  setting  when  we  entered  a  region  infinitely  more 
dreary  than  any  yet  seen.  It  was  a  species  of  table-land,  near 
the  summit  of  an  almost  inaccessible  hill,  densely  wooded  from 
base  to  pinnacle,  and  interspersed  with  huge  crags  that  appeared 
to  lie  loosely  upon  the  soil,  and  in  many  cases  were  prevented 
from  precipitating  themselves  into  the  valleys  below,  merely  by 
the  support  of  the  trees  against  which  they  reclined.  Deep 
ravines,  in  various  directions,  gave  an  air  of  still  sterner  solem- 
nity to  the  scene. 

The  natural  platform  to  which  we  had  clambered  was  thickly 
overgrown  with  brambles,  through  which  we  soon  discovered 
that  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  force  our  way  but  for  the 
scythe ;  and  Jupiter,  by  direction  of  his  master,  proceeded  to 
clear  for  us  a  path  to  the  foot  of  an  enormously  tall  tulip  tree, 
which  stood,  with  some  eight  or  ten  oaks,  upon  the  level,  and 
far  surpassed  them  all,  and  all  other  trees  which  I  had  then 
ever  seen,  in  the  beauty  of  its  foliage  and  form,  in  the  wide 
spread  of  its  branches,  and  in  the  general  majesty  of  its  appear- 
ance. When  we  reached  this  tree,  Legrand  turned  to  Jupiter, 
and  asked  him  if  he  thought  he  could  climb  it.  The  old  man 
seemed  a  little  staggered  by  the  question,  and  for  some  mo- 
ments made  no  reply.  At  length  he  approached  the  huge 
trunk,  walked  slowly  around  it,  and  examined  it  with  minute 
attention.  When  he  had  completed  his  scrutiny,  he  merely 
said, 

"  Yes,  massa,  Jup  climb  any  tree  he  ebber  see  in  he  life." 

"  Then  up  with  you  as  soon  as  possible,  for  it  will  soon  be 
too  dark  to  see  what  we  are  about." 

"  How  far  mus  go  up,  massa  ?  "  inquired  Jupiter, 
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"  Get  up  the  main  trunk  first,  and  then  I  will  tell  you  which 
way  to  go  — and  here  —  stop  I  take  this  beetle  with  you." 

"  De  bug,  Massa  Will  I  —  de  goole  bug  !  "  cried  the  negro, 
drawing  back  in  disdua}'  —  "  what  for  nius  tote  de  bug  way  up 
de  tree?  — d n  if  I  do  !  " 

"  If  you  are  afraid,  Jup,  a  great  big  negro  like  you,  to  take 
hold  of  a  harmless  little  dead  beetle,  why,  you  can  carry  it 
up  by  this  string  —  but  if  you  do  not  take  it  up  with  you  in 
some  way,  I  shall  be  under  the  necessity  of  breaking  your  head 
with  this  shovel." 

"  What  de  matter  now,  massa  ?  "  said  Jup,  evidently  shamed 
into  compliance  ;  "  always  want  for  to  raise  fuss  wid  old  nigger. 
Was  only  funnin  anyhow.  31e  feered  de  bug  !  what  I  keer  for 
de  bug?"  Here  he  took  cautiously  hold  of  the  extreme  end  of 
the  string,  and,  maintaining  the  insect  as  far  from  his  person 
as  circumstances  would  permit,  prepared  to  ascend  the  tree. 

In  youth,  the  tulip  tree,  or  Liriodendron  TuUpiferum,  the 
most  magnificent  of  American  foresters,  has  a  trunk  peculiarly 
smooth,  and  often  rises  to  a  great  height  without  lateral 
branches ;  but,  in  its  riper  age,  the  bark  becomes  gnarled  and 
uneven,  while  many  short  limbs  make  their  appearance  on  the 
stem.  Thus  the  difficulty  of  ascension,  in  the  present  case, 
lay  more  in  semblance  than  in  reality.  Embracing  the  huge 
cylinder,  as  closely  as  possible,  with  his  arms  and  knees,  seiz- 
ing with  his  hands  some  projections,  and  resting  his  naked 
toes  upon  others,  Jupiter,  after  one  or  two  narrow  escapes 
from  falling,  at  length  wriggled  himself  into  the  first  great 
fork,  and  seemed  to  consider  the  whole  business  as  virtually 
accomplished.  The  risk  of  the  achievement  was,  in  fact,  now 
over,  although  the  climber  was  some  sixty  or  seventy  feet  from 
the  ground. 

"  Which  way  mus  go  now,  Massa  Will  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Keep  up  the  largest  branch  —  the  one  on  this  side,"  said 
Legrand.  The  negro  obeyed  him  promptly,  and  apparently 
with  but  little  trouble,  ascending  higher  and  higher,  until  no 
glimpse  of  his  squat  figure  could  be  obtained  through  the  dense 
foliage  which  enveloped  it.  Presently  his  voice  was  heard  in 
a  sort  of  halloo. 

"  How  much  fudder  is  got  for  go  ?  " 

"  How  high  up  are  you  ?  "  asked  Legrand. 

"  Ebber  so  fur,"  replied  the  negro  ;  '-'  can  see  de  sky  fru  de 
top  ob  de  tree." 
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"Never  mind  the  sky,  but  attend  to  what  I  say.  Look 
down  the  trunk  and  count  the  limbs  below  you  on  this  side. 
How  many  limbs  have  you  passed  ?  " 

"  One,  two,  three,  four,  fibe  — •  I  done  pass  fibe  big  limb, 
massa,  pon  dis  side." 

"Then  go  one  limb  higher." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  voice  was  heard  again,  announcing 
that  the  seventh  limb  was  attained. 

"  Now,  Jup,"  cried  Legrand,  evidently  much  excited,  "  I 
want  you  to  work  your  way  out  upon  that  limb  as  far  as  you 
can.     If  you  see  anything  strange,  let  me  know." 

By  this  time  what  little  doubt  I  might  have  entertained  of 
my  poor  friend's  insanity  was  put  finally  at  rest.  I  had  no 
alternative  but  to  conclude  him  stricken  with  lunacy,  and  I 
became  seriously  anxious  about  getting  him  home.  While  I 
was  pondering  upon  what  was  best  to  be  done,  Jupiter's  voice 
was  again  heard. 

"  Mos  feerd  for  to  ventur  pon  dis  limb  berry  far  —  'tis  dead 
limb  putty  much  all  de  way." 

"  Did  you  say  it  was  a  dead  limb,  Jupiter  ?  "  cried  Legrand 
in  a  quavering  voice. 

"  Yes,  massa,  him  dead  as  de  door  nail  —  done  up  for  sartain 
—  done  departed  dis  here  life." 

"  What  in  the  name  of  heaven  shall  I  do  ?  "  asked  Legrand, 
seemingly  in  the  greatest  distress. 

"Do  !  "  said  I,  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  interpose  a  word, 
"  why,  come  home  and  go  to  bed.  Come  now  !  —  that's  a  fine 
fellow.  It's  getting  late,  and,  besides,  you  remember  your 
promise." 

"  Jupiter,"  cried  he,  without  heeding  me  in  the  least,  "  do 
you  hear  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Massa  Will,  hear  you  ebber  so  plain." 

"  Try  the  wood  well,  then,  with  your  knife,  and  see  if  you 
think  it  very  rotten." 

"  Him  rotten,  massa,  sure  nuff,"  replied  the  negro  in  a  few 
moments,  "  but  not  so  berry  rotten  as  mought  be.  Mouglit 
ventur  out  leetle  way  pon  de  limb  by  myself,  dat's  true." 

"  By  yourself  !  —  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  mean  de  bug.  'Tis  herry  hebby  bug.  Spose  I 
drop  him  down  fuss,  and  den  de  limb  won't  break  wid  just  de 
weight  ob  one  nigger." 

"  You  infernal  scoundrel  I  "  cried  Legrand,  apparently  much 


7136  THE  GOLD  BUG. 

relieved,  "  wliat  do  you  mean  by  telling  me  such  nonsense  as 
that  ?  As  sure  as  you  drop  that  beetle  I'll  break  your  neck. 
Look  here,  Jupiter,  do  you  hear  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  massa,  needn't  hollo  at  poor  nigger  dat  style." 

"  Well  !  now  listen  !  —  if  you  will  venture  out  on  the  limb 
as  far  as  you  think  safe,  and  not  let  go  the  beetle,  I'll  make 
you  a  present  of  a  silver  dollar  as  soon  as  you  get  down." 

"I'm  gwdne,  Massa  Will  —  deed  I  is,"  replied  the  negro, 
very  promptly  —  "mos  out  to  de  eend  now." 

"  Out  to  the  endf^^  here  fairly  screamed  Legrand  ;  "do  you 
say  you  are  out  to  the  end  of  that  limb  ?  " 

"  Soon  be  to  de  eend,  massa,  —  o-o-o-o-oh  !  Lor-gol-a-marcy  ! 
what  is  dis  here  pon  de  tree  ?  " 

"  Well,"  cried  Legrand,  highly  delighted,  "  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  Wh}',  tain't  noffin  but  a  skull  —  somebody  bin  lef  him 
head  up  de  tree,  and  de  crows  done  gobble  ebery  bit  ob  de 
meat  off." 

"  A  skull,  3'ou  say  !  —  very  well  !  —  how  is  it  fastened  to 
the  limb  ?  —  what  holds  it  on  ?  '' 

"  Sure  nuff,  massa  ;  mus  look.  Why,  dis  berry  curous  sar- 
cumstance,  pon  my  word  —  dare's  a  great  big  nail  in  de  skull, 
what  fastens  ob  it  on  to  de  tree." 

"Well  now,  Jupiter,  do  exactly  as  I  tell  you  —  do  you 
hear  ?  " 

"Yes,  massa." 

"Pay  attention,  then  !  —  find  the  left  eye  of  the  skull." 

"  Hum  !  hoo  I  dat's  good  !  wdiy  dare  ain't  no  eye  lef  at  all." 

"  Curse  your  stupidity  !  do  you  know  your  right  hand  from 
your  left  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  nose  dat  —  nose  all  about  dat  —  'tis  my  lef  hand 
what  I  chops  de  wood  wdd." 

"  To  be  sure  1  you  are  left-handed  ;  and  your  left  eye  is  on 
the  same  side  as  your  left  hand.  Now,  I  suppose  you  can  find 
the  left  eye  of  the  skull,  or  the  plac-s  w^here  the  left  eye  has 
been.     Have  you  found  it  ?  " 

Here  was  a  long  pause.     At  length  the  negro  asked, 

"  Is  de  lef  eye  ob  de  skull  pon  de  same  side  as  de  lef  hand 
of  de  skull,  too  ?  —  cause  de  skull  ain't  got  not  a  bit  ob  a  hand 
at  all  —  nebber  mind  I  I  got  de  lef  eye  now  —  here  de  lef  eye  ! 
What  mus  do  wid  it  ?  " 

"  Let  the  beetle  drop  througli  it,  as  far  as  the  string  will 
reach  —  but  be  careful  and  not  let  go  your  hold  of  the  string." 
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"  All  dat  done,  Massa  Will :  mighty  easy  ting  for  to  put  de 
bug  f ru  de  hole  —  look  out  for  him  dare  below  !  " 

During  this  colloquy  no  portion  of  Jupiter's  person  could 
be  seen ;  but  the  Ijeetle,  which  he  had  suffered  to  descend,  was 
now  visible  at  the  end  of  the  string,  and  glistened,  like  a  globe 
of  burnished  gold,  in  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  some  of 
which  still  faintly  illumined  the  eminence  upon  which  we  stood. 
The  scarahcBus  hung  quite  clear  of  any  branches,  and,  if  allowed 
to  fall,  would  have  fallen  at  our  feet.  Legrand  immediately 
took  the  scythe,  and  cleared  with  it  a  circular  space,  three  or 
four  yards  in  diameter,  just  beneath  the  insect,  and,  having 
accomplished  this,  ordered  Jupiter  to  let  go  the  string  and 
come  down  from  the  tree. 

Driving  a  peg,  with  great  nicety,  into  the  ground,  at  the 
precise  spot  where  the  beetle  fell,  my  friend  now  produced 
from  his  pocket  a  tape  measure.  Fastening  one  end  of  this  at 
that  point  of  the  trunk  of  the  tree  which  was  nearest  the  peg-, 
he  unrolled  it  till  it  reached  the  peg,  and  thence  farther  un- 
rolled it,  in  the  direction  already  established  by  the  two  points 
of  the  tree  and  the  peg,  for  the  distance  of  fifty  feet  —  Jupiter 
clearing  away  the  brambles  with  the  scythe.  At  the  spot  thus 
attained  a  second  peg  was  driven,  and  about  this,  as  a  center, 
a  rude  circle,  about  four  feet  in  diameter,  described.  Taking 
now  a  spade  himself,  and  giving  one  to  Jupiter  and  one  to  me, 
Legrand  begged  us  to  set  about  digging  as  quickly  as  possible. 

To  speak  the  truth,  I  had  no  especial  relish  for  such  amuse- 
ment at  any  time,  and,  at  that  particular  moment,  would  most 
willingly  have  declined  it ;  for  the  night  was  coming  on,  and  I 
felt  much  fatigued  with  the  exercise  already  taken  ;  but  I  saw 
no  mode  of  escape,  and  was  fearful  of  disturbing  my  poor 
friend's  equanimity  by  a  refusal.  Could  I  have  depended,  in- 
deed, upon  Jupiter's  aid,  I  would  have  had  no  hesitation  in 
attempting  to  get  the  lunatic  home  by  force  ;  but  I  was  too 
well  assured  of  the  old  negro's  disposition,  to  hope  that  he 
would  assist  me,  under  any  circumstances,  in  a  personal  contest 
with  his  master.  I  made  no  doubt  that  the  latter  had  been 
infected  with  some  of  the  innumerable  Southern  superstitions 
about  money  buried,  and  that  his  fantasy  had  received  con- 
firmation by  the  finding  of  the  scarabceus,  or,  perhaps,  by 
Jupiter's  obstinacy  in  maintaining  it  to  be  "  a  bug  of  real  gold." 
A  mind  disposed  to  lunacy  would  readily  be  led  away  by  such 
suggestions  —  especially  if  chiming   in  with   favorite   precon- 
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ceived  ideas  —  and  then  I  called  to  mind  the  poor  fellow's 
speech  about  the  beetle's  being  "the  index  of  his  fortune." 
Upon  the  whole,  I  was  sadly  vexed  and  puzzled,  but,  at  length, 
I  concluded  to  make  a  virtue  of  necessity  —  to  dig  with  a  good 
will,  and  thus  the  sooner  to  convince  the  visionary,  by  ocular 
demonstration,  of  the  fallacy  of  the  opinions  he  entertained. 

The  lanterns  having  been  lit,  we  all  fell  to  work  with  a 
zeal  worthy  a  more  rational  cause  ;  and,  as  the  glare  fell  upon 
our  persons  and  implements,  I  could  not  help  thinking  how 
picturesque  a  group  we  composed,  and  how  strange  and  suspi- 
cious our  labors  must  have  appeared  to  any  interloper  who,  by 
chance,  might  have  stumbled  upon  our  whereabouts. 

We  dug  very  steadily  for  two  hours.  Little  was  said  ;  and 
our  chief  embarrassment  lay  in  the  yelpings  of  the  dog,  who 
took  exceeding  interest  in  our  proceedings.  He  at  length 
became  so  obstreperous,  that  we  grew  fearful  of  his  giving  the 
alarm  to  some  stragglers  in  the  vicinity ;  or,  rather,  this  was 
the  apprehension  of  Legrand  ;  —  for  myself,  I  should  have 
rejoiced  at  any  interruption  which  might  have  enabled  me  to 
get  the  wanderer  home.  The  noise  was,  at  length,  very 
effectually  silenced  by  Jupiter,  who,  getting  out  of  the  hole, 
with  a  dogged  air  of  deliberation,  tied  the  brute's  mouth  up 
with  one  of  his  suspenders,  and  then  returned,  with  a  grave 
chuckle,  to  his  task. 

When  the  time  mentioned  had  expired,  we  had  reached  a 
depth  of  five  feet,  and  yet  no  signs  of  any  treasure  became 
manifest.  A  general  pause  ensued,  and  I  began  to  hope  that 
the  farce  was  at  an  end.  Legrand,  however,  although  evidently 
much  disconcerted,  wiped  his  brow  thoughtfully  and  recom- 
menced. We  had  excavated  the  entire  circle  of  four  feet 
diameter,  and  now  we  slightly  enlarged  the  limit,  and  went  to 
the  farther  depth  of  two  feet.  Still  nothing  appeared.  The 
gold  seeker,  whom  I  sincerely  pitied,  at  length  clambered  from 
the  pit,  with  the  bitterest  disappointment  imprinted  upon  every 
feature,  and  proceeded,  slowly  and  reluctantly,  to  put  on  his 
coat,  which  he  had  thrown  off  at  the  beginning  of  his  labor. 
In  the  mean  time  I  made  no  remark.  Jupiter,  at  a  signal  from 
his  master,  began  to  gather  up  his  tools.  This  done,  and  the 
dog  having  been  unmuzzled,  we  turned  in  profound  silence 
towards  home. 

We  had  taken,  perhaps,  a  dozen  steps  in  this  direction, 
when,  with   a  loud  oath,  Legrand  strode  up  to  Jupiter,  and 
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seized  him  by  the  collar.  The  astonished  negro  opened  his 
eyes  and  mouth  to  the  fullest  extent,  let  fall  the  spades,  and 
fell  upon  his  knees. 

"You  scoundrel,"  said  Legrand,  hissing  out  the  syllables 
from  between  his  clenched  teeth  —  "you  infernal  black  villain  1 
—  speak,  I  tell  you!  — answer  me  this  instant,  without  prevari- 
cation !  —  which  —  which  is  your  left  eye  ?  " 

"  Oh,  my  golly,  Massa  Will !  ain't  dis  here  my  lef  eye  for 
sartain  ?  "  roared  the  terrified  Jupiter,  placing  his  hand  upon 
his  right  organ  of  vision,  and  holding  it  there  with  a  desperate 
pertinacity,  as  if  in  immediate  dread  of  his  master's  attempt  at 
a  gouge. 

"I  thought  so  !  —  I  knew  it!  hurrah!  "  vociferated  Legrand, 
letting  the  negro  go,  and  executing  a  series  of  curvets  and  cara- 
coles, much  to  the  astonishment  of  his  valet,  who,  arising  from 
his  knees,  looked,  mutely,  from  his  master  to  myself,  and  then 
from  myself  to  his  master. 

"  Come  I  we  must  go  back,"  said  the  latter  ;  "  the  game's 
not  up  yet ; "  and  he  again  led  the  way  to  the  tulip  tree. 

"  Jupiter,''  said  he,  when  he  reached  the  foot,  "  come  here  ! 
Was  the  skull  nailed  to  the  limb  with  the  face  outwards,  or  with 
the  face  to  the  limb  ?  " 

"  De  face  was  out,  massa,  so  dat  de  crows  could  get  at  de 
eyes  good,  widout  any  trouble." 

"  Well,  then,  was  it  this  eye  or  that  through  which  you 
dropped  the  beetle?"  —  here  Legrand  touched  each  of  Jupi- 
ter's eyes. 

"  'Twas  dis  eye,  massa  —  de  lef  eye  —  jis  as  you  tell  me," 
and  here  it  was  his  right  eye  that  the  negro  indicated. 

"That  will  do  —  we  must  try  it  again." 

Here  my  friend,  about  whose  madness  I  now  saw,  or  fancied 
that  I  saw,  certain  indications  of  method,  removed  the  peg 
which  marked  the  spot  where  the  beetle  fell,  to  a  spot  about 
three  inches  to  the  westward  of  its  former  position.  Taking, 
now,  the  tape  measure  from  the  nearest  point  of  the  trunk  to 
the  peg,  as  before,  and  continuing  the  extension  in  a  straight 
line  to  the  distance  of  fifty  feet,  a  spot  was  indicated,  removed 
by  several  yards  from  the  point  at  which  we  had  been  digging. 

Around  the  new  position  a  circle,  somewhat  larger  than  in 
the  former  instance,  was  now  described,  and  we  again  set  to 
work  with  the  spades.  I  was  dreadfully  weary,  but  scarcely 
understanding  what  had  occasioned  the  change  in  my  thoughts, 
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I  felt  no  longer  any  great  aversion  from  the  labor  imposed.  I 
liad  become  most  unaccountably  interested  —  nay,  even  excited. 
Perhaps  there  was  something,  amid  all  the  extravagant  demeanor 
uf  Legrand  —  some  air  of  forethought,  or  of  deliberation,  which 
impressed  me.  I  dug  eagerly,  and  now  and  then  caught  myself 
actually  looking,  with  something  that  very  much  resembled 
expectation,  for  the  fancied  treasure,  the  vision  of  which  had 
demented  my  unfortunate  companion.  At  a  period  when  such 
vagaries  of  thought  most  fully  possessed  me,  and  when  we  had 
been  at  work  perhaps  an  hour  and  a  half,  we  were  again  inter- 
rupted by  the  violent  bowlings  of  the  dog.  His  uneasiness,  in 
the  first  instance,  had  been,  evidently,  but  the  result  of  play- 
fulness or  caprice,  but  he  now  assinned  a  bitter  and  serious 
tone.  Upon  Jupiter  again  attempting  to  muzzle  him,  he  made 
furious  resistance,  and,  leaping  into  the  hole,  tore  up  the  mold 
frantically  with  his  claws.  In  a  few  seconds  he  had  uncovered 
a  mass  of  human  bones,  forming  two  complete  skeletons,  inter- 
mingled with  several  buttons  of  metal,  and  what  appeared  to 
be  the  dust  of  decayed  woolen.  One  or  two  strokes  of  a  spade 
upturned  the  blade  of  a  large  Spanish  knife,  and,  as  we  dug 
farther,  three  or  four  loose  pieces  of  gold  and  silver  coin  came 
to  light. 

At  the  sight  of  these  the  joy  of  Jupiter  could  scarcely  be 
restrained,  but  the  countenance  of  hks  master  wore  an  air  of 
extreme  disappointment,  lie  urged  us,  however,  to  continue 
our  exertions,  and  the  words  were  hardly  uttered  when  I  stum- 
bled and  fell  forward,  having  caught  the  toe  of  my  boot  in  a 
large  ring  of  iron  that  lay  half  buried  in  the  loose  earth. 

We  now  worked  in  earnest,  and  never  did  I  pass  ten  min- 
utes of  more  intense  excitement.  During  this  interval  we  had 
fairly  unearthed  an  oblong  chest  of  wood,  Avhich  from  its  per- 
fect preservation  and  wonderful  hardness,  had  plainly  been 
subjected  to  some  mineralizing  process  —  perhaps  that  of  the 
Ijicliloride  of  mercury.  This  box  was  three  feet  and  a  half 
long,  three  feet  broad,  and  two  and  a  half  feet  deep.  It  was 
firmly  secured  by  bands  of  wrought  iron,  riveted,  and  forming 
a  kind  of  open  trellis  work  over  the  whole.  On  each  side  of 
the  chest,  near  the  top,  were  three  rings  of  iron  —  six  in  all  — 
by  means  of  which  a  firm  hold  could  be  obtained  by  six  persons. 
Our  utmost  united  endeavors  served  only  to  disturb  the  coffer 
very  slightly  in  its  bed.  We  at  once  saw  the  impossibility  of 
removing  so  great  a  weight.     Luckily,  the  sole  fastenings  of 
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the  lid  consisted  of  two  sliding  bolts.  These  we  drew  back  — 
trembling  and  panting  with  anxiety.  In  an  instant,  a  treasure 
of  incalculable  value  lay  gleaming  before  us.  As  the  rays  of 
the  lanterns  fell  within  the  pit,  there  flashed  upwards  a  glow 
and  a  glare,  from  a  confused  heap  of  gold  and  of  jewels,  that 
absolutely  dazzled  our  eyes. 

I  shall  not  pretend  to  describe  the  feelings  with  which  I 
gazed.  Amazement  was,  of  course,  predominant.  Legrand  ap- 
peared exhausted  with  excitement,  and  spoke  very  few  words. 
Jupiter's  countenance  wore,  for  some  minutes,  as  deadly  a  pallor 
as  it  is  possible,  in  the  nature  of  things,  for  any  negro's  visage 
to  assume.  He  seemed  stupefied  —  thunderstricken.  Presently 
he  fell  upon  his  knees  in  the  pit,  and,  burying  his  naked  arms 
up  to  the  elbows  in  gold,  let  them  there  remain,  as  if  enjoy- 
ing the  luxury  of  a  bath.  At  length,  with  a  deep  sigh,  he 
exclaimed,  as  if  in  a  soliloquy  :  — 

"And  dis  all  cum  ob  de  goole  bug  !  de  putty  goole  bug  !  de 
poor  little  goole  bug,  what  I  boosed  in  dat  sabage  kind  ob  style  ! 
Ain't  you  shamed  ob  yourself,  nigger  ?  —  answer  me  dat  I  " 

It  became  necessary,  at  last,  that  I  should  arouse  both 
master  and  valet  to  the  expediency  of  removing  the  treasure. 
It  was  growing  late,  and  it  behooved  us  to  make  exertion,  that 
we  might  get  everything  housed  before  daylight.  It  was  diffi- 
cult to  say  what  should  be  done,  and  much  time  was  spent  in 
deliberation  —  so  confused  were  the  ideas  of  all.  We,  finally, 
lightened  the  box  by  removing  two  thirds  of  its  contents,  when 
Ave  were  enabled,  with  some  trouble,  to  raise  it  from  the  hole. 
The  articles  taken  out  were  deposited  among  the  brambles,  and 
the  dog  left  to  guard  them,  with  strict  orders  from  Jupiter 
neither,  upon  any  pretense,  to  stir  from  the  spot,  nor  to  open 
his  mouth  until  our  return.  We  then  hurriedly  made  for  home 
with  the  chest,  reaching  the  hut  in  safety,  but  after  excessive 
toil,  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Worn  out  as  we  were,  it 
was  not  in  human  nature  to  do  more  immediately.  We  rested 
until  two,  and  had  supper,  starting  for  the  hills  immediately 
afterwards,  armed  with  three  stout  sacks,  which,  by  good  luck, 
were  upon  the  premises.  A  little  before  four  we  arrived  at  the 
pit,  divided  the  remainder  of  the  booty,  as  equally  as  might  be, 
among  us,  and,  leaving  the  holes  unfilled,  again  set  out  for  the 
hut,  at  which,  for  the  second  time,  we  deposited  our  golden 
burdens,  just  as  the  first  faint  streaks  of  the  dawn  gleamed 
from  over  the  tree  tops  in  the  East. 
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We  were  now  thoroughly  broken  down  ;  but  the  intense 
excitement  of  the  time  denied  us  repose.  After  an  unquiet 
slumber  of  some  three  or  four  hours'  duration,  we  arose,  as  if 
by  preconcert,  to  make  examination  of  our  treasure. 

The  chest  had  been  full  to  the  brim,  and  we  spent  the  whole 
day,  and  the  greater  part  of  tlie  next  night,  in  a  scrutiny  of  its 
contents.  There  had  been  nothing  like  order  or  arrangement. 
Everything  had  been  heaped  in  promiscuously.  Having  as- 
sorted all  with  care,  we  found  ourselves  possessed  of  even  vaster 
wealth  than  we  had  at  first  supposed.  In  coin  there  was  rather 
more  than  four  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars  —  estimating 
the  value  of  the  pieces,  as  accurately  as  we  could,  by  the  tables 
of  the  period.  There  was  not  a  particle  of  silver.  All  was 
gold  of  antique  date  and  of  great  variety  —  French,  Spanish, 
and  German  money,  with  a  few  English  guineas,  and  some 
counters,  of  which  we  had  never  seen  specimens  before.  There 
were  several  very  large  and  heavy  coins,  so  worn  that  we  could 
make  nothing  of  their  inscriptions.  There  was  no  American 
money.  The  value  of  the  jewels  we  found  more  difficulty  in 
estimating.  There  were  diamonds  —  some  of  them  exceedingly 
large  and  fine  —  a  hundred  and  ten  in  all,  and  not  one  of  them 
small ;  eighteen  rubies  of  remarkable  brilliancy  ;  —  three  hun- 
dred and  ten  emeralds,  all  very  beautiful ;  and  twenty-one 
sapphires,  with  an  opal.  These  stones  had  all  been  broken 
from  their  settings  and  thrown  loose  in  the  chest.  The  settings 
themselves,  which  we  picked  out  from  among  the  other  gold, 
appeared  to  have  been  beaten  up  with  hammers,  as  if  to  prevent 
identification.  Besides  all  this,  there  was  a  vast  quantity  of 
solid  gold  ornaments ;  —  nearly  two  hundred  massive  finger 
and  ear  rings ;  —  rich  chains  —  thirty  of  these,  if  I  remember  ;  — 
eighty -three  very  large  and  heavy  crucifixes  ;  — five  gold  censers 
of  great  value ;  —  a  prodigious  golden  punch  bowl,  ornamented 
with  richly  chased  vine  leaves  and  Bacchanalian  figures ;  with 
two  sword  handles  exquisitely  embossed,  and  many  other 
smaller  articles  which  I  cannot  recollect.  The  weight  of  these 
valuables  exceeded  three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  avoirdu- 
pois ;  and  in  this  estimate  I  have  not  included  one  hundred 
and  ninety-seven  superb  gold  watches,  three  of  the  number 
being  worth  each  five  hundred  dollars,  if  one.  Many  of  them 
were  very  old,  and  as  timekeepers  valueless,  the  works  having 
Buffered,  more  or  less,  from  corrosion  —  but  all  were  richly 
jeweled  and  in  cases  of  great  worth.     We  estimated  the  en- 
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tire  contents  of  the  chest,  that  night,  at  a  million  and  a  half  of 
dollars ;  and,  upon  the  subsequent  disposal  of  the  trinkets  and 
jewels  (a  few  being  retained  for  our  own  use),  it  was  found 
that  we  had  greatly  undervalued  the  treasure. 

When,  at  length,  we  had  concluded  our  examination,  and 
the  intense  excitement  of  the  time  had  in  some  measure  sub- 
sided, Legrand,  who  saw  that  I  was  dying  with  impatience  for 
a  solution  of  this  most  extraordinary  riddle,  entered  into  a  full 
detail  of  all  the  circumstances  connected  with  it. 

"  You  remember,"  said  he,  "  the  night  when  I  handed  you 
the  rough  sketch  I  had  made  of  the  scarahceus.  You  recollect 
also,  that  I  became  quite  vexed  at  you  for  insisting  that  my 
drawing  resembled  a  death's  head.  When  you  first  made  this 
assertion  I  thought  you  were  jesting ;  but  afterwards  I  called  to 
mind  the  peculiar  spots  on  the  back  of  the  insect,  and  admitted 
to  myself  that  your  remark  had  some  little  foundation  in  fact. 
Still,  the  sneer  at  my  graphic  powers  irritated  me  —  for  I  am 
considered  a  good  artist  —  and,  therefore,  when  you  handed  me 
the  scrap  of  parchment,  I  was  about  to  crumple  it  up  and  throw 
it  angrily  into  the  fire." 

"  The  scrap  of  paper,  you  mean,"  said  I. 

"  No ;  it  had  much  of  the  appearance  of  paper,  and  at  first 
I  supposed  it  to  be  such,  but  when  I  came  to  draw  upon  it,  I 
discovered  it  at  once  to  be  a  piece  of  very  thin  parchment.  It 
was  quite  dirty,  you  remember.  Well,  as  I  was  in  the  very  act 
of  crumpling  it  up,  my  glance  fell  upon  the  sketch  at  which  you 
had  been  looking,  and  you  may  imagine  my  astonishment  when 
I  perceived,  in  fact,  the  figure  of  a  death's  head  just  where,  it 
seemed  to  me,  I  had  made  the  drawing  of  the  beetle.  For  a 
moment  I  was  too  much  amazed  to  think  with  accuracy.  I 
knew  that  my  design  was  very  different  in  detail  from  this  — 
although  there  was  a  certain  similarity  in  general  outline. 
Presently  I  took  a  candle,  and  seating  myself  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  proceeded  to  scrutinize  the  parchment  more 
closely.  Upon  turning  it  over,  I  saw  my  own  sketch  upon  the 
reverse,  just  as  I  had  made  it.  My  first  idea,  now,  was  mere 
surprise  at  the  really  remarkable  similarity  of  outline  —  at  the 
singular  coincidence  involved  in  the  fact  that,  unknown  to  me, 
there  should  have  been  a  skull  upon  the  other  side  of  the  parch- 
ment, immediately  beneath  my  figure  of  the  scarahceus^  and  that 
this  skull,  not  only  in  outline,  but  in  size,  should  so  closely  re- 
semble my  drawing,     I  say  the  singularity  of  this  coincidence 
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absolutely  stupefied  me  for  a  time.  Tliis  is  tlie  usual  effect  of 
such  coincidences.  The  mind  struggles  to  establish  a  connec- 
tion—  a  sequence  of  cause  and  effect — and,  being  unable  to  do 
so,  suffers  a  species  of  temporary  paralysis.  But  when  I  re- 
covered from  this  stupor,  there  dawned  upon  me  gradually  a 
conviction  which  startled  me  even  far  more  than  the  coinci- 
dence. I  began  distinctly,  positively,  to  remember  that  there 
had  been  no  drawing  upon  the  parchment  when  I  made  my 
sketch  of  the  scarabceus.  I  became  perfectly  certain  of  this ; 
for  I  recollected  turning  up  first  one  side  and  then  the  other, 
in  search  of  the  cleanest  spot.  Had  the  skull  been  then  there, 
of  course,  I  could  not  have  failed  to  notice  it.  Here  was  in- 
deed a  mystery  which  I  felt  it  im.possible  to  explain  ;  but,  even 
at  that  early  moment,  there  seemed  to  glimmer,  faintly,  within 
the  most  remote  and  secret  chambers  of  my  intellect,  a  glow- 
wormlike conception  of  that  truth  which  last  night's  adventure 
brought  to  so  magnificent  a  demonstration.  I  arose  at  once, 
and  putting  the  parchment  securely  av/ay,  dismissed  all  farther 
reflection  until  I  should  be  alone. 

"  When  you  had  gone,  and  when  Jupiter  was  fast  asleep,  I 
betook  myself  to  a  more  methodical  investigation  of  the  affair. 
In  the  first  place  I  considered  the  manner  in  which  the  parch- 
ment had  come  into  my  possession.  The  spot  where  we  dis- 
covered the  scarabceus  was  on  the  coast  of  the  mainland,  about 
a  mile  eastward  of  the  island,  and  but  a  short  distance  above 
high-water  mark.  Upon  my  taking  hold  of  it,  it  gave  me  a 
sharp  bite,  which  caused  me  to  let  it  drop.  Jupiter,  with  his 
accustomed  caution,  before  seizing  the  insect,  which  had  flown 
towards  him,  looked  about  him  for  a  leaf,  or  something  of  that 
nature,  by  which  to  take  hold  of  it.  It  was  at  this  moment 
that  his  eyes,  and  mine  also,  fell  upon  the  scrap  of  parchment, 
which  I  then  supposed  to  be  paper.  It  was  lying  half  buried 
in  the  sand,  a  corner  sticking  up.  Near  the  spot  where  we 
found  it,  I  observed  the  remnants  of  the  hull  of  what  appeared 
to  have  been  a  ship's  longboat.  The  wreck  seemed  to  have 
been  there  for  a  very  great  while  ;  for  the  resemblance  to  boat 
timbers  could  scarcely  be  traced. 

"  Well,  Jupiter  picked  up  the  parchment,  wrapped  the  beetle 
in  it,  and  gave  it  to  me.     Soon  afterwards  we  turned  to  go 

home,  and  on  the  way  met  Lieutenant  G .     I  showed  him 

the  insect,  and  he  begged  me  to  let  him  take  it  to  the  fort. 
Upon  my  consenting,  he  thrust  it  forthwith  into  his  waistcoat 
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pocket,  without  the  parchment  in  which  it  had  been  wrapped, 
and  which  I  had  continued  to  hold  in  my  hand  during  his 
inspection.  Perhaps  he  dreaded  my  changing  my  mind,  and 
thought  it  best  to  make  sure  of  the  prize  at  once  —  you  know 
how  enthusiastic  he  is  on  all  subjects  connected  with  Natural 
History.  At  the  same  time,  without  being  conscious  of  it,  1 
must  have  deposited  the  parchmont  in  my  own  pocket. 

"  You  remember  that  when  I  went  to  the  table,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  a  sketch  of  the  beetle,  I  found  no  paper  where 
it  was  usually  kept.  I  looked  in  the  drawer,  and  found  none 
there.  I  searched  my  pockets,  hoping  to  find  an  old  letter, 
when  my  hand  fell  upon  the  parchment.  I  thus  detail  the 
precise  mode  in  which  it  came  into  my  possession,  for  the 
circumstances  impressed  me  with  peculiar  force. 

"  No  doubt  you  will  think  me  fanciful  —  but  I  had  already 
established  a  kind  of  connection.  I  had  put  together  two  iinks 
of  a  great  chain.  There  was  a  boat  lying  upon  a  seacoj,st,  and 
not  far  from  the  boat  was  a  parchment  —  not  a  paper  —  with  a 
skull  depicted  upon  it.  You  will,  of  course,  ask  '  Where  is  the 
connection  ? '  I  reply  that  the  skull,  or  death's  head,  is  the 
well-known  emblem  of  the  pirate.  The  Sag  of  the  death's  head 
is  hoisted  in  all  engagements. 

"  I  have  said  that  the  scrap  was  parchment,  and  not  paper. 
Piirchment  is  durable  —  almost  imperishable.  Matters  of  little 
moment  are  rarely  consigned  to  parchment ;  since,  for  the  mere 
ordinary  purposes  of  drawing  or  writing,  it  is  not  nearly  so  well 
adapted  as  paper.  This  reflection  suggested  some  meaning  — 
some  relevancy  —  in  the  death's  head.  I  did  not  fail  to  observe, 
also,  the  form  of  the  parchment.  Although  one  of  its  corners 
had  been,  by  some  accident,  destroyed,  it  could  be  seen  that 
the  original  form  was  oblong.  It  was  just  such  a  slip,  indeed, 
as  might  have  been  chosen  for  a  memorandum  —  for  a  record  of 
something  to  be  long  remembered  and  carefully  preserved." 

'•  But,"  I  interposed,  "  you  say  that  the  skull  was  not  upon 
the  parchment  when  you  made  the  drawing  of  the  beetle.  How 
then  do  you  trace  any  connection  between  the  boat  and  the  skull 
—  since  this  latter,  according  to  your  own  admission,  must  have 
been  designed  (God  only  knows  how  or  by  whom)  at  some 
period  subsequent  to  your  sketching  the  scarabceus  "^  '^ 

"  Ah,  hereupon  turns  the  whole  mystery,  although  the  secret, 
at  this  point,  I  had  comparatively  little  difi&culty  in  solving. 
My  steps  were  sure,  and  could  afford  but  a  single  result.     1 

21 
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reasoned,  for  example,  thus  :  When  I  drew  the  3carahceus,  there 
was  no  skull  apparent  upon  the  parchment.  When  I  had  com- 
pleted the  drawing  I  gave  it  to  you,  and  observed  you  narrowly 
until  you  returned  it.  You,  therefore,  did  not  design  the  skull, 
and  no  one  else  was  present  to  do  it.  Then  it  was  not  done  by 
human  agency.     And  nevertheless  it  Avas  done. 

"  At  this  stage  of  my  reflections  I  endeavored  to  remember, 
and  did  remember,  with  entire  distinctness,  every  incident 
which  occurred  about  the  period  in  question.  The  weather 
was  chilly  (oh  rare  and  happy  accident  I),  and  a  fire  was  blaz- 
ing upon  the  hearth.  I  was  heated  with  exercise,  and  sat  near 
the  table.  You,  however,  had  drawn  a  chair  close  to  the  chim- 
ney. Just  as  I  placed  the  parchment  in  j^our  hand,  and  as  you 
were  in  the  act  of  inspecting  it.  Wolf,  the  Newfoundland,  entered, 
and  leaped  upon  your  shoulders.  With  your  left  hand  you 
caressed  him  and  kept  him  off,  while  your  right,  holding  the 
parchment,  was  permitted  to  fall  listlessly  between  your  knees, 
and  in  close  proximity  to  the  fire.  At  one  moment  I  thought 
the  blaze  had  caught  it,  and  was  about  to  caution  you,  but, 
before  I  could  speak,  you  had  withdrawn  it,  and  were  engaged 
in  its  examination.  When  I  considered  all  these  particulars,  I 
doubted  not  for  a  moment  that  heat  had  been  the  agent  in 
bringing  to  light,  upon  the  parchment,  the  skull  which  I  saw 
designed  upon  it.  You  are  well  aware  that  chemical  prepara- 
tions exist,  and  have  existed  time  out  of  mind,  by  means  of 
which  it  is  possible  to  write  upon  either  paper  or  vellum,  so 
that  the  characters  shall  become  visible  only  when  subjected  to 
the  action  of  fire.  Zaffre,  digested  in  aqua  regia,  and  diluted 
with  four  times  its  weight  '>f  water,  is  sometimes  employed  ;  a 
green  tint  results.  The  regulus  of  cobalt,  dissolved  in  spirit  of 
niter,  gives  a  red.  These  colors  disappear  at  longer  or  shorter 
intervals  after  the  material  written  upon  cools,  but  again  become 
apparent  upon  the  reapplication  of  heat. 

"  I  now  scrutinized  the  death's  head  with  care.  Its  outer 
edges  —  the  edges  of  the  drawing  nearest  the  edge  of  the  vel- 
lum—  were  far  more  distinct  than  the  others.  It  was  clear  that 
the  action  of  the  caloric  had  been  imperfect  or  unequal.  I 
immediately  kindled  a  fire,  and  subjected  every  portion  of  the 
parchment  to  a  glowing  heat.  At  first,  the  only  effect  was  the 
strengthening  of  the  faint  lines  in  the  skull ;  but,  upon  per- 
severing in  the  experiment,  there  became  visible,  at  the  corner 
of  the  slip,  diagonally  opposite  to  the  spot  in  which  the  death's 
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head  was  delineated,  the  figure  of  what  I  at  first  supposed  to 
be  a  goat.  A  closer  scrutiny,  however,  satisfied  me  that  it  was 
intended  for  a  kid." 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  "  said  I,  "  to  be  sure  I  have  no  right  to  laugh  at 
you  —  a  million  and  a  half  of  money  is  too  serious  a  matter  for 
mirth  —  but  you  are  not  about  to  establish  a  third  link  in  your 
chain  —  yon  will  not  find  any  especial  connection  between  your 
pirates  and  a  goat  —  pirates,  you  know,  have  nothing  to  do 
with  goats ;  they  appertain  to  the  farming  interest." 

"  But  I  have  said  that  the  figure  was  not  that  of  a  goat." 

"Well,  a  kid,  then  —  pretty  much  the  same  thing." 

"  Pretty  much,  but  not  altogether,"  said  Legrand.  "  You 
may  have  heard  of  one  Captairi  Kidd.  I  at  once  looked  upon 
the  figure  of  the  animal  as  a  kind  of  punning  or  hieroglyphical 
signature.  I  say  signature,  because  its  position  upon  the  vel- 
lum suggested  this  idea.  The  death's  head  at  the  corner 
diagonally  opposite  had,  in  the  same  manner,  the  air  of  a 
stamp,  or  seal.  But  I  was  sorely  put  out  by  the  absence  of  all 
else  —  of  the  body  to  my  imagined  instrument  —  of  the  text  for 
my  context." 

"  I  presume  you  expected  to  find  a  letter  between  the  stamp 
and  the  signature." 

"Something  of  that  kind.  The  fact  is,  I  felt  irresistibly 
impressed  with  a  presentiment  of  some  vast  good  fortune 
impending.  I  can  scarcely  say  why.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it 
was  rather  a  desire  than  an  actual  belief  ;  but  do  you  know  that 
Jupiter's  silly  words,  about  the  bug  being  of  solid  gold,  had  a 
remarkable  effect  upon  my  fancy?  And  then  the  series  of 
accidents  and  coincidences  —  these  were  so  veri/  extraordinary. 
Do  you  observe  how  mere  an  accident  it  was  that  these  events 
should  have  occurred  upon  the  sole  day  of  all  the  year  in  which 
it  has  been,  or  may  be,  sufficiently  cool  for  fire,  and  that  with- 
out the  fire,  or  without  the  intervention  of  the  dog  at  the  pre- 
cise moment  in  which  he  appeared,  I  should  never  have  become 
aware  of  the  death's  head,  and  so  never  the  possessor  of  the 
treasure  ? " 

"But  proceed  —  I  am  all  impatience." 

"  Well,  you  have  heard,  of  course,  the  many  stories  current 
—  the  thousand  vague  rumors  afloat  about  money  buried,  some- 
where  upon  the  Atlantic  coast,  by  Kidd  and  his  associates. 
These  rumors  must  have  had  some  foundation  in  fact.  And 
that  the  rumors  have  existed  so  long  and  so  continuous,  could 
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have  resulted,  it  appeared  to  me,  only  from  the  circumstance  of 
the  buried  treasure  still  remaining  entombed.  Had  Kidd  con- 
cealed his  plunder  for  a  time,  and  afterwards  reclaimed  it,  the 
rumors  would  scarcely  have  reached  us  in  their  present  unvary- 
ing form.  You  will  observe  that  the  stories  told  are  all  about 
money  seekers,  not  about  money  finders.  Had  the  pirate  re- 
covered his  money,  there  the  affair  would  have  dropped.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  some  accident  —  say  the  loss  of  a  memoran- 
dum indicating  its  locality  —  had  deprived  him  of  the  means  of 
recovering  it,  and  that  this  accident  had  become  known  to  his 
follo'>"ers,  who  otherwise  might  never  have  heard  that  treasure 
had  been  concealed  nt  all,  and  who,  busying  themselves  in 
vain,  because  of  unguided  attempts,  to  regain  it,  had  given 
first  birth,  and  then  universal  currency,  to  the  reports  which 
are  now  so  common..  Have  you  ever  heard  of  any  important 
treasure  being  unearthed  along  the  coast  ?  " 

"Never." 

"But  that  Kidd's  accumulations  were  immense  is  well 
known.  I  took  it  for  granted,  therefore,  that  the  earth  still 
held  them  ;  and  you  will  scarcely  be  surprised  when  I  tell  you 
that  I  felt  a  hope,  nearly  amounting  to  certainty,  that  the 
parchment  so  strangely  found  involved  a  lost  record  of  the 
place  of  deposit." 

"  But  how  did  you  proceed  ?  " 

"  I  held  the  vellum  again  to  the  fire,  after  increasing  the 
heat ;  but  nothing  appeared.  I  now  thought  it  possible  that 
the  coating  of  dirt  might  have  something  to  do  with  the  fail- 
ure ;  so  I  carefully  rinsed  the  parchment  by  pouring  warm 
water  over  it,  and,  having  done  this,  I  placed  it  in  a  tin  pan, 
with  the  skull  downwards,  and  put  the  pan  upon  a  furnace  of 
lighted  charcoal.  In  a  few  minutes,  the  pan  having  become 
thoroughly  heated,  I  removed  the  slip,  and,  to  my  inexpressible 
joy,  found  it  spotted,  in  several  places,  with  what  appeared  to 
be  figures  arranged  in  lines.  Again  I  placed  it  in  the  pan, 
and  suffered  it  to  remain  another  minute.  Upon  taking  it  off, 
the  whole  was  just  as  you  see  it  now." 

Here  Legrand,  having  reheated  the  parchment,  submitted 
it  to  my  inspeotion.  The  following  characters  were  rudely 
traced,  in  a  red  tint,  between  the  death's  head  and  the  goat ;  — 

53nt305))6*;4826)4t)4l:);806*;48t8lf60))85;lt(';:i*8183(88)5n; 
46(j  88*96*?i8)*t0485)j  5*t2:*t  04956*2(5*— 4)8118*}  4069285;;  )6t8)4 
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It;  1($9;  48081;8:8n;  48t85j  4)4851528800*81(1:9;  48;(88;  4(1:?34;48)4t; 
1G1;:188;1:?; 

''  But,"  said  I,  returning  him  tlie  slip,  "  I  am  as  mucli  in 
the  dark  as  ever.  Were  all  the  jewels  of  Golconda  awaiting 
me  upon  my  solution  of  this  enigma,  I  am  quite  sure  that  I 
should  be  unable  to  earn  them." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Legrand,  "  the  solution  is  by  no  means  so 
difficult  as  you  might  be  led  to  imagine  from  the  first  hasty 
inspection  of  the  characters.  These  characters,  as  any  one 
might  readily  guess,  form  a  cipher  —  that  is  to  say,  they  con- 
vey a  meaning:  but  then,  from  what  is  known  of  Kidd,  I 
could  not  suppose  him  capable  of  constructing  any  of  the  more 
abstruse  cryptographs.  I  made  up  my  mind,  at  once,  that  this 
was  of  a  simple  species  —  such,  however,  as  would  appear,  to 
the  crude  intellect  of  the  sailor,  absolutely  insoluble  without 
the  key." 

"  And  you  really  solved  it  ?  " 

"  Readily ;  I  have  solved  others  of  an  abstruseness  ten 
thousand  times  greater.  Circumstances,  and  a  certain  bias  of 
mind,  have  led  me  to  take  interest  in  such  riddles,  and  it  may 
well  be  doubted  whether  human  ingenuity  can  construct  an 
enigma  of  the  kind  which  human  ingenuity  may  not,  by  proper 
application,  resolve.  In  fact,  having  once  established  con- 
nected and  legible  characters,  I  scarcely  gave  a  thought  to  the 
mere  difficulty  of  developing  their  import. 

"  In  the  present  case  —  indeed  in  all  cases  of  secret  writing 
—  the  first  question  regards  the  language  of  the  cipher;  for 
the  principles  of  solution,  so  far,  especially  as  the  more  simple 
ciphers  are  concerned,  depend  upon,  and  are  varied  by,  the 
genius  of  the  particular  idiom.  In  general,  there  is  no  alter- 
native but  experiment  (directed  by  probabilities)  of  every 
tongue  known  to  him  who  attempts  the  solution,  until  the  true 
one  be  attained.  But,  with  the  cipher  now  before  us,  all  diffi- 
culty was  removed  by  the  signature.  The  pun  upon  the  word 
'  Kidd '  is  appreciable  in  no  other  language  than  the  English. 
But  for  this  consideration  I  should  have  begun  my  attempts 
with  the  Spanish  and  French,  as  the  tongues  in  which  a  secret 
of  this  kind  would  most  naturally  have  been  written  by  a 
pirate  of  the  Spanish  main.  As  it  was,  I  assumed  the  crypto- 
graph to  be  English. 

"  You  observe  there  are  no  divisions  between   the  words. 
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Had  there  been  divisions,  the  task  would  have  been  compara- 
tively easy.  In  such  case  I  should  have  commenced  with  a 
collation  and  analysis  of  the  shorter  words ;  and  had  a  word 
of  a  single  letter  occurred,  as  is  most  likely  (a  or  /,  for  exam- 
ple), I  should  have  considered  the  solution  as  assured.  But, 
there  being  no  division,  my  first  step  was  to  ascertain  the  pre- 
dominant letters,  as  well  as  the  least  frequent.  Counting  all, 
I  constructed  a  table  thus  :  — 


Of  the  characters  8  there  are  33. 

• 

> 

(( 

26. 

4 

(( 

19. 

±) 

(C 

16. 

* 

u 

13. 

5 

u 

12. 

6 

11 

11. 

tl 

u 

8. 

0 

u 

6. 

92 

t( 

5. 

:3 

(( 

4. 

9 

• 

tt 

3. 

ir 

it 

2. 

—      «      1. 

"  Now,  in  English,  the  letter  which  most  frequently  occurs 
is  e.  Afterwards,  the  succession  runs  thus  :  aoidhnrstu 
y  c  f  g  I  m  tv  h  k  p  q  X  z.  E  predominates  so  remarkably  that  an 
individual  sentence  of  any  length  is  rarely  seen,  in  which  it  is 
not  the  prevailing  character. 

"  Here,  then,  we  have,  in  the  very  beginning,  the  ground- 
work for  something  more  than  a  mere  guess.  The  general  use 
which  may  be  made  of  the  table  is  obvious  —  but  in  tliis  particu- 
lar cipher  we  shall  only  very  partially  require  its  aid.  As  our 
predominant  character  is  8,  we  will  commence  by  assuming  it 
as  the  e  of  the  natural  alphabet.  To  verify  the  supposition,  let 
us  observe  if  the  8  be  seen  often  in  couples  —  for  e  is  doubled 
with  great  frequency  in  English  —  in  such  words,  for  example, 
as  '  meet,'  '  fleet,'  '  speed,'  '  seen,'  '  been,'  '  agree,'  etc.  In  the 
present  instance  we  see  it  doubled  no  less  than  live  times, 
although  the  cryptograph  is  brief. 

"  Let  as  assume  8  then,  as  e.  Now,  of  all  words  in  the  lan- 
guage, '  the '  is  most  usual ;  let  us  see,  therefore,  whether  there 
are  not  repetitions  of  any  three  characters,  in  the  same  order  of 
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collocation,  the  last  of  tliein  being  8.  If  we  discover  repeti- 
tions of  such  letters,  so  arranged,  they  will  most  probably  rep- 
resent the  word  'the,'  Upon  inspection,  we  find  no  less  than 
seven  such  arrangements,  the  characters  being  ;48.  We  may, 
therefore,  assume  that  ;  represents  t,  4  represents  h,  and  8  rep- 
resents e  —  the  last  being  now  well  confirmed.  Thus  a  great 
step  has  been  taken. 

"But,  having  established  a  single  word,  we  are  enabled  to 
establish  a  vastly  important  point ;  that  is  to  say,  several  com- 
mencements and  terminations  of  other  words.  Let  us  refer, 
for  example,  to  the  last  instance  but  one,  in  which  the  combi- 
nation ;48  occurs  —  not  far  from  the  end  of  the  cipher.  We 
know  that  the  ;  immediately  ensuing  is  the  commencement  of 
a  word,  and,  of  the  six  characters  succeeding  this  '  the,'  we  are 
cognizant  of  no  less  than  five.  Let  us  set  these  characters 
down,  thus,  by  the  letters  we  know  them  to  represent,  leaving 
a  space  for  the  unknown  — 

t  eeth. 

"  Here  we  are  enabled,  at  once,  to  discard  the  '  f A,'  as  form- 
ing no  portion  of  the  word  commencing  with  the  first  t ;  since, 
by  experiment  of  the  entire  alphabet  for  a  letter  adapted  to  the 
vacancy,  we  perceive  that  no  word  can  be  formed  of  which  this 
th  can  be  a  part.     We  are  thus  narrowed  into 

t  ee, 

and,  going  through  the  alphabet,  if  necessary,  as  before,  we 
arrive  at  the  word  '  tree,'  as  the  sole  possible  reading.  We 
thus  gain  another  letter  r,  represented  by  (,  with  the  words 
'  the  tree '  in  juxtaposition. 

"  Looking  beyond  these  words,  for  a  short  distance,  we  again 
see  the  combination  ;48,  and  employ  it  by  way  of  termination  to 
what  immediately  precedes.     We  have  thus  this  arrangement : 

the  tree  ;4($?34  the, 

or,  substituting  the  natural  letters,  where  known,  it  reads  thus : 

the  tree  thrt^'-3h  the. 

"  Now,  if,  in  place  of  the  unknown  characters,  we  leav© 
blank  spaces,  or  substitute  dots,  we  read  thus :  — 

the  tree  thr...h  the, 
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when  the  word  '  through  '  makes  itself  evident  at  once.  But 
this  discovery  gives  us  tliree  new  letters,  o,  w,  and  g^  represented 
by  t,  ?,  and  3. 

"  Looking  now,  narrowly,  through  the  cipher  for  combina- 
tions of  known  characters,  we  find,  not  very  far  from  the  begin- 
ning, this  arrangement, 

83(88,  or  agree, 

which,  plainly,  is  the  conclusion  of  the  word  'degree,'  and  gives 
us  another  letter,  c?,  represented  by  f . 

"Four  letters  beyond  the  word  'degree,'  we  perceive  the 
combination, 

548(;88. 

"Translating  the  known  characters,  and  representing  the 
unknown  by  dots,  as  before,  we  read  thus  :  — 

th  rtee, 

an  arrangement  immediately  suggestive  of  the  word,  '  thirteen,' 
and  again  furnishing  us  with  two  new  characters,  i  and  w,  rep- 
resented by  6  and  *. 

"  Referring,  now,  to  the  beginning  of  the  cryptograph,  we 
find  the  combination, 

53ttt. 
"  Translating,  as  before,  we  obtain 

•  good, 

which  assures  us  that  the  first  letter  is  A^  and  that  the  first  two 
words  are  'A  good.' 

"It  is  now  time  that  we  arrange  our  key,  as  far  as  dis- 
covered, in  a  tabular  form,  to  avoid  confusion.  It  will  stand 
thus :  — 

6  represents  a 

t 
8 
3 

4 

6 

# 

% 
( 

"We  have,  therefore,  no  less  than  ten  of  the  most  important 
letters  represented,  and  it  will  be  unnecessary  to  proceed  with 
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the  details  of  the  solution.  I  have  said  enough  to  convince 
you  that  ciphers  of  this  nature  are  readily  soluble,  and  to  give 
you  some  insight  into  the  rationale  of  their  development.  But 
be  assured  that  the  specimen  before  us  appertains  to  the  very 
simplest  species  of  cryptograph.  It  now  only  remains  to  give 
you  the  full  translation  of  the  characters  upon  the  parchment, 
as  unriddled.     Here  it  is  :  — 

"  '  A  good  glass  in  the  bishop's  hostel  in  the  deviVs  seat  forty- 
one  degrees  and  thirteen  miyiutes  northeast  and  hy  north  main 
branch  seventh  limb  east  side  shoot  from  the  left  eye  of  the  death's 
head  a  bee  line  from,  the  tree  through  the  shot  fifty  feet  out.'  " 

"But,"  said  I,  "the  enigma  seems  still  in  as  bad  a  condition 
as  ever.  How  is  it  possible  to  extort  a  meaning  from  all  this 
jargon  about  'devil's  seats,'  'death's  heads,'  and  'bishop's 
hotels'?" 

"  I  confess,"  replied  Legrand,  "  that  the  matter  still  wears  a 
serious  aspect,  when  regarded  with  a  casual  glance.  My  first 
endeavor  was  to  divide  the  sentence  into  the  natural  division 
intended  by  the  cryptographist." 

"  You  mean  to  punctuate  it  ?  " 

"Something  of  that  kind." 

"  But  how  was  it  possible  to  effect  this  ?  " 

"  I  reflected  that  it  had  been  a  point  with  the  writer  to  run 
his  words  together  without  division,  so  as  to  increase  the  diffi- 
culty of  solution.  Now,  a  not  overacute  man,  in  pursuing 
such  an  object,  would  be  nearly  certain  to  overdo  the  matter. 
When,  in  the  course  of  his  composition,  he  arrived  at  a  break 
in  his  subject  which  would  naturally  require  a  pause,  or  a  point, 
he  would  be  exceedingly  apt  to  run  his  characters,  at  this  place, 
more  than  usually  close  together.  If  you  will  observe  the  MS. 
in  the  present  instance  you  will  easily  detect  five  such  cases  of 
unusual  crowding.  Acting  upon  this  hint,  I  made  the  division 
thus  :  — 

"  '  A  good  glass  in  the  bishop's  hostel  in  the  deviVs  seat  — forty- 
one  degrees  and  thirteen  minutes  —  northeast  and  by  north  —  main 
branch  seventh  limb  east  side  —  shoot  from  the  left  eye  of  the 
death's  head —  a  bee  line  from,  the  tree  through  the  shot  fifty  feet 
out."' 

"Even  this  division,"  said  I,  "leaves  me  still  in  the 
dark." 

"  It  left  me  also  in  the  dark,"  replied  Legrand,  "  for  a  few 
days,  during  which  I  made  diligent  inquiry,  in  the  neighbor- 
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hood  of  Sullivan's  Island,  for  any  building  which  went  by  the 
name  of  the  'Bishop's  Hotel';  for,  of  course,  I  dropped  the 
obsolete  word  'hostel.'  Gaining  no  information  on  the  subject, 
I  was  on  the  point  of  extending  my  sphere  of  search,  and  pro- 
ceeding in  a  more  systematic  manner,  when,  one  morning, 
it  entered  into  my  head,  quite  suddenly,  that  this  '  Bishop's 
Hostel'  might  have  some  reference  to  an  old  family,  of  the 
name  of  Bessop,  which,  time  out  of  mind,  had  held  possession 
of  an  ancient  manor  house,  about  four  miles  to  the  northward 
of  the  Island.  I  accordingly  went  over  to  the  plantation,  and 
reinstituted  my  inquiries  among  the  older  negroes  of  the  place. 
At  length  one  of  the  most  aged  of  the  women  said  that  she  had 
heard  of  such  a  place  as  Bessop's  Castle,  and  thought  that  she 
could  guide  me  to  it,  but  that  it  was  not  a  castle,  nor  a  tavern, 
but  a  high  rock. 

"  I  offered  to  pay  her  well  for  her  trouble,  and,  after  some 
demur,  she  consented  to  accompany  me  to  the  spot.  We  found 
it  without  much  difficulty,  when,  dismissing  her,  I  proceeded 
to  examine  the  place.  The  '  castle '  consisted  of  an  irregular 
assemblage  of  cliffs  and  rocks  —  one  of  the  latter  being  quite 
remarkable  for  its  height  as  well  as  for  its  insulated  and  artifi- 
cial appearance.  I  clambered  to  its  apex,  and  then  felt  much 
at  a  loss  as  to  what  should  be  next  done. 

"  While  I  was  busied  in  reflection,  my  eyes  fell  upon  a 
narrow  ledge  in  the  eastern  face  of  the  rock,  perhaps  a  yard 
below  the  summit  upon  which  I  stood.  This  ledge  projected 
about  eighteen  inches,  and  was  not  more  than  a  foot  wide, 
while  a  niche  in  the  cliff'  just  above  it  gave  it  a  rude  resem- 
blance to  one  of  the  hollow-backed  chairs  used  by  our  ancestors. 
I  made  no  doubt  that  here  was  the  'devil's  seat'  alluded  to 
in  the  MS.,  and  now  I  seemed  to  grasp  the  full  secret  of  the 
riddle. 

"  The  '  good  glass,'  I  knew,  could  have  reference  to  nothing 
but  a  telescope ;  for  the  word  '  glass '  is  rarely  employed  in 
any  other  sense  by  seamen.  Now  here,  I  at  once  saw,  was  a 
telescope  to  be  used,  and  a  definite  point  of  view,  ad7nitting  no 
variation^  from  which  to  use  it.  Nor  did  I  hesitate  to  believe 
that  the  phrases,  'forty-one  degrees  and  thirteen  minutes,' 
and  'northeast  and  by  north,'  were  intended  as  directions  for 
the  leveling  of  the  glass.  Greatly  excited  by  these  discov- 
eries, I  hurried  home,  procured  a  telescope,  and  returned  to  the 
rock. 
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"  I  let  myself  down  to  the  ledge,  and  found  that  it  v/as  im- 
possible to  retain  a  seat  upon  it  except  in  one  particular  posi- 
tion. This  fact  confirmed  my  preconceived  idea.  I  proceeded 
to  use  the  glass.  Of  course,  the  '  forty-one  degrees  and  thirteen 
minutes '  could  allude  to  nothing  but  elevation  above  the  visi- 
ble horizon,  since  the  horizontal  direction  was  clearly  indicated 
by  the  words,  'northeast  and  by  north.'  This  latter  direction 
I  at  once  established  by  means  of  a  pocket  compass;  then, 
pointing  the  glass  as  nearly  at  an  angle  of  forty-one  degrees 
of  elevation  as  I  could  do  it  by  guess,  1  moved  it  cautiously  up 
or  down,  until  my  attention  was  arrested  by  a  circular  rift  or 
opening  in  the  foliage  of  a  large  tree  that  overtopped  its  fellows 
in  the  distance.  In  the  center  of  this  rift  I  perceived  a  white 
spot,  but  could  not,  at  first,  distinguish  what  it  was.  Adjust- 
ing the  focus  of  the  telescope,  I  again  looked,  and  now  made  it 
out  to  be  a  human  skull. 

"  Upon  this  discovery  I  was  so  sanguine  as  to  consider  the 
enigma  solved  ;  for  the  phrase  '  main  branch,  seventh  limb,  east 
side,'  could  refer  only  to  the  position  of  the  skull  ujDon  the  tree, 
while  '  shoot  from  the  left  eye  of  the  death's  head '  admitted 
also  of  but  one  interpretation,  in  regard  to  a  search  for  buried 
treasure.  I  perceived  that  the  design  was  to  drop  a  bullet 
from  the  left  eye  of  the  skull,  and  that  a  bee  line,  or,  in  other 
words,  a  straight  line,  drawn  from  the  nearest  point  of  the 
trunk  through  '  the  shot '  (or  the  spot  where  the  bullet  fell), 
and  thence  extended  to  a  distance  of  fifty  feet,  would  indicate 
a  definite  point  —  and  beneath  this  point  I  thought  it  at  least 
possible  that  a  deposit  of  value  lay  concealed." 

"  All  this,"  I  said,  "  is  exceedingly  clear,  and,  although 
ingenious,  still  simple  and  explicit.  When  you  left  the  '  Bish- 
op's Hotel,'  what  then  ?  " 

"Why,  having  carefully  taken  the  bearings  of  the  tree,  I 
turned  homewards.  The  instant  that  I  left  the  '  devil's  seat,' 
however,  the  circular  rift  vanished ;  nor  could  I  get  a  glimpse 
of  it  afterwards,  turn  as  I  would.  What  seems  to  me  the  chief 
ingenuity  in  this  whole  business  is  the  fact  (for  repeated  experi- 
ment has  convinced  me  it  is  a  fact)  that  the  circular  opening 
in  question  is  visible  from  no  other  attainable  point  of  view 
than  that  afforded  by  the  narrow  ledge  upon  the  face  of  the 
rock. 

"In  this  expedition  to  the  'Bishop's  Hotel'  I  had  been 
attended  by  Jupiter,  who  had  no  doubt  observed  for  some 
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weeks  past  the  abstraction  of  my  demeanor,  and  took  especial 
care  not  to  leave  me  alone.  But,  on  the  next  day,  getting  up 
very  early,  I  contrived  to  give  him  the  slip,  and  went  into  the 
liills  in  search  of  the  tree.  After  much  toil  I  found  it.  When 
I  camo  home  at  night  my  valet  proposed  to  give  me  a  flogging. 
With  the  rest  of  the  adventure  I  believe  you  are  as  well  ac- 
quainted as  myself." 

"I  suppose,"  said  I,  "you  missed  the  spot,  in  the  first 
attempt  at  digging,  through  Jupiter's  stupidity  in  letting  the 
bug  fall  through  the  right  instead  of  through  the  left  eye  of  the 
skull." 

"  Precisely.  This  mistake  made  a  difference  of  about  two 
inches  and  a  half  in  the  'shot'  —  that  is  to  say,  in  the  position 
of  the  peg  nearest  the  tree  ;  and  had  the  treasure  been  beneath 
the  '  shot,'  the  error  would  have  been  of  little  moment ;  but  the 
*  shot,'  together  with  the  nearest  point  of  the  tree,  were  merely 
two  points  for  the  establishment  of  a  line  of  direction ;  of  course 
the  error,  however  trivial  in  the  beginning,  increased  as  we 
proceeded  with  the  line,  and  by  the  time  we  had  gone  fifty 
feet,  threw  us  quite  off  the  scent.  But  for  my  deep-seated 
impressions  that  treasure  was  here  somewhere  actually  buried, 
we  might  have  had  all  our  labor  in  vain." 

"  But  your  grandiloquence,  and  your  conduct  in  swinging 
the  beetle  —  how  excessively  odd  !  I  was  sure  you  were  mad. 
And  why  did  you  insist  upon  letting  fall  the  bug,  instead  of  a 
bullet,  from  the  skull  ?  " 

"  Why,  to  be  frank,  I  felt  somewhat  annoyed  by  your  evi- 
dent suspicions  touching  my  sanity,  and  so  resolved  to  punish 
you  quietly,  in  my  own  way,  by  a  little  bit  of  sober  mystifica- 
tion. For  this  reason  I  swung  the  beetle,  and  for  this  reason  I 
let  it  fall  from  the  tree.  An  observation  of  yours  about  its 
great  weight  suggested  the  latter  idea." 

"  Yes,  I  perceive ;  and  now  there  is  only  one  point  which 
puzzles  me.  What  are  we  to  make  of  the  skeletons  found  in 
the  hole?" 

"That  is  a  question  I  am  no  more  able  to  answer  than 
yourself.  There  seems,  however,  only  one  plausible  way  of 
accounting  for  them  —  and  yet  it  is  dreadful  to  believe  in  such 
atrocity  as  my  suggestion  would  imply.  It  is  clear  that  Kidd  — 
if  Kidd  indeed  secreted  this  treasure,  which  I  doubt  not  —  it  is 
clear  that  he  must  have  had  assistance  in  the  labor.  But  this 
labor  concluded,  he  may  have  thought  it  expedient  to  remove 
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all  participants  in  his  secret.  Perhaps  a  couple  of  blows  with 
a  mattock  were  sufficient,  while  his  coadjutors  were  busy  in  the 
pit ;  perhaps  it  required  a  dozen  —  who  shall  tell  ?  '' 
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By  ROSSITER  JOHNSON. 

Oh,  for  a  lodge  in  a  garden  of  cucumbers ! 

Oh,  for  an  iceberg  or  two  at  control ! 
Oh,  for  a  vale  which  at  midday  the  dew  cumbers ! 

Oh,  for  a  pleasure  trip  up  to  the  pole ! 

Oh,  for  a  little  one-story  thermometer. 

With  nothing  but  zeros  all  ranged  in  a  row ! 

Oh,  for  a  big  double-barreled  hygrometer. 

To  measure  the  moisture  that  rolls  from  my  brow ! 

Oh,  that  this  cold  world  was  twenty  times  colder !  — 
(That's  irony  red  hot,  it  seemeth  to  me) ; 

Oh,  for  a  turn  of  its  dreadful  cold  shoulder ; 
Oh,  what  a  comfort  an  ague  would  be ! 

Oh,  for  a  grotto  to  typify  heaven. 

Scooped  in  the  rock,  under  cataract  waste ! 

Oh,  for  a  Winter  of  discontent,  even ; 
Oh,  for  wet  blankets  judiciously  cast! 

Oh,  for  a  soda  fount  spouting  up  boldly. 

From  every  hot  lamp-post  against  the  hot  sky ! 

Oh,  for  a  proud  maiden  to  look  on  me  coldly. 
Freezing  my  soul  with  a  glance  from  her  eye ! 

Oh,  for  a  draught  from  a  cup  of  cold  pizen 
And  oh,  for  a  resting  place  in  the  cold  grave. 

With  a  bath  in  the  Styx  where  the  deep  shadow  lies  on 
And  deepens  the  chill  of  its  dark-running  wave  ' 
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SAM  SLICK   AND   THE   NOVA   SCOTIANS. 

Bt  THOMAS  CHANDLER  HALIBLTRTON. 

[TnOMAs  Chandler  Halibcrtox,  Canadian  judge  and  humorist,  r/as  born 
in  Windsor,  Nova  Scotia,  December,  1796;  called  to  the  bar  in  1820;  chief 
justice  of  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas  and  judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  from  1828 
to  1856,  when  he  resigned  and  removed  to  England,  where  he  remained  till  his 
death,  August  27,  1865.  He  wrote  very  many  works,  including  a  history  of 
Nova  Scotia;  but  one  of  them  has  sunk  deep  into  popular  memory,  —  "The 
Clockmaker  ;  or,  Sayings  and  Doings  of  Samuel  Slick  of  Slickville  "  (1837-1840). 
It  was  the  first  work  in  which  "  dialect"  American  was  used  ;  Artemus  Ward 
says  it  founded  the  American  school  of  humor.  It  is  a  bitter  satire  on  the 
sluggishness  and  inefficiency  of  the  Nova  Scotians,  contrasted  with  the  alert 
wits  of  the  New  Englanders.  j 

The  Clockiviaker. 

I  HAD  heard  of  Yankee  clock  peddlers,  tin  peddlers,  and  Bible 
peddlers,  especially  of  him  who  sold  Polyglot  Bibles  (^all  in 
Englisli)  to  the  amount  of  sixteen  thousand  pounds.  The  house 
of  every  substantial  farmer  had  three  substantial  ornaments, — 
a  wooden  clock,  a  tin  reflector,  and  a  Polyglot  Bible.  How  is 
it  that  an  American  can  sell  his  wares,  at  whatever  price  he 
pleases,  where  a  bluenose  would  fail  to  make  a  sale  at  all  ?  I 
will  inquire  of  the  Clockmaker  the  secret  of  his  success. 

"What  a  pity  it  is,  Mr.  Slick"  (for  such  was  his  name), 
"what  a  pity  it  is,"  said  I,  "that  you,  who  are  so  successful 
in  teaching  these  people  the  value  of  clocks,  could  not  also  teach 
them  the  value  of  time.^^  "I  guess,"  said  he,  "they  have  got 
that  ring  to  grow  on  their  horns  yet,  which  every  four-year-old 
has  in  our  country.  We  reckon  hours  and  minutes  to  be  dollars 
and  cents.  They  do  nothing  in  these  parts,  but  eat,  drink, 
smoke,  sleep,  ride  about,  lounge  at  taverns,  make  speeches  at 
temperance  meetings,  and  talk  about  '  House  of  Assembly. '  If 
a  man  don't  hoe  his  corn,  and  he  don't  hoe  a  crop,  he  says  it  is 
all  owing  to  the  Bank;  and  if  he  runs  into  debt  and  is  sued, 
why  he  says  the  lawyers  are  a  curse  to  the  country.  They  are 
a  most  idle  set  of  folks,  I  tell  you." 

"But  hoAv  is  it,"  said  I,  "that  you  manage  to  sell  such  an 
immense  number  of  clocks  (which  certainly  cannot  be  called 
necessary  articles)  among  a  people  with  whom  there  seems  to 
be  so  great  a  scarcity  of  money?" 

Mr.  Slick  paused,  as  if  considering  the  propriety  of  answer- 
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ing  the  question,  and  looking  me  in  the  face  said,  in  a  confi- 
dential tone,  "  Why,  I  don't  care  if  I  do  tell  you,  for  the  market 
is  glutted,  and  I  shall  quit  this  circuit.  It  is  done  by  a  knowl- 
edge of  soft  saivder  and  human  natur.  But  here  is  Deacon 
Flint's,"  said  he;  "I  have  but  one  clock  left,  and  I  guess  I 
will  sell  it  to  him." 

At  the  gate  of  a  most  comfortable-looking  farmhouse  stood 
Deacon  Flint,  a  respectable  old  man,  who  had  understood  the 
valuci  of  time  better  than  most  of  his  neighbors,  if  one  might 
judge  from  the  appearance  of  everything  about  him.  After  the 
usual  salutation,  an  invitation  to  "alight  "  was  accepted  by  Mr. 
Slick,  who  said  he  wished  to  take  leave  of  Mrs.  Flint  before  he 
left  Colchester. 

We  had  hardly  entered  the  house,  before  the  Clockmaker 
pointed  to  the  view  from  the  window,  and,  addressing  himself 
to  me,  said,  "  If  I  was  to  tell  them  in  Connecticut,  there  was 
such  a  farm  as  this  away  down  east  here  in  Nova  Scotia,  they 
wouldn't  believe  me ■ — why  there  ain't  such  a  location  in  all 

New  England.     The  Deacon  has  a  hundred  acres  of  dike " 

"  Seventy, "  said  the  Deacon,  "  only  seventy. "  "  Well,  seventy  ; 
but  then  there  is  your  fine  deep  bottom,  why  I  could  run  a  ramrod 

into  it "    "Interval, we  call  it, "said  the  Deacon, who,  though 

evidently  pleased  at  this  eulogium,  seemed  to  wish  the  experi- 
ment of  the  ramrod  to  be  tried  in  the  right  place.  "Well, 
interval,  if  you  please  (though  Professor  Eleazar  Cumstick,  in 
his  work  on  Ohio,  calls  them  bottoms),  is  just  as  good  as  dike. 
Then  there  is  that  water  privilege,  worth  3000  or  4000  dollars, 
twice  as  good  as  what  Governor  Cass  paid  15,000  dollars  for. 
I  wonder,  Deacon,  you  don't  put  up  a  carding  mill  on  it:  the 
same  works  would  carry  a  turning  lathe,  a  shingle  machine,  a 

circular  saw,  grind  bark,  and "    "  Too  old, "  said  the  Deacon, 

"too  old  for  all  those  speculations. "  —  "Old, "  repeated  the  Clock- 
maker,  "not  you;  why  you  are  worth  half  a  dozen  of  the  young 

men  we  see  nowadays ;  you  are  young  enough  to  have "  here 

he  said  something  in  a  lower  'cone  of  voice,  which  I  did  not  dis- 
tinctly hear;  but  whatever  it  was,  the  Deacon  was  pleased;  he 
smiled  and  said  he  did  not  think  of  such  things  now. 

"  But  your  beasts,  dear  me,  your  beasts  must  be  put  in  and 
have  a  feed,"  saying  which,  he  went  out  to  order  them  to  be 
taken  to  the  stable. 

As  the  old  gentleman  closed  the  door  after  him,  Mr.  Slick 
drew  near  to  me,  and  said  in  an  undertoae,  "  That  is  what  I  call 
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^soft  sawder.''  An  Englishman  would  pass  that  man  as  a  sheep 
passes  a  hog  in  a  pasture,  without  looking  at  him;  or,"  said  he, 
looking  rather  archlj^,  "if  he  was  mounted  on  a  pretty  smart 

horse,  1  guess  he'd  trot  away,  if  he  could.    Now  I  iind "  here 

his  lecture  on  "so/i  sawder"  was  cut  short  by  the  entrance  of 
Mrs.  Flint.  "  Jist  come  to  say  good-by,  Mrs.  Flint."  "What, 
have  you  sold  all  your  clocks  ?  "  "  Yes,  and  very  low,  too,  for 
money  is  scarce,  and  I  wished  to  close  the  consarn ;  no,  I  am 
wrong  in  saying  all,  for  I  have  just  one  left.  Neighbor  SL^el's 
wife  asked  to  have  the  refusal  of  it,  but  I  guess  I  won't  sell  it; 
I  had  but  two  of  them,  this  one  and  the  feller  of  it,  that  I  sold 
Governor  Lincoln.  General  Green,  the  Secretary  of  State  for 
Maine,  said  he'd  give  me  50  dollars  for  this  here  one  —  it  has 
composition  wheels  and  patent  axles,  it  is  a  beautiful  article 
—  a  real  first  chop  —  no  mistake,  genuine  superfine,  but  I  guess 
I'll  take  it  back;  and  beside.  Squire  Hawk  might  think  kinder 
harder,  that  I  did  not  give  him  the  offer."  "  Dear  me,"  said  Mrs. 
Flint,  "I  should  like  to  see  it;  where  is  it?"  "It  is  in  a  chest  of 
mine  over  the  way,  at  Tom  Tape's  store.  I  guess  he  can  ship 
it  on  to  Eastport."  "  That's  a  good  man,"  said  Mrs.  Flint,  "  jist 
let's  look  at  ifc." 

Mr.  Slick,  willing  to  oblige,  yielded  to  these  entreaties, 
and  soon  produced  the  clock,  a  gaudy,  highly  varnished,  trump- 
ery-looking affair.  He  placed  it  on  the  chimney-piece,  where 
its  beauties  were  pointed  out  and  duly  appreciated  by  Mrs. 
Flint,  whose  admiration  was  about  ending  in  a  proposal,  when 
Mr.  Flint  returned  from  giving  his  directions  about  the  care  of 
the  horses.  The  Deacon  praised  the  clock,  he  too  thought  it 
a  handsome  one ;  but  the  Deacon  was  a  prudent  man,  he  had  a 
watch  —  he  was  sorry,  but  he  had  no  occasion  for  a  clock.  "I 
guess  you're  in  the  wrong  furrow  this  time.  Deacon,  it  ain't 
for  sale, "  said  Mr.  Slick ;  "  and  if  it  was,  I  reckon  neighbor  Steel's 
wife  would  have  it,  for  she  gives  me  no  peace  about  it."  Mrs. 
Flint  said  that  Mr.  Steel  had  enough  to  do,  poor  man,  to  pay 
his  interest,  without  buying  clocks  for  his  wife.  "It's  no  con- 
sarn of  mine,"  said  Mr.  Slick,  "as  long  as  he  pays  me,  what  he 
has  to  do,  but  I  guess  I  don't  want  to  sell  it,  and  besides  it 
comes  too  high ;  that  clock  can't  be  made  at  Rhode  Island  under 
40  dollars.  Why,  it  ain't  possible,"  said  the  Clockmaker,  in 
apparent  surprise,  looking  at  his  watch,  "why,  as  I'm  alive  it  is 
4  o'clock,  and  if  I  haven't  been  two  hours  here  —  how  on  airth 
shall  I  reach  liiver  Philip  to-night?    I'll  tell  you  what,  Mrs. 


SAM  SLICK  AND  THE  NOVA   SCOTIANS.  7161 

Flint,  I'll  leave  the  clock  in  your  care  till  I  return  on  my  way 
to  the  States  —  I'll  set  it  a  going  and  put  it  to  the  right  time." 

As  soon  as  this  operation  was  performed,  he  delivered  the 
key  to  the  Deacon  with  a  sort  of  serio-comic  injunction  to  wind 
up  the  clock  every  Saturday  night,  which  Mrs.  Flint  said  she 
would  take  care  should  be  done,  and  promised  to  remind  her 
husband  of  it,  in  case  he  should  chance  to  forget  it. 

"That,"  said  the  Clockmaker,  as  soon  as  we  were  mounted, 
"that  I  call  ^huma7i  naturf  '  Now  that  clock  is  sold  for  40  dol- 
lars —  it  cost  me  just  6  dollars  and  50  cents.  Mrs.  Flint  will 
never  let  Mrs.  Steel  have  the  refusal  —  nor  will  the  Deacon  learn 
until  I  call  for  the  clock,  that  having  once  indulged  in  the  use 
of  a  superfluity,  how  difficult  it  is  to  give  it  up.  We  can  do 
without  any  article  of  luxury  we  have  never  had,  but  when 
once  obtained,  it  is  not  'm  human  natur '  to  surrender  it  volun- 
tarily. Of  fifteen  thousand  sold  by  myself  and  partners  in  this 
Province,  twelve  thousand  were  left  in  this  manner,  and  only 
ten  clocks  were  ever  returned  —  when  we  called  for  them,  they 
invariably  bought  them.  We  trust  to  ''soft  sawder  '  to  get  them 
into  the  house,  and  to  ''human  natur '  that  they  never  come  out 
of  it." 

The  Road  to  a  Woman's  Heart  —  The  Broken  Heart. 

As  we  approached  the  Inn  at  Amherst,  the  Clockmaker  grew 
uneasy.  "It's  pretty  well  on  in  the  evening,  I  guess,"  said  he, 
"  and  Marm  Pugwash  is  as  onsartin  in  her  temper  as  a  mornin 
in  April;  it's  all  sunshine  or  all  clouds  with  her,  and  if  she's 
in  one  of  her  tantrums,  she'll  stretch  out  her  neck  and  hiss, 
like  a  goose  with  a  flock  of  goslins.  I  wonder  what  on  airth 
Pugwash  was  a  thinkin  on,  when  he  signed  articles  of  partner- 
ship with  that  are  woman;  she's  not  a  bad-lookin  piece  of  fur- 
niture neither,  and  it's  a  proper  pity  sich  a  clever  woman 
should  carry  such  a  stiff  upper  lip  —  she  reminds  me  of  our  old 
minister  Joshua  Hopewell's  apple  trees. 

"  The  old  minister  had  an  orchard  of  most  particular  good 
fruit,  for  he  was  a  great  hand  at  buddin,  graftin,  and  what  not, 
and  the  orchard  (it  was  on  the  south  side  of  the  house)  stretched 
right  up  to  the  road.  Well,  there  were  some  trees  hung  over 
the  fence ;  I  never  seed  such  bearers,  the  apples  hung  in  ropes, 
for  all  the  world  like  strings  of  onions,  and  the  fruit  was  beau- 
tiful.    Nobody  touched  the  minister's  apples,  and  when  other 
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folks  lost  their'n  from  the  boys,  his'n  always  hung  there  like 
bait  to  a  hook,  but  there  never  was  so  much  as  a  nibble  at  'em. 
So  I  said  to  him  one  day,  'Minister,'  said  I,  'how  on  airth  do 
you  manage  to  keep  your  fruit  that's  so  exposed,  when  no  one 
else  can't  do  it  nohow?'  'Why,'  says  he,  'they  are  dreadful 
pretty  fruit,  ain't  they  ? '  '  I  guess, '  said  I,  '  there  ain't  the  like 
on  'em  in  all  Connecticut.'  'Well,'  says  he,  'I'll  tell  you  the 
secret,  but  you  needn't  let  on  to  no  one  about  it.  That  are 
row  next  the  fence,  I  grafted  it  myself,  I  took  great  pains  to 
get  the  right  kind,  I  sent  clean  up  to  Roxberry  and  away  down 
to  Squawneck  Creek.'  I  was  afeared  he  was  a  goin  to  give  me 
day  and  date  for  every  graft,  being  a  terrible  long-winded  man 
in  his  stories ;  so  says  I,  '  I  know  that.  Minister,  but  how  do 
you  preserve  them  ? '  '  Why,  I  was  a  goin  to  tell  you, '  said 
he,  'when  you  stopped  me.  That  are  outward  row  I  grafted 
myself  with  the  choicest  kind  I  could  find,  and  I  succeeded. 
They  are  beautiful,  but  so  etarnal  sour,  no  human  soul  can  eat 
them.  Well,  the  boys  think  the  old  minister's  graftin  has  all 
succeeded  about  as  well  as  that  row,  and  they  sarch  no  farther. 
They  snicker  at  my  graftin,  and  I  laugh  in  my  sleeve,  I  guess, 
at  their  penetration.' 

"Now,  Marm  Pugwash  is  like  the  minister's  apples,  very 
temptin  fruit  to  look  at,  but  desperate  sour.  If  Pugwash  had 
a  watery  mouth  when  he  married,  I  guess  it's  pretty  puckery 
by  this  time.  However,  if  she  goes  to  act  ugly,  I'll  give  her 
a  dose  of  'soft  sawder,'  that  will  take  the  frown  out  of  her 
frontispiece,  and  make  her  dial  plate  as  smooth  as  a  lick  of 
copal  varnish.  It's  a  pity  she's  such  a  kickin  devil,  too,  for 
she  has  good  points  —  good  eye  —  good  foot  —  neat  pastern  — 

fine  chest  —  a  clean  set  of  limbs,  and  carries  a  good But 

here  we  are;  now  you'll  see  what  'soft  sawder'  will  do." 

When  we  entered  the  house,  the  travelers'  room  was  all  in 
darkness,  and  on  opening  the  opposite  door  into  the  sitting 
room,  we  found  the  female  part  of  the  family  extinguishing  the 
fire  for  the  night.  Mrs.  Pugwash  had  a  broom  in  her  hand, 
and  was  in  the  act  (the  last  act  of  female  housewifery)  of  sweep- 
ing the  hearth.  The  strong  flickering  light  of  the  fire,  as  it 
fell  upon  her  tall  fine  figure  and  beautiful  face,  revealed  a 
creature  worthy  of  the  Clockmaker's  comments. 

"Good  evening,  Marm,"  said  Mr.  Slick,  "how  do  you  do 
and  how's  Mr.  Pugwash?"  "He,"  said  she,  "why  he's  been 
abed  this  hour,  you  don't  expect  to  disturb  him  this  time  of 
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night,  I  hope."     "Oh  no,"  said  Mr.  Slick,  "certainly  not,  and 
I  am  sorry  to  have  disturbed  you,  but  we  got  detained  longer 

than  we  expected;  I  am  sorry  that "  "So  am  I,"  said  she, 

"  but  if  Mr.  Pugwash  will  keep  an  Inn  when  he  has  no  occasion 
to,  his  family  can't  expect  no  rest." 

Here  the  Clockmaker,  seeing  the  storm  gathering,  stooped 
down  suddenly,  and  staring  intently,  held  out  his  hand  and 
exclaimed,  "Well,  if  tlmt  ain't  a  beautiful  child  —  come  here, 
my  little  man,  and  shake  hands  along  with  me  —  well,  I  declare, 
if  that  are  little  feller  ain't  the  finest  child  I  ever  seed  —  what, 
not  abed  yet?  Ah,  you  rogue,  where  did  you  get  them  are 
pretty  rosy  cheeks ;  stole  them  from  mamma,  eh  ?  Well,  I  wish 
my  old  mother  could  see  that  child,  it  is  such  a  treat.  In  our 
country,"  said  he,  turning  to  me,  "the  children  are  all  as  pale  as 
chalk,  or  as  yaller  as  an  orange.  Lord,  that  are  little  feller 
would  be  a  show  in  our  country  —  come  to  me,  my  man. "  Here 
the  "soft  sawder"  began  to  operate.  Mrs.  Pugwash  said  in  a 
milder  tone  than  we  had  yet  heard,  "  Go,  my  dear,  to  the  gen- 
tleman—  go,  dear."  Mr.  Slick  kissed  him,  asked  him  if  he 
would  go  to  the  States  along  with  him,  told  him  all  the  little 
girls  there  would  fall  in  love  with  him,  for  they  didn't  see  such 
a  beautiful  face  once  in  a  month  of  Sundays.  "  Black  eyes  —  let 
me  see  —  ah,  mamma's  eyes  too,  and  black  hair  also ;  as  I  am 
alive,  why  you  are  mamma's  own  boy,  the  very  image  of  mamma." 
" Do  be  seated,  gentlemen,"  said  Mrs.  Pugwash  —  " Sally,  make 
a  fire  in  the  next  room. "  "  She  ought  to  be  proud  of  you, "  he  con- 
tinued. "  Well,  if  I  live  to  return  here,  I  must  paint  your  face, 
and  have  it  put  on  my  clocks,  and  our  folks  will  buy  the  clocks 
for  the  sake  of  the  face.  "  Did  you  ever  see,"  said  he,  again  ad- 
dressing me,  "such  a  likeness  between  one  human  and  another, 
as  between  this  beautiful  little  boy  and  his  mother  ?  "  "I  am  sure 
you  have  had  no  supper,"  said  Mrs.  Pugv/ash  to  me ;  "you  must 
be  hungry  and  wearj^,  too  —  I  will  get  you  a  cup  of  tea."  "I 
am  sorry  to  give  you  so  much  trouble," said  I.  "Not  the  least 
trouble  in  the  world,"  she  replied ;  "  on  the  contrary,  a  pleasure." 

We  were  then  shown  into  the  next  room,  where  the  fire  was 
now  blazing  up,  but  Mr.  Slick  protested  he  could  not  proceed 
without  the  little  boy,  and  lingered  behind  to  ascertain  his  age, 
and  concluded  by  asking  the  child  if  he  had  any  aunts  that 
looked  like  mamma. 

As  the  door  closed,  Mr.  Slick  said,  "It's  a  pity  she  don't  go 
well  in  gear.     The  difficulty  with  those  critters  is  to  git  them 
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to  start;  arter  that  there  is  no  trouble  with  them  if  you  don't 
check  'em  too  short.  If  you  do  they'll  stop  again,  run  back 
and  kick  like  mad,  and  then  Old  Nick  himself  wouldn't  start 
'em.  Pugwash,  I  guess,  don't  understand  the  natur  of  the 
critter;  she'll  never  go  kind  in  harness  for  him.  Wlien  I  see  a 
child,^^  said  the  Clockmaker,  ''''  I  always  feel  safe  with  these  women 
folk;  for  I  have  always  found  that  the  road  to  a  woman'' s  heart 
lies  through  her  child." 

"You  seem,"  said  I,  "to  understand  the  female  heart  so 
well,  I  make  no  doubt  you  are  a  general  favorite  among  the 
fair  sex."  "Any  man,"  he  replied,  "that  understands  horses, 
has  a  pretty  considerable  fair  knowledge  of  women,  for  they  are 
jist  alike  in  temper,  and  require  the  very  identical  same  treat- 
ment. Incourage  the  timid  ones^  be  gentle  and  steady  with  the 
fractious^  hut  lather  the  sulky  ones  like  blazes. 

"People  talk  an  everlastin  sight  of  nonsense  about  wine, 
women,  and  horses.  I've  bought  and  sold  'em  all,  I've  traded 
in  all  of  them,  and  I  tell  you,  there  ain't  one  in  a  thousand  that 
knows  a  grain  about  either  on  'em.  You  hear  folks  say,  'Oh, 
such  a  man  is  an  ugly-grained  critter,  he'll  break  his  wife's 
heart ; '  jist  as  if  a  woman's  heart  was  as  brittle  as  a  pipe  stalk. 
The  female  heart,  as  far  as  my  experience  goes,  is  jist  like  a 
new  india-rubber  shoe:  you  may  pull  and  pull  at  it  till  it 
stretches  out  a  yard  long,  and  then  let  go,  and  it  will  fly  right 
back  to  its  old  shape.  Their  hearts  are  made  of  stout  leather, 
I  tell  you;  there's  a  plaguy  sight  of  wear  in  'em. 

"  I  never  knowed  but  one  case  of  a  broken  heart,  and  that  was 
in  t'other  sex,  one  Washington  Banks.  He  was  a  sneezer.  He 
was  tall  enough  to  spit  down  on  the  heads  of  your  grenadiers, 
and  near  about  high  enough  to  wade  across  Charlestown  River, 
and  as  strong  as  a  towboat.  I  guess  he  was  somewhat  less  than 
a  foot  longer  than  the  moral  law  and  catechism  too.  He  was  a 
perfect  pictur  of  a  man;  you  couldn't  fait  him  in  no  particular; 
he  was  so  just  a  made  critter;  folks  used  to  run  to  the  winder 
when  he  passed,  and  say,  'There  goes  Washington  Banks,  bean't 
he  lovely?'  I  do  believe  there  wasn't  a  gall  in  the  Lowell  fac- 
tories that  warn't  in  love  with  him.  Sometimes,  at  intermis- 
sion, on  Sabbath  days,  when  they  all  came  out  together  (an 
amazin  hansom  sight  too,  near  about  a  whole  congregation  of 
young  galls).  Banks  used  to  say,  '  1  vow,  young  ladies,  I  wish 
I  had  five  hundred  arms  to  reciprocate  one  with  each  of  you ; 
but  I  reckon  I  have  a  heart  big  enough  for  you  all;  it's  a 
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whopper,  5"ou  may  depend,  and  every  mite  and  morsel  of  it  at 
your  service.'  'Well,  how  you  do  act,  Mr.  Banks,'  half  a 
thousand  little  clipper-clapper  tongues  would  say,  all  at  the 
same  time,  and  their  dear  little  eyes  sparklin,  like  so  many  stars 
twinklin  of  a  frosty  night. 

"Well,  when  I  last  seed  him,  he  was  all  skin  and  bone,  like 
a  horse  turned  out  to  die.  He  was  teetotally  defleshed,  a  mere 
walkin  skeleton.  'I  am  dreadful  sorry,' says  I,  'to  see  you, 
Banks,  lookin  so  peeked;  why,  you  look  like  a  sick  turkey 
hen,  all  legs ;  what  on  airth  ails  you ?  '  'I  am  dyin, '  says  he,  ' of 
a  broken  heart.''  'What,'  says  I,  'have  the  galls  been  jiltin 
you?  '  '  No,  no,'  says  he,  'I  bean't  such  a  fool  as  that  neither.' 
'  Well, '  says  I,  'have  you  made  a  bad  speculation  ? '  '  No, '  says 
he,  shakin  his  head,  '  I  hope  I  have  too  much  clear  grit  in  me 
to  take  on  so  bad  for  that.'  'What  under  the  sun  is  it,  then? ' 
said  I.  'Why,'  says  he,  'I  made  a  bet  the  fore  part  of  summer 
with  Leftenant  Oby  Knowles,  that  I  could  shoulder  the  best 
bower  of  the  Constitution  frigate.  I  won  my  bet,  hut  the  Anchor 
ivas  so  etarnal  heavy  it  broke  my  heart. '  Sure  enough  he  did 
die  that  very  fall,  and  he  was  the  only  instance  I  ever  heerd 
tell  of  a  broken  heart.^' 

A  Body  without  a  Head. 

"I  allot  you  had  ought  to  visit  our  great  country.  Squire," 
said  the  Clockmaker,  "  afore  you  quit  for  good  and  all.  I  cal- 
culate you  don't  understand  us.  The  most  splendid  location 
atween  the  Poles  is  the  United  States,  and  the  first  man  alive 
is  Gineral  Jackson,  the  hero  of  the  age,  him  that's  skeered  the 
British  out  of  their  seven  senses.  Then  there's  the  great  Daniel 
Webster,  it's  generally  allowed,  he's  the  greatest  orator  on  the 
face  of  the  airth,  by  a  long  chalk,  and  Mr.  Van  Buren,  and  Mr. 
Clay,  and  Amos  Kindle,  and  Judge  White,  and  a  whole  raft  of 
statesmen,  up  to  everything  and  all  manner  of  politics ;  there 
ain't  the  beat  of  'em  to  be  found  anywhere.  If  you  was  to  hear 
'em  I  consait  you'd  hear  genuine  pure  English  for  once,  anyhow ; 
for  it's  generally  allowed  we  speak  English  better  than  the 
British.  They  all  know  me  to  be  an  American  citizen  here, 
by  my  talk,  for  we  speak  it  complete  in  New  England. 

"  Yes,  if  you  want  to  see  a  free  people  —  them  that  makes 
their  own  laws,  accordin  to  their  own  notions  —  go  to  the  States. 
Indeed,  if  you  can  fait  them  at  all,  they  are  a  little  grain  too 
free.     Our  folks   have   their  head   a   trifle   too  much,  some- 
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times,  particularly  in  Elections,  both  in  freedom  of  speech  and 
freedom  of  Press.  One  hadn't  ought  to  blart  rlglit  out  always 
all  that  comes  uppermost.  A  horse  that's  too  free  frets  himself 
and  his  rider  too,  and  both  on  'em  lose  flesh  in  the  long  run. 
I'd  een  a'most  as  lieves  use  the  whip  sometimes,  as  to  be  for 
everlastinly  a  pullin  at  the  rein.  One's  arm  gets  plaguy  tired, 
that's  a  fact.  I  often  think  of  a  lesson  I  larnt  Jehiel  Quirk 
once,  for  lettin  his  tongue  outrun  his  good  manners. 

"I  was  down  to  Rhode  Island  one  summer,  to  larn  gildin  and 
bronzin,  so  as  to  give  the  linishin  touch  to  my  clocks.  Well, 
the  folks  elected  me  a  hogreeve,  jist  to  poke  fun  at  me,  and 
Mr.  Jehiel,  a  bean  pole  of  a  lawyer,  was  at  the  bottom  of  it. 
So  one  day,  up  to  Town  Hall,  where  there  was  an  oration  to 
be  delivered  on  our  Independence,  jist  afore  the  orator  com- 
menced, in  runs  Jehiel  in  a  most  all-fired  hurry;  and  says  he,  'I 
wonder,'  says  he,  'if  there's  are  a  hogreeve  here,  because  if  there 
be  I  require  a  turn  of  his  office-  And  then, '  said  he,  a  lookin  up 
to  me  and  callin  out  at  the  tip  eend  of  his  voice,  'Mr.  Hogreeve 
Slick, '  says  he,  'here's  a  job  out  here  for  you. '  Folks  snickered  a 
good  deal,  and  I  felt  my  spunk  a  risin  like  half  flood,  that's  a  fact, 
but  I  bit  in  my  breath,  and  spoke  quite  cool.  'Possible,'  says 
I;  'well,  duty,  I  do  suppose,  must  be  done,  though  it  'tain't  the 
most  agreeable  in  the  world.  I've  been  a  thinkin, '  says  I,  'that 
I  would  be  liable  to  a  fine  of  fifty  cents  for  sufferin  a  hog  to  run 
at  large,  and  as  you  are  the  biggest  one,  I  presume,  in  all  Rhode 
Island,  I'll  jist  begin  by  ringin  your  nose,  to  prevent  you  for 
the  futur  from  pokin  your  snout  where  you  hadn't  ought  to,' 
and  I  seized  him  by  the  nose  and  nearly  wrung  it  off.  Well, 
you  never  heerd  such  a  shoutin  and  clappin  of  hands,  and 
cheerin,  in  your  life  —  they  hawhawed  like  thunder.  Says  I, 
'Jehiel  Quirk,  that  was  a  superb  joke  of  your'n;  how  you  made 
the  folks  larf,  didn't  you?  You  are  een  a'most  the  wittiest 
critter  I  ever  seed.  I  guess  you'll  mind  your  parts  o'  speech, 
and  study  the  accidence  agin  afore  you  let  your  clapper  run 
arter  that  fashion,  won't  you?  '  " 

"  I  thought,"  said  I,  "  that  among  you  republicans,  there  were 
no  gradations  of  rank  or  office,  and  that  all  were  equal,  the 
Hogreeve  and  the  Governor,  the  Judge  and  the  Crier,  the  master 
and  his  servant;  and  although,  from  the  nature  of  things,  more 
power  might  be  intrusted  to  one  than  the  other,  yet  that  the 
rank  of  all  was  pi-ecisely  the  same."  "  Well,"  said  he,  "  it  is  so  in 
theory,  but  not  always  in  practice ;  and  when  we  do  practice  it, 
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it  seems  to  go  a  little  agin  the  grain,  as  if  it  wan't  quite  right 
neither.  Whea  I  was  last  to  Baltimore  there  was  a  Court 
there,  and  Chief  Justice  Marshall  was  detailed  there  for  duty. 
Well,  with  us  in  New  England,  the  Sheriff  attends  the  Judge 
to  Court,  and  says  I  to  the  Sheriff,  'Why  don't  you  escort  that 
are  venerable  old  Judge  to  the  State  House?  He's  a  credit  to 
our  nation  that  man,  he's  actilly  the  first  pothook  on  the  crane, 
the  whole  weight  is  on  him,  if  it  warn't  for  him  the  fat  would 
be  in  the  fire  in  no  time;  I  wonder  you  don't  show  him  that 
respect  —  it  wouldn't  hurt  you  one  morsel,  I  guess.'  Says  he, 
quite  miffy  like,  'Don't  he  know  the  way  to  Court  as  well  as  I 
do?  If  I  thought  he  didn't,  I'd  send  one  of  my  niggers  to  show 
him  the  road.  I  wonder  who  was  his  lackey  last  j^ear,  that  he 
wants  me  to  be  his'n  this  time.  It  don't  convene  to  one  of  our 
free  and  enlightened  citizens  to  tag  arter  any  man,  that's  a 
fact.  It's  too  English  and  too  foreign  for  our  glorious  insti- 
tutions. He's  bound  by  law  to  be  there  at  10  o'clock,  and  so 
be  I,  and  we  both  know  the  wa,y  there,  I  reckon.' 

"I  told  the  story  to  our  minister,  Mr.  Hopewell  (and  he  has 
some  odd  notions  about  him,  that  man,  though  he  don't  always 
let  out  what  he  thinks);  says  he,  'Sam,  that  was  in  bad  taste  '  (a 
great  phrase  of  the  old  gentleman's,  that),  'in  bad  taste,  Sam. 
That  are  Sheriff  was  a  goney;  don't  cut  your  cloth  arter  his 
'pattern,  or  your  garment  won't  become  you,  I  tell  you.  We  are 
too  enlightened  to  worship  our  fellow-citizens  as  the  ancients 
did,  but  we  ought  to  pay  great  respect  to  vartue  and  exalted 
talents  in  this  life,  and,  arter  their  death,  there  should  be  statues 
of  eminent  men  placed  in  our  national  temples,  for  the  venera- 
tion of  arter  ages,  and  public  ceremonies  performed  annually  to 
their  honor.  Arter  all,  Sam,'  said  he  (and  he  made  a  consider- 
able of  a  long  pause,  as  if  he  was  dubersome  whether  he  ought 
to  speak  out  or  not),  'arter  all,  Sam,'  said  he,  'atween  ourselves 
(but  you  must  not  let  on  I  said  so,  for  the  fullness  of  time  hain't 
yet  come),  half  a  yard  of  blue  ribbon  is  a  plaguy  cheap  way  of 
reward  in  merit,  as  the  English  do ;  and,  although  we  larf  at 
'em  (for  folks  always  will  larf  at  what  they  hain't  got,  and  never 
can  get),  yet  titles  ain't  bad  things  as  objects  of  ambition,  are 
they?'  Then  tappin  me  on  the  shoulder,  and  lookin  up  and 
smilin,  as  he  always  did  when  he  was  pleased  with  an  idee, 
'Sir  Samuel  Slick  would  not  sound  bad,  I  guess,  would  it,  Sam? 

"'When  I  look  at  the  English  House  of  Lords,'  said  he,  'and 
see  so  much  larning,  piety,  talent,  honor,  vartue,  and  refinement 
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collected  together,  I  ax  myself  this  here  question,  Can  a  system 
which  produces  and  sustains  such  a  body  of  men  as  the  world 
never  saw  before  and  never  will  see  agin,  be  defective  ?  Well, 
I  answer  myself,  perhaps  it  is,  for  all  humaa  institutions  are 
so,  but  I  guess  it's  een  about  the  best  arter  all.  It  wouldn't 
do  here  now,  Sam,  nor  perhaps  for  a  century  to  come,  but  it 
will  come  sooner  or  later  with  some  variations.  Now  the  New- 
town pippin,  when  transplanted  to  England,  don't  produce  such 
fruit  as  it  does  in  Long  Island,  and  English  fruits  don't  pre- 
sarve  their  flavor  here  neither;  allowance  must  be  made  for 
difference  of  soil  and  climate. '  (Oh,  Lord !  thinks  I,  if  he  turns 
into  his  orchard,  I'm  done  for;  I'll  have  to  give  him  the  dodge 
somehow  or  another;  through  some  hole  in  the  fence,  that's  a 
fact,  but  he  passed  on  that  time.)  'So  it  is,'  said  he,  'with  con- 
stitutions; our'n  will  gradually  approximate  to  their'n,  and 
their'n  to  our'n.  As  they  lose  their  strength  of  executive, 
they  will  varge  to  republicanism,  and  as  we  invigorate  the  form 
of  government  (as  we  must  do,  or  go  to  the  old  boy),  we  shall 
tend  towards  a  monarch3\  If  this  comes  on  gradually,  like  the 
changes  in  the  human  body,  by  the  slow  approach  of  old  age, 
so  much  the  better:  but  I  fear  we  shall  have  fevers  and  con- 
vulsion fits,  and  colics,  and  an  everlastin  gripin  of  the  in- 
testines first;  you  and  I  won't  live  to  see  it,  Sam,  but  our 
posteriors  will,  you  may  depend.' 

"I  don't  go  the  whole  figur  with  Minister,"  said  the  Clock- 
maker,  "but  I  do  opinionate  with  him  in  part.  In  our  business 
relations  we  belie  our  political  principles  —  we  say  every  man 
is  equal  in  the  Union,  and  should  have  an  equal  vote  and  voice 
in  the  Government;  but  in  our  Banks,  Railroad  Companies, 
Factory  Corporations,  and  so  on,  every  man's  vote  is  regilated 
by  his  share  and  proportion  of  stock;  and  if  it  warn't  so,  no 
man  would  take  hold  on  these  things  at  all. 

"  Natur  ordained  it  so  —  a  father  of  a  family  is  head,  and 
rules  supreme  in  his  household;  his  eldest  son  and  darter  are 
like  first  lef tenants  under  him,  and  then  there  is  an  overseer 
over  the  niggers ;  it  would  not  do  for  all  to  be  equal  there.  So 
it  is  in  the  univarse:  it  is  ruled  by  one  Superior  Power;  if 

all  the  Angels  had  a  voice  in  the  Government,  I  guess " 

Here  I  fell  fast  asleep ;  I  had  been  nodding  for  some  time,  not  in 
approbation  of  what  he  said,  but  in  heaviness  of  slumber,  for  I 
had  never  before  heard  him  so  prosy  since  I  first  overtook  him 
on  the  Colchester  road.     I  hate  politics  as  a  subject  of  conver- 
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sation;  it  is  too  wide  a  field  for  chitchat,  and  too  often  ends  in 
angry  discussion.  How  long  he  continued  this  train  of  specu- 
lation I  do  not  know,  but,  judging  by  the  different  aspect  of  the 
country,  I  must  have  slept  an  hour. 

I  was  at  length  aroused  by  the  report  of  his  rifle,  which  he 
had  discharged  from  the  wagon.  The  last  I  recollected  of  his 
conversation  was,  I  think,  about  American  angels  having  no 
voice  in  the  Government,  an  assertion  that  struck  my  drowsy 
faculties  as  not  strictly  true;  as  I  had  often  heard  that  the 
American  ladies  talked  frequently  and  warmly  on  the  subject 
of  politics,  and  knew  that  one  of  them  had  very  recently  the 
credit  of  breaking  up  General  Jackson's  cabinet. — When  I 
awoke,  the  first  I  heard  was,  "Well,  I  declare,  if  that  ain't  an 
amazin  fine  shot,  too,  considerin  how  the  critter  was  a  runnin 
the  whole  blessed  time ;  if  I  hain't  cut  her  head  off  with  a  ball, 
jist  below  the  throat,  that's  a  fact.  There's  no  mistake  in  a 
good  Kentucky  rifle,  I  tell  you."  "Whose  head?"  said  I,  in 
great  alarm,  "whose  head,  Mr.  Slick?  for  heaven's  sake,  what 
have  you  done?"  (For  I  had  been  dreaming  of  those  angelic 
politicians,  the  American  ladies.)  "Why  that  are  hen  par- 
tridge's head,  to  be  sure,"  said  he;  "don't  you  see  how  spe- 
cial wonderful  wise  it  looks,  a  flutterin  about  arter  its  head?" 
"True,"  said  I,  rubbing  my  eyes,  and  opening  them  in  time  to 
see  the  last  muscular  spasms  of  the  decapitated  body;  "true, 
Mr.  Slick,  it  is  a  happy  illustration  of  our  previous  conver- 
sation—  a  lody  without  a  head.'" 

A  Tale  of  Bunker's  Hill. 

Mr.  Slick,  like  all  his  countrymen  whom  I  have  seen,  felt 
that  his  own  existence  was  involved  in  that  of  the  Constitution 
of  the  United  States,  and  that  it  was  his  duty  to  uphold  it  upon 
all  occasions.  He  affected  to  consider  its  government  and  its 
institutions  as  perfect,  and  if  any  doubt  was  suggested  as  to 
the  stability  or  character  of  either,  would  make  the  common 
reply  of  all  Americans,  "I  guess  you  don't  understand  us,"  or 
else  enter  into  a  labored  defense.  When  left,  however,  to  the 
free  expression  of  his  own  thoughts,  he  would  often  give  utter- 
ance to  those  apprehensions  which  most  men  feel  in  the  event 
of  an  experiment  not  yet  fairly  tried,  and  which  has  in  many 
parts  evidently  disappointed  the  sanguine  hopes  of  its  friends. 
But,  even  on  these  occasions,  when  his  vigilance  seemed  to 
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slumber,  he  would  generally  co\er  them,  by  giving  them  as  the 
remarks  of  others,  or  concealing  them  in  a  tale.  It  was  this 
habit  that  gave  his  discourse  rather  the  appearance  of  thinking 
aloud  than  a  connected  conversation. 

"  We  are  a  great  nation.  Squire, "  he  said,  "  that's  sartin ;  but 
I'm  afear'd  we  didn't  altogether  start  right.  It's  in  politics 
as  in  racin,  everything  depends  upon  a  fair  start.  If  you  are 
off  too  quick,  you  have  to  pull  up  and  turn  back  agin,  and  your 
beast  gets  out  of  wind  and  is  baftled,  and  if  you  lose  in  the  start 
you  hain't  got  a  fair  chance  arterwards,  and  are  plaguy  apt  to  be 
jockied  in  the  course.  When  we  set  up  housekeepin,  as  it  were, 
for  ourselves,  we  hated  our  stepmother,  Old  England,  so  dread- 
ful bad,  we  wouldn't  f oiler  any  of  her  ways  of  managin  at  all, 
but  made  new  receipts  for  ourselves.  Well,  we  missed  it  in  many 
things  most  consuraedly,  somehow  or  another.  Did  you  ever 
see,"  said  he,  "a  congregation  split  right  in  two  by  a  quarrel, 
and  one  part  go  off  and  set  up  for  themselves  ?  "  "I  am  sorry  to 
say,  "said  I,  "that  I  have  seen  some  melancholy  instances  of  the 
kind. "  "  Well,  they  shoot  ahead,  or  drop  astern,  as  the  case  may 
be,  but  they  soon  get  on  another  tack,  and  leave  the  old  ship 
clean  cut  of  sight.  When  folks  once  take  to  emigratin  in  reli- 
gion in  this  v/ay,  they  never  know  where  to  bide.  First  they 
try  one  location,  and  then  they  try  another;  some  settle  here 
and  some  improve  there,  but  they  don't  hitch  their  horses  to- 
gether long.  Sometimes  they  complain  they  have  too  little  watery 
at  other  times  that  they  have  too  much  ;  they  are  never  satisfied, 
and,  wherever  these  separatists  go,  they  onsettle  others  as  bad 
as  themselves.     I  never  look  on  a  desarter  as  any  great  shakes. 

"My  poor  father  used  to  say,  'Sam,  mind  what  I  tell  you,  if 
a  man  don't  agree  in  all  particulars  with  his  church,  and  can't 
go  the  whole  hog  with  'em,  he  ain't  justified  on  that  account, 
nohow,  to  separate  from  them,  for  Sam  "  Schism  is  a  sin  in  the 
eye  of  God.^^  The  whole  Christian  world,'  he  would  say,  'is 
divided  into  two  great  families,  the  Catholic  and  Protestant. 
Well,  the  Catholic  is  a  united  family,  a  happy  family,  and  a 
strong  family,  all  governed  by  one  head;  and,  Sam,  as  sure  as 
eggs  is  eggs,  that  are  family  will  grub  out  t'other  one,  stalk, 
branch,  and  root,  it  won't  so  much  as  leave  the  seed  of  it  in  the 
ground,  to  grow  by  chance  as  a  nateral  curiosity.  Now  the 
Protestant  family  is  like  a  bundle  of  refuse  shingles,  when 
withered  up  together  (which  it  never  was  and  never  will  be  to 
all  etarnity),  no  great  of  a  bundle  arter  all;  you  might  take  it 
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up  under  one  arm,  and  walk  off  with  it  without  winkin.  But, 
when  all  lyin  loose,  as  it  always  is,  jist  look  at  it,  and  see  what 
a  sight  it  is,  all  blowin  about  by  every  wind  of  doctrine,  some 
away  up  een  a'most  out  of  sight,  others  rollin  over  and  over  in 
the  dirt,  some  split  to  pieces,  and  others  so  warped  by  the 
weather  and  cracked  by  the  sun  —  no  two  of  'em  will  lie  so  as 
to  make  a  close  jint.  They  are  all  divided  into  sects,  railin, 
quarrelin,  separatin,  and  agreein  in  nothin,  but  hatin  each 
other.  It  is  awful  to  think  on.  T'other  family  will  some  day 
or  other  gather  them  all  up,  put  them  into  a  bundle  and  bind 
them  up  tight,  and  condemn  'em  as  fit  for  nothin  under  the  sun, 
but  the  fire.  Now  he  who  splits  one  of  these  here  sects  by 
schism,  or  he  v/ho  preaches  schism,  commits  a  grievous  sin; 
and,  Sam,  if  you  valy  your  own  peace  of  mind,  have  nothin  to 
do  with  such  folks. 

"'It's  pretty  much  the  same  in  Politics.  I  ain't  quite  clear 
in  my  conscience,  Sam,  about  our  glorious  revolution.  If  that 
are  blood  was  shed  justly  in  the  rebellion,  then  it  was  the  Lord's 
doin,  but  if  unlawfully,  how  am  I  to  answer  for  my  share  in  it? 
I  was  at  Bunker  Hill  (the  most  splendid  battle  it's  generally 
allowed  that  ever  was  fought);  what  effect  my  shots  had,  I  can't 
tell,  and  I  am  glad  I  can't,  all  except  one,  Sam,  and  that  shot ' 

Here  the  oldgertleman  became  dreadful  agitated,  he  shook 

like  an  ague  fit,  and  he  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  and 
wrung  his  hands,  and  groaned  bitterly.  'I  have  wrastled  with 
the  Lord,  Sam,  and  have  prayed  to  him  to  enlighten  me  on  that 
pint,  and  to  wash  out  the  stain  of  that  are  blood  from  my  hands. 
I  never  told  you  that  are  story,  nor  your  mother  neither,  for 
she  could  not  stand  it,  poor  critter,  she's  kinder  narvous. 

'"V/ell,  Doctor  Warren  (the  first  soldier  of  his  age,  though 
he  never  fought  afore)  commanded  us  all  to  resarve  our  fire  till 
the  British  came  within  pint-blank  shot,  and  we  could  cleverly 
see  the  whites  of  their  eyes,  and  we  did  so  —  and  we  mowed 
them  down  like  grass,  and  we  repeated  our  fire  with  awful 
effect.  I  was  among  the  last  that  remained  behind  the  breast- 
work, for  most  on  'em,  arter  the  second  shot,  cut  and  run  full 
split.  The  British  were  close  to  us ;  and  an  officer,  with  his 
sword  drawn,  was  leading  on  his  men  and  encouragin  them  to 
the  charge.  I  could  see  his  features,  he  was  a  rael  handsome 
man;  I  can  see  him  now  with  his  white  breeches  and  black 
gaiters,  and  red  coat,  and  three-cornered  cocked  hat,  as  plain 
as  if  it  was  yesterday  instead  of  the  year  '75.      Well,  I  took  a 
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steady  aim  at  him  and  fired.  He  didn't  move  for  a  space,  and 
I  thought  I  had  missed  him,  when  all  of  a  sudden,  he  sprung 
right  straight  up  on  eend,  his  sword  slipt  through  his  hands  up 
to  the  pint,  and  then  he  fell  flat  on  his  face  atop  of  the  blade, 
and  it  came  straight  out  through  his  back.  He  was  fairly- 
skivered.  I  never  seed  anything  so  awful  since  I  was  raised, 
I  actilly  screamed  out  with  horror  —  and  I  threw  aw^ay  my  gun 
and  joined  them  that  w^ere  retreatin  over  the  neck  to  Charles- 
town.  Sam,  that  are  British  officer,  if  our  rebellion  was  on  just 
or  onlawful,  was  murdered,  that's  a  fact;  and  the  idee,  now  1 
am  growin  old,  haunts  me  day  and  night.  Sometimes  I  begin 
with  the  Stamp  Act,  and  I  go  over  all  our  grievances,  one  by 
one,  and  say,  ain't  they  a  sufficient  justification.  Well,  it 
makes  a  long  list,  and  I  get  kinder  satisfied,  and  it  appears  as 
clear  as  anything.  But  sometimes  there  come  doubts  in  my 
mind  jist  like  a  guest  that's  not  invited  or  not  expected,  and 
takes  you  at  a  short  like,  and  I  say,  warn't  the  Stamp  Act 
repealed,  and  concessions  made,  and  warn't  offers  sent  to  settle 
all  fairly?  —  and  I  get  troubled  and  oneasy  agin.  And  then  I 
say  to  myself,  says  I,  oh  yes,  but  them  offers  came  too  late.  I 
do  nothin  now,  when  I  am  alone,  but  argue  it  over  and  over 
agin.  I  actilly  dream  on  that  man  in  my  sleep  sometimes,  and 
then  I  see  him  as  plain  as  if  he  was  afore  me,  and  I  go  over  it 
all  agin  till  I  come  to  that  are  shot,  and  then  I  leap  right  up 
in  bed  and  scream  like  all  vengeance,  and  your  mother,  poor  old 
critter,  says,  Sam,  says  she,  "  What  on  airth  ails  you  to  make 
you  act  so  like  old  Scratch  in  your  sleep- — I  do  believe  there's 
somethin  or  another  on  your  conscience."  And  I  say,  "Polly 
dear,  I  guess  we're  a  goin  to  have  rain,  for  that  plaguy  cute 
rheumatis  has  seized  my  foot  and  it  does  antagonize  ms  so  I 
have  no  peace.  It  always  does  so  when  it's  like  for  a  change." 
"Dear  heart,"  she  says  (the  poor  simple  critter),  "then  I  guess 
I  had  better  rub  it,  hadn't  I,  Sam?"  and  she  crawls  out  of  bed 
and  gets  her  red  flannel  petticoat,  and  rubs  away  at  my  foot 
ever  so  long.  Oh,  Sam,  if  she  could  rub  it  out  of  my  heart  as 
easy  as  she  thinks  she  rubs  it  out  of  my  foot,  I  should  be  in 
peace,  that's  a  fact. 

"'What's  done,  Sam,  can't  be  helped,  there  is  no  use  in  cryin 
over  spilt  milk,  but  still  one  can't  help  a  thinkin  on  it.  But 
I  don't  love  schisms,  and  I  don't  love  rebellion. 

"'Our  revolution  has  made  us  grow  faster  and  grow  richer, 
but,  Sam,  when  we  were  younger  and  poorer,  we  were  more 
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pious  and  more  happy.  We  have  nothin  fixed  either  in  religion 
or  politics.  What  connection  there  ought  to  be  atween  Church 
and  State,  I  am  not  availed,  but  some  there  ought  to  be  as  sure 
as  the  Lord  made  Moses.  Religion,  when  left  to  itself,  as  with 
us,  grows  too  rank  and  luxuriant.  Suckers  and  sprouts,  and 
intersecting  shoots,  and  superfluous  wood  make  a  nice  shady- 
tree  to  look  at,  but  where 's  the  fruit,  Sam?  that's  the  question 
—  where's  the  fruit?  No;  the  pride  of  human  wisdom,  and  the 
presumption  it  breeds,  will  ruinate  us.  Jefferson  was  an  infidel, 
and  avowed  it,  and  gloried  in  it,  and  called  it  the  enlighten- 
ment of  the  age.  Cambridge  College  is  Unitarian,  'cause  it 
looks  wise  to  doubt,  and  every  drumstick  of  a  boy  ridicules  the 
belief  of  his  forefathers.  If  our  country  is  to  be  darkened  by 
infidelity,  our  Government  defied  by  every  State,  and  every 
State  ruled  by  mobs  —  then,  Sam,  the  blood  we  shed  in  our 
revolution  will  be  atoned  for  in  the  blood  and  suffering  of  our 
fellow-citizens.  The  murders  of  that  civil  war  will  be  expiated 
by  a  political  suicide  of  the  State.' 

"I  am  somewhat  of  father's  opinion,"  said  the  Clockmaker, 
"though  I  don't  go  the  whole  figur  with  him;  but  he  needn't 
have  made  such  an  everlastin  touss  about  fixin  that  are  British 
officer's  flint  for  him,  for  he'd  a  died  himself  by  this  time,  I  do 
suppose,  if  he  had  a  missed  his  shot  at  him.  P'r'aps  we  might 
have  done  a  little  better,  and  p'r'aps  we  mightn't,  by  stickin  a 
little  closer  to  the  old  constitution.  But  one  thing  I  will  say, 
I  think,  arter  all,  your  Colony  Government  is  about  as  happy 
and  as  good  a  one  as  I  know  on.  A  man's  life  and  property 
are  well  protected  here  at  little  cost,  and  he  can  go  where  he 
likes,  provided  he  don't  trespass  on  his  neighbor. 

"I  guess  that's  enough  for  auy  on  us,  now,  ain't  it?" 

Windsor  and  the  Far  West. 

The  next  morning  the  Clockmaker  proposed  to  take  a  drive 
round  the  neighborhood  "  You  hadn't  out, "  says  he,  "  to  be  in  a 
hurry;  yon.  should  see  the  vicinity  of  this  location;  there  ain't 
the  beat  of  it  to  be  found  anywhere." 

While  the  servants  were  harnessing  old  Clay,  we  went  to 
see  a  new  bridge,  which  had  recently  been  erected  over  the 
Avon  River.  "That,"  said  he,  "is  a  splendid  thing.  A  New 
Yorker  built  it,  and  the  folks  in  St.  John  paid  for  it."  "You 
mean  of  Halifax, "said  I;  "St.  John  is  in  the  other  province." 
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"  I  mean  what  I  say, "  ho  replied,  "  and  it  is  a  credit  to  New  Bruns- 
wick. No,  sir,  the  Halifax  folks  neither  know  nor  keer  much 
about  the  country  —  they  wouldn't  take  hold  on  it,  and  if  they 
had  a  waited  for  them,  it  would  have  been  one  while  afore  they 
got  a  bridge,  I  tell  you.  They've  no  spirit,  and  plaguy  little 
sympathy  with  the  country,  and  I'll  tell  you  the  reason  on  it. 
There  are  a  great  many  people  there  from  other  parts,  and 
always  have  been,  who  come  to  make  money  and  nothin  else, 
who  don't  call  it  home,  and  don't  feel  to  home,  and  who  intend 
to  up  killoch  and  off,  as  soon  as  they  have  made  their  ned  out 
of  the  bluenoses.  They  have  got  about  as  much  regard  for  the 
country  as  a  peddler  has,  who  trudges  along  Avith  a  pack  on  his 
back.  He  ivalks,  'cause  he  intends  to  ride  at  last;  trusts,  'cause 
he  intends  to  sue  at  last;  smiles,  'cause  he  intends  to  cheat  at 
last ;  saves  all,  'cause  he  intends  to  move  all  at  last.  It's  actilly 
overrun  with  transient  paupers,  and  transient  speculators,  and 
these  last  grumble  and  growl  like  a  bear  with  a  sore  head,  the 
whole  blessed  time,  at  everything,  and  can  hardly  keep  a  civil 
tongue  in  their  head,  while  they're  fobbin  your  money  hand 
over  hand.  These  critters  feel  no  interest  in  anything  but  cent 
per  cent;  they  deaden  public  spirit;  they  hain't  got  none  them- 
selves, and  they  larf  at  it  in  others ;  and  when  you  add  their 
numbers  to  the  timid  ones,  the  stingy  ones,  the  ignorant  ones, 
and  the  poor  ones,  that  are  to  be  found  in  every  place,  why  the 
few  smart-spirited  ones  that's  left  are  too  few  to  do  anything, 
and  so  nothin  is  done.     It  appears  to  me  if  I  was  a  bluenose 

I'd But  thank  fortin  I  ain't,  so  I  says  nothin  —  but  there 

is  something  that  ain't  altogether  jist  right  in  this  country, 
that's  a  fact. 

"  But  what  a  country  this  Bay  country  is,  isn't  it?  Look  at 
that  medder,  bean't  it  lovely?  The  Prayer  Eyes  of  the  Illanoy 
are  the  top  of  the  ladder  with  us,  but  these  dikes  take  the  shine 
off  them  by  a  long  chalk,  that's  sartin.  The  land  in  our  far 
west,  it  is  generally  allowed,  can't  be  no  better;  what  you  plant 
is  sure  to  grow  and  yield  well,  and  food  is  so  cheap,  you  can 
live  there  for  half  nothin.  But  it  don't  agree  with  us  New 
England  folks;  we  don't  enjoy  good  health  there;  and  what  in 
the  world  is  the  use  of  food,  if  you  have  such  an  etarnal  dyspepsy 
you  can't  digest  it.  A  man  can  hardly  live  there  till  next 
grass,  afore  he  is  in  the  yaller  leaf.  Just  like  one  of  our  bran- 
new  vessels  built  down  in  Maine,  of  the  best  hackmatack,  or 
what's  better  still,  of  our  real  American  live  oak  (and  that's 
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allowed  to  be  about  the  best  in  the  world),  send  her  off  to  the 
West  Indies,  and  let  her  lie  there  awhile,  and  the  worms  will 
riddle  her  bottom  all  full  of  holes  like  a  tin  cullender,  or  a  board 
with  a  grist  of  duck  shot  through  it,  you  wouldn't  believe  what 
a  bore  they  be.  Well,  that's  jist  the  case  with  the  western  cli- 
mate. The  heat  takes  the  solder  out  of  the  knees,  and  elbows, 
weakens  the  joints,  and  makes  the  frame  rickety. 

"Besides,  we  like  the  smell  of  the  salt  water,  it  seems  kinder 
nateral  to  us  New  Englanders.  We  can  make  more  a  plowin 
of  the  seas,  than  plowin  of  a  prayer  eye.  It  would  take  a  bottom 
near  about  as  long  as  Connecticut  River,  to  raise  wheat  enough 
to  buy  the  cargo  of  a  Nantucket  whaler,  or  a  Salem  tea  ship. 
And  then  to  leave  one's  folks,  and  wditive  place,  where  one  was 
raised,  halter-broke,  and  trained  to  go  in  gear,  and  exchange 
all  the  comforts  of  the  Old  States  for  them  are  new  ones,  don't 
seem  to  go  down  well  at  all.  Why,  the  very  sight  of  the  Yankee 
galls  is  good  for  sore  eyes,  the  dear  little  critters,  they  do  look 
so  scrumptious,  I  tell  you,  with  their  cheeks  bloomin  like  a  red 
rose  budded  on  a  white  one,  and  their  eyes  like  Mrs.  Adams's 
diamonds  (that  folks  say  shine  as  well  in  the  dark  as  in  the 
light),  neck  like  a  swan,  lips  chock  full  of  kisses  —  lick!  it 
fairly  makes  one's  mouth  water  to  think  on  'em.  But  it's  no 
use  talkin,  they  are  just  made  critters,  that's  a  fact,  full  of 
health  and  life  and  beauty, —  now,  to  change  them  are  splendid 
white  water  lilies  of  Connecticut  and  Rhode  Island  for  the 
yaller  crocuses  of  Illanoy,  is  what  we  don't  like.  It  goes  most 
confoundedly  agin  the  grain,  I  tell  you.  Poor  critters,  when 
they  get  away  back  there,  they  grow  as  thin  as  a  sawed  lath, 
their  little  peepers  are  as  dull  as  a  boiled  codfish,  their  skin 
looks  like  yaller  fever,  and  they  seem  all  mouth  like  a  crocodile. 
And  that's  not  the  worst  of  it  neither,  for  when  a  woman  begins 
to  grow  sailer  it's  all  over  with  her;  she's  up  a  tree  then  you 
may  depend,  there's  no  mistake.  You  can  no  more  bring  kick 
her  bloom,  than  you  can  the  color  to  a  leaf  the  frost  has  touched 
in  the  fall.  It's  gone  goose  with  her,  that's  a  fact.  And 
that's  not  all,  for  the  temper  is  plaguy  apt  to  change  with  the 
cheek,  too.  When  the  freshness  of  youth  is  on  the  move,  the 
sweetness  of  temper  is  amazin  apt  to  start  along  with  it.  A 
bilious  cheek  and  a  sour  temper  are  like  the  Siamese  twins, 
there's  a  nateral  cord  of  union  at  ween  them.  The  one  is  a  sign- 
board, with  the  name  of  the  firm  written  on  it  in  big  letters. 
He  that  don't  know  this,  can't  read,  I  guess.     It's  no  use  to 
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cry  over  spilt  milk,  we  all  know,  but  it's  easier  said  than  done, 
that.  Womenkind,  and  especially  single  folks,  will  take  on 
dreadful  at  the  fadin  of  their  roses,  and  their  frettin  only  seems 
to  make  the  thorns  look  sharper.  Our  minister  used  to  say  to 
sister  Sail  (and  when  she  was  young  she  was  a  rael  witch,  a 
most  everlastin  sweet  girl),  'Sally,'  he  used  to  say,  'now's  the 
time  to  larn,  when  you  are  young;  store  your  mind  well,  dear, 
and  the  fragrance  will  remain  long  arter  the  rose  has  shed  its 
leaves.  The  ottar  of  roses  is  stronger  than  the  rose,  and  a  plaguy 
sight  more  valuable.''  Sail  wrote  it  down,  she  said  it  warn't  a 
bad  idee  that;  but  father  larfed,  he  said  he  guessed  Minister's 
courtin  days  warn't  over,  when  he  made  such  pretty  speeches 
as  that  are  to  the  galls.  Now,  who  would  go  to  expose  his 
wife  or  his  darters,  or  himself,  to  the  dangers  of  such  a  climate, 
for  the  sake  of  30  bushels  of  wheat  to  the  acre,  instead  of  15. 
There  seems  a  kinder  somethin  in  us  that  rises  in  our  throat 
when  we  think  on  it,  and  won't  let  us.  We  don't  like  it. 
Give  me  the  shore,  and  let  them  that  like  the  Far  West  go 
there,  I  say. 

"  This  place  is  as  fertile  as  Illanoy  or  Ohio,  as  healthy  as  any 
part  of  the  globe,  and  right  alongside  of  the  salt  water;  but  the 
folks  want  three  things  —  Industry,  Enterprise,  Economy  ;  these 
bluenoses  don't  know  how  to  valy  this  location  —  only  look  at 
it,  and  see  what  a  place  for  bisness  it  is  —  the  center  of  the 
Province  —  the  nateral  capital  of  the  Basin  of  Minas,  and  part 
of  the  Bay  of  Fundy  —  the  great  thoroughfare  to  St.  John, 
Canada,  and  the  United  States  —  the  exports  of  lime,  gypsum, 
freestone  and  grindstone  —  the  dikes  —  but  it's  no  use  talkin ; 
I  wish  we  had  it,  that's  all.  Our  folks  are  like  a  rock-maple 
tree — stick  'em  in  anywhere,  butt  eend  up  and  top  down,  and 
they  will  take  root  and  grow;  but  put  'em  in  a  rael  good  soil 
like  this,  and  give  'em  a  fair  chance,  and  they  will  go  ahead 
and  thrive  right  off,  most  amazin  fast,  that's  a  fact.  Yes,  if 
we  had  it  we  would  make  another  guess  place  of  it  from  what 
it  is.  In  one  year  we  would  have  a  railroad  to  Halifax,  which, 
unlike  the  stone  that  killed  tivo  birds,  ivoidd  he  the  makin  of  both 
places.  I  often  tell  the  folks  this,  but  all  they  can  say  is,  'Oh, 
we  are  too  poor  and  too  young.'  Says  I,  'You  put  me  in  mind 
of  a  great  long-legged,  long-tail  colt  father  had.  He  never 
changed  his  name  of  colt  as  long  as  he  lived,  and  he  was  as  old 
as  the  hills ;  and  though  he  had  the  best  of  feed,  was  as  thin  as 
(1  whippin  post.     He  was  colt  all  his  days  —  always  young — . 
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always  poor;  and  young  and  poor  you'll  be,  I  guess,  to  the  eend 
of  the  chapter.'  " 

On  our  return  to  the  Inn,  the  weather,  which  had  been 
threatening  for  some  time  past,  became  very  tempestuous.  It 
rained  for  three  successive  days,  and  the  roads  were  almost 
impassable.  To  continue  ray  journey  was  wholly  out  of  the 
question.  I  determined,  therefore,  to  take  a  seat  in  the  coach 
for  Halifax,  and  defer  until  next  year  the  remaining  part  of  my 
tour.  Mr.  Slick  agreed  to  meet  me  here  in  June,  and  to  pro- 
vide for  me  the  same  conveyance  I  had  used  from  Amherst.  I 
look  forward  with  much  pleasure  to  our  meeting  again.  His 
manner  and  idiom  were  to  me  perfectly  new  and  very  amusing ; 
while  his  good  sound  sense,  searching  observation,  and  queer 
humor  rendered  his  conversation  at  once  valuable  and  interest- 
ing. There  are  many  subjects  on  which  I  should  like  to  draw 
him  cut;  and  I  promise  myself  a  fund  of  amusement  in  his 
remarks  on  the  state  of  society  and  manners  at  Halifax,  and 
the  machinery  of  the  local  government,  on  both  of  which  he 
appears  to  entertain  many  original  and  some  very  just  opinions. 

As  he  took  leave  of  me  in  the  coach,  he  whispered,  "  Inside 
of  your  great  big  cloak  you  will  find  wrapped  up  a  box,  con- 
tainin  a  thousand  rael  genuine  first-chop  Havanas  —  no  mis- 
take —  the  clear  thing.  When  you  smoke  'em,  think  sometimes 
of  your  old  companion,  'Sam  Slick  the  Clockjviaker.  '  " 


MARTIN   CHUZZLEWIT 

Disembarks  from  that  Noble  and  Fast-sailing  Line= 
of-Packet  Ship,  the  "Screw,"  at  the  Port  of  New 
York,  in  the  United  States  of  America. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

[This  scene  is  a  caricature  inspired  by  Dickens'  first  and  rather  unhappy  visit  to 

America.] 

[Charles  Dickens,  one  of  the  greatest  novelists  and  humorists  of  the  world, 
■was  born  February  7,  1812,  at  Portsea,  Eng.  His  father  being  unprosperous,  he 
had  no  regular  education  and  much  hardship  ;  at  fourteen  became  an  attorney's 
clerk,  and  at  seventeen  a  reporter.  His  first  short  story  appeared  in  December, 
1833 ;  the  collected  "  Sketches  by  Boz  "  in  1836,  which  also  saw  the  first  number  of 
"The  Pickwick  Papers,"  finished  in  November,  1837.  There  followed  "  Oliver 
Twist,"  "  Nicholas  Nickleby,"  "  Master  Humphrey's  Clock  "  (finally  dissolved 
23 
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into  the  "Old  Curiosity  Shop"  and  "  Barnaby  Rudge"),  the  "American 
Notes,"  "  Martin  Chuzzlcwit,"  the  "  Christmas  Carol  "  (other  Christmas  stories 
followed  later),  "Notes  from  Italy,"  "Dombey  and  Son,"  "David  Copper- 
field,"  "Bleak  House,"  "Hard  Times,"  "Little  Dorrit,"  "Great  Expecta- 
tions," "A  Tale  of  Two  Cities,"  "Our  Mutual  Friend,"  and  the  unfinished 
"  Edwin  Drood."  Several  of  these,  and  his  "  Uncommercial  Traveller"  papers, 
appeared  in  All  the  Year  Bound,  which  he  edited.     He  died  June  9,  1370.] 


Some  trifling  excitement  prevailed  upon  the  very  brink  and 
margin  of  the  land  of  liberty  ;  for  an  alderman  had  been  elected 
the  day  before,  and  Party  Feeling  naturally  running  rather 
high  on  such  an  exciting  occasion,  the  friends  of  the  disap- 
pointed candidate  had  found  it  necessary  to  assert  the  great 
Principles  of  Purity  of  Election  and  Freedom  of  Opinion,  by 
breaking  a  few  legs  and  arms,  and  furthermore  pursuing  one 
obnoxious  gentleman  through  the  streets  with  the  design  of 
slitting  his  nose.  These  good-humored  little  outbursts  of  the 
popular  fancy  were  not  in  themselves  sufficiently  remarkable  to 
create  any  great  stir,  after  the  lapse  of  a  whole  night ;  but  they 
found  fresh  life  and  notoriety  in  the  breath  of  the  newsboys, 
who  not  only  proclaimed  them  with  shrill  yells  in  all  the  high- 
ways and  byways  of  the  town,  upon  the  wharves  and  among 
the  shipping,  but  on  the  deck  and  down  in  the  cabins  of  the 
steamboat ;  which,  before  she  touched  the  shore,  was  boarded 
and  overrun  by  a  legion  of  those  young  citizens. 

"Here's  this  morning's  Neiv  York  Serve?' f^^  cried  one. 
"Here's  this  morning's  New  York  Stahher!  Here's  the  New 
York  Family  Spy!  Here's  the  New  York  Private  Listener! 
Here's  the  New  York  Peeper!  Here's  the  New  York  Plunderer ! 
Here's  the  New  York  Keyhole  Reporter!  Here's  the  New  York 
Rowdy  Journal!  Here's  all  the  New  York  papers !  Here's 
full  particulars  of  the  patriotic  locofoco  movement  yesterday,  in 
Avhich  the  whigs  was  so  chawed  up ;  and  the  last  Alabama 
gouging  case ;  and  the  interesting  Arkansas  dooel  with  bowie 
knives ;  and  all  the  Political,  Commercial,  and  Fashionable 
News.  Here  they  are  I  Here  they  are  !  Here's  the  papers, 
here's  the  papers  !  " 

"  Here's  the  Sewer!  "  cried  another.  "  Here's  the  Neiv  York 
Sewer!  Here's  some  of  the  twelfth  thousand  of  to-day's  Sewer^ 
with  the  best  accounts  of  the  markets,  and  all  the  shipping 
news,  and  four  whole  columns  of  country  correspondence,  and 
a  full  account  of  the  Ball  at  Mrs.  White's  last  night,  where  all 
the  beauty  and  fashion  of  New  York  was  assembled ;  with  the 
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Sewer  s  own  particulars  of  the  private  lives  of  all  the  ladies 
that  was  there  !  Here's  the  Sewer!  Here's  some  of  the  twelfth 
thousand  of  the  New  York  Sewer!  Here's  the  Sewer  s  exposure 
of  the  Wall  Street  Gang,  and  the  Seivers  exposure  of  the  Wash- 
ington Gang,  and  the  Sewer  s  exclusive  account  of  a  flagrant  act 
of  dishonesty  committed  by  the  Secretary  of  State  when  he  was 
eight  years  old ;  now  communicated,  at  a  great  expense,  by  his 
own  nurse.  Here's  the  Server!  Here's  the  New  York  Sewer,  in 
its  twelfth  thousand,  with  a  whole  column  of  New  Yorkers  to  be 
shown  up,  and  all  their  names  printed  !  Here's  the  Seiver's 
article  upon  the  Judge  that  tried  him,  day  afore  yesterday,  for 
libel,  and  the  Sewer's  tribute  to  the  independent  Jury  that 
didn't  convict  him,  and  the  Sewer's  account  of  what  they  might 
have  expected  if  they  had  !  Here's  the  Sewer,  here's  the  Sewer! 
Here's  the  wide-awake  Sewer;  always  on  the  lookout;  the 
leading  Journal  of  the  United  States,  now  in  its  twelfth  thou- 
sand, and  still  a  printing  off.     Here's  the  New  York  Seioer  I  " 

"  It  is  in  such  enlightened  means,"  said  a  voice  almost  in 
Martin's  ear,  "  that  the  bubbling  passions  of  my  country  find  a 
vent." 

Martin  turned  involuntarily,  and  saw,  standing  close  at  his 
side,  a  sallow  gentleman,  with  sunken  cheeks,  black  hair,  small 
twinkling  eyes,  and  a  singular  expression  hovering  about  that 
region  of  his  face,  which  was  not  a  frown,  nor  a  leer,  and  yet 
might  have  been  mistaken  at  the  first  glance  for  either.  Indeed 
it  would  have  been  difficult,  on  a  much  closer  acquaintance,  to 
describe  it  in  any  more  satisfactory  terms  than  as  a  mixed  ex- 
pression of  vulgar  cunning  and  conceit.  This  gentleman  wore 
a  rather  broad-brimmed  hat  for  the  greater  wisdom  of  his 
appearance,  and  had  his  arms  folded  for  the  greater  impressive- 
ness  of  his  attitude.  He  was  somewhat  shabbily  dressed  in  a 
blue  surtout  reaching  nearly  to  his  ankles,  short  loose  trousers 
of  the  same  color,  and  a  faded  buff  waistcoat,  through  which  a 
discolored  shirt  frill  struggled  to  force  itself  into  notice,  as 
asserting  an  equality  of  civil  rights  with  the  other  portions  of 
his  dress,  and  maintaining  a  declaration  of  Independence  on  its 
own  account.  His  feet,  which  were  of  unusually  large  propor- 
tions, were  leisurely  crossed  before  him  as  he  half  leaned  against, 
half  sat  upon,  the  steamboat's  bulwark  ;  and  his  thick  cane, 
shod  with  a  mighty  ferule  at  one  end  and  armed  with  a  great 
metal  knob  at  the  other,  depended  from  a  line  and  tassel  on  his 
wrist.     Thus  attired,  and  thus  composed  into  an  aspect  of  great 
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profundity,  the  gentleman  twitched  up  the  right-hand  corner  of 
his  mouth  and  his  riglit  eye,  simultaneously,  and  said,  once 
more  :  — 

"  It  is  in  such  enlightened  means,  that  the  bubbling  passions 
of  my  country  find  a  vent." 

As  he  looked  at  Martin,  and  nobody  else  was  by,  Martin 
inclined  his  head,  and  said  :  — 

"  You  allude  to ?  " 

"  To  the  Palladium  of  rational  Liberty  at  home,  sir,  and  the 
dread  of  Foreign  oppression  abroad,"  returned  the  gentleman, 
as  he  pointed  with  his  cane  to  an  uncommonly  dirty  newsboy 
with  one  eye.  "  To  the  Envy  of  the  world,  sir,  and  the  leaders 
of  Human  Civilization.  Let  me  ask  you,  sir,"  he  added,  bring- 
ing the  ferule  of  his  stick  heavily  upon  the  deck  with  the  air  of 
a  man  who  must  not  be  equivocated  with,  "  how  do  you  like  my 
Country  ?  " 

"I  am  hardly  prepared  to  answer  that  question,"  said  Mar- 
tin, '•seeing  that  I  have  not  been  ashore." 

*'  Well,  I  should  expect  you  were  not  prepared,  sir,"  said 
the  gentleman,  "  to  behold  such  signs  of  National  Prosperity  as 
those  ?  " 

He  pointed  to  the  vessels  lying  at  the  wharves  ;  and  then 
gave  a  vague  flourish  with  his  stick,  as  if  he  would  include  the 
air  and  water,  generally,  in  this  remark. 

"  Really,"  said  Martin,  "  I  don't  know.  Yes.  I  think  I 
was." 

The  gentleman  glanced  at  him  with  a  knowing  look,  and 
said  he  liked  his  policy.  It  was  natural,  he  said,  and  it  pleased 
him  as  a  philosopher  to  observe  the  prejudices  of  human  nature. 

"  You  have  brought,  I  see,  sir,"  he  said,  turning  round 
towards  Martin,  and  resting  his  chin  on  the  top  of  liis  stick, 
"  the  usual  amount  of  misery  and  poverty  and  ignorance  and 
crime,  to  be  located  in  the  bosom  of  the  great  Republic.  Well, 
sir  !  let  'em  come  on  in  shiploads  from  the  old  country. 
When  vessels  are  about  to  founder,  the  rats  are  said  to  leave 
'em.     There  is  considerable  of  truth,  I  find,  in  that  remark." 

"  The  old  ship  will  keep  afloat  a  year  or  two  longer  yet, 
perhaps,"  said  Martin  with  a  smile,  partly  occasioned  by  what 
the  gentleman  said,  and  partly  by  his  manner  of  saying  it, 
which  was  odd  enough,  for  he  emphasized  all  the  small  words 
and  syllables  in  his  discourse,  and  left  the  others  to  take  care 
of  themselves,  as  if  he  thought  the  larger  parts  of  speech  could 
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be  trusted  alone,  but  the  little  ones  required  to  be  constantly 
looked  after. 

"Hope  is  said  by  the  poet,"  observed  the  gentleman,  "to 
be  the  nurse  of  Young  Desire." 

Martin  signified  that  he  had  lieard  of  the  cardinal  virtue  ia 
question  serving  occasionally  in  that  domestic  capacity. 

"  She  will  not  rear  her  infant  in  the  present  instance,  sir, 
you'll  find,"  observed  the  gentleman. 

"  Time  will  show,"  said  Martin. 

The  gentleman  nodded  his  head  gravely  and  said,  "  What 
is  your  name,  sir  ?  " 

Martin  told  him. 

"  How  old  are  you,  sir  ?  " 

Martin  told  him. 

"  What  is  your  profession,  sir  ?  " 

Martin  told  him  that,  also. 

"  What  is  your  destination,  sir  ?  "  inquired  the  gentleman. 

"  Really,"  said  Martin,  laughing,  "  I  can't  satisfy  you  in 
that  particular,  for  I  don't  know  it  myself." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  gentleman. 

"  No,"  said  Martin. 

The  gentleman  adjusted  his  cane  under  his  left  arm,  and 
took  a  more  deliberate  and  complete  survey  of  Martin  than  he 
had  yet  had  leisure  to  make.  When  he  had  completed  his  in- 
spection, he  put  out  his  right  hand,  shook  Martin's  hand,  and 
said  :  — 

"  My  name  is  Colonel  Diver,  sir.  I  am  the  Editor  of  the 
Neiv  York  Rowdy  Journal.'''' 

Martin  received  the  communication  with  that  degree  of 
respect  which  an  announcement  so  distinguished  appeared  to 
demand. 

"  The  New  York  Rowdy  Journal .,  sir,"  resumed  the  colonel, 
"  is,  as  I  expect  you  know,  the  organ  of  our  aristocracy  in  this 
city." 

"  Oh  !  there  is  an  aristocracy  here,  then  ? "  said  Martiuo 
"  Of  what  is  it  composed  ?  " 

"Of  intelligence,  sir,"  replied  the  colonel ;  "of  intelligence 
and  virtue.  And  of  their  necessary  consequence  in  this  repub- 
lic.    Dollars,  sir." 

Martin  was  very  glad  to  hear  this,  feeling  well  assured  that 
if  intelligence  and  virtue  led,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  the  ac- 
quisition of  dollars,  he  would  speedily  become  a  great  capitalist. 
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Pie  was  about  to  express  the  gratification  such  news  afforded 
him,  when  he  was  interrupted  by  the  captain  of  the  ship,  who 
came  up  at  the  moment  to  shake  hands  with  the  colonel ;  and 
who,  seeing  a  well-dressed  stranger  on  the  deck  (for  Martin 
had  thrown  aside  his  cloak),  shook  hands  with  him  also.  This 
was  an  unspeakable  relief  to  Martin,  who,  in  spite  of  the 
acknowledged  supremacy  of  intelligence  and  virtue  in  that 
happy  country,  would  have  been  deeply  mortified  to  appear  be- 
fore Colonel  Diver  in  the  poor  character  of  a  steerage  passenger. 

"  Well,  cap'en  !  "  said  the  colonel. 

"  Well,  colonel  !  "  cried  the  captain.  "  You're  looking  most 
uncommon  bright,  sir.  I  can  hardly  realize  its  being  you,  and 
that's  a  fact." 

"  A  good  passage,  cap'en  ?  "  inquired  the  colonel,  taking  him 
aside. 

"  Well,  now  !  It  was  a  pretty  spanking  run,  sir,"  said,  or 
rather  sung,  the  captain,  who  was  a  genuine  New  Englander, 
"con-siderin'  the  weather." 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  colonel. 

"  Well  :  It  was,  sir,"  said  the  captain.  "  I've  just  now 
sent  a  boy  up  to  your  office  with  the  passenger  list,  colonel." 

"  You  haven't  got  another  boy  to  spare,  p'raps,  cap'en  ?  '* 
said  the  colonel,  in  a  tone  almost  amounting  to  severity. 

"  I  guess  there  air  a  dozen  if  you  want  'em,  colonel,"  said 
the  captain. 

"  One  moderate  big  'un  could  convey  a  dozen  of  champagne, 
perhaps,"  observed  the  colonel,  musing,  "  to  my  office.  You 
said  a  spanking  run,  I  think  ?  " 

"  Well,  so  I  did,"  was  the  reply. 

"It's  very  nigh,  you  know,"  observed  the  colonel.  "I'm 
glad  it  was  a  spanking  run,  cap'en.  Don't  mind  about  quarts 
if  you're  short  of  'em.  The  boy  can  as  well  bring  four  and 
twenty  pints,  and  travel  twice  as  once.  — A  first-rate  spanker, 
cap'en,  was  it  ?     Yes  ?  " 

"  A  most  e — tarnal  spanker,"  said  the  skipper. 

"  I  admire  at  your  good  fortun,  cap'en.  You  might  loan  me 
a  corkscrew  at  the  same  time,  and  half  a  dozen  glasses  if  you 
liked.  However  bad  the  elements  combine  against  my  country's 
noble  packet  ship,  the  'Screw,'  sir,"  said  the  colonel,  turning  to 
Martin,  and  drawing  a  flourish  on  the  surface  of  the  deck  with 
his  cane,  "  her  passage  either  way  is  almost  certain  to  eventuate 
a  spanker !  " 
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The  captain,  who  had  the  Sewer  below  at  that  moment, 
lunching  expensively  in  one  cabin,  while  the  amiable  Stabher 
was  drinking  himself  into  a  state  of  blind  madness  in  another, 
took  a  cordial  leave  of  his  friend  the  colonel,  and  hurried  away 
to  dispatch  the  champagne,  well  knowing  (as  it  afterwards 
appeared)  that  if  he  failed  to  conciliate  the  editor  of  the  Rowdy 
Journal^  that  potentate  would  denounce  him  and  his  ship  in 
large  capitals  before  he  was  a  day  older  ;  and  would  probably 
assault  the  memory  of  his  mother  also,  who  had  not  been  dead 
more  than  twenty  years.  The  colonel  being  again  left  alone 
with  Martin,  checked  him  as  he  was  moving  away,  and  offered, 
in  consideration  of  his  being  an  Englishman,  to  show  him  the 
town  and  to  introduce  him,  if  such  were  his  desire,  to  a  genteel 
boarding  house.  But  before  they  entered  on  these  proceedings 
(he  said),  he  would  beseech  the  honor  of  his  company  at  the 
office  of  the  Roivdy  Journal^  to  partake  of  a  bottle  of  champagne 
of  his  own  importation. 

All  this  was  so  extremely  kind  and  hospitable,  that  Martin, 
though  it  was  quite  early  in  the  morning,  readily  acquiesced. 
So,  instructing  Mark,  who  was  deeply  engaged  with  his  friend 
and  her  three  children,  that  when  hg  had  done  assisting  them, 
and  had  cleared  the  baggage,  he  was  to  wait  for  further  orders 
at  the  Rowdy  Journal  oi"fice,  Martin  accompanied  his  new  friend 
on  shore. 

They  made  their  way  as  they  best  could  through  the  melan- 
choly crowd  of  emigrants  upon  the  wharf,  who,  grouped  about 
their  beds  and  boxes,  with  the  bare  ground  below  them  and  the 
bare  sky  above,  might  have  fallen  from  another  planet,  for  any- 
thing they  knew  of  the  country  ;  and  walked  for  some  short 
distance  along  a  busy  street,  bounded  on  one  side  by  the  quays 
and  shipping ;  and  on  the  other  by  a  long  row  of  staring  red- 
brick storehouses  and  offices,  ornamented  with  more  black 
boards  and  white  letters,  and  more  white  boards  and  black 
letters,  than  Martin  had  ever  seen  before,  in  fifty  times  the 
space.  Presently  they  turned  up  a  narrow  street,  and  pres- 
ently into  other  narrow  streets,  until  at  last  they  stopped  before 
a  house  whereon  was  painted  in  great  characters.  Rowdy 
Journal. 

The  colonel,  who  had  walked  the  whole  way  with  one  hand 
in  his  breast,  his  head  occasionally  wagging  from  side  to  side, 
and  his  hat  thrown  back  upon  his  ears,  like  a  man  who  was 
oppressed  to  inconvenience  by  a  sense  of  his  own  greatness, 


7184  MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT. 

led  the  way  up  a  dark  and  dirty  flight  of  stairs  into  a  room  of 
similar  character,  all  littered  and  bestrewn  with  odds  and  ends 
of  newspapers  and  other  crumpled  fragments,  both  in  proof  and 
manuscript.  Behind  a  mangy  old  writing  table  in  tliis  apart- 
ment, sat  a  figure  with  a  stump  of  a  pen  in  its  mouth  and  a 
great  pair  of  scissors  in  its  right  hand,  clipping  and  slicing  at  a 
file  of  Rowdy  Journals  ;  and  it  was  such  a  laughable  figure  that 
Martin  had  some  dilliculty  in  preserving  his  gravity,  though 
conscious  of  the  close  observation  of  Colonel  Diver. 

The  individual  who  sat  clipping  and  slicing  as  aforesaid  at 
the  Rowdy  Journals  was  a  small  young  gentleman  of  very 
juvenile  appearance,  and  unwholesomely  pale  in  the  face ;  partly 
perhaps,  from  intense  thought,  but  partly,  there  is  no  doubt, 
from  the  excessive  use  of  tobacco,  which  he  was  at  that  mo- 
ment chewing  vigorously.  He  wore  his  shirt  collar  turned 
down  over  a  black  ribbon  ,  and  his  lank  hair,  a  fragile  crop, 
was  not  only  smoothed  and  parted  back  from  his  brow,  that 
none  of  the  Poetry  of  his  aspect  might  be  lost,  but  had,  here 
and  there,  been  grubbed  up  by  the  roots,  which  accounted  for 
his  loftiest  developments  being  somewhat  pimply.  He  had 
that  order  of  nose  on  which  the  envy  of  mankind  has  bestowed 
the  appellation  "  snub,"  and  it  was  very  much  turned  up  at  the 
end,  as  with  a  lofty  scorn.  Upon  the  upper  lip  of  this  young 
gentleman  were  tokens  of  a  sandy  down,  so  very,  very  smooth 
and  scant,  that,  though  encouraged  to  the  utmost,  it  looked 
more  like  a  recent  trace  of  gingerbread,  than  the  fair  promise 
of  a  mustache  ;  and  this  conjecture,  his  appareiitly  tender  age 
went  far  to  strengthen.  He  was  intent  upon  his  work.  Every 
time  he  snapped  the  great  pair  of  scissors,  he  made  a  corre- 
sponding motion  with  his  jaws,  which  gave  hira  a  very  terrible 
appearance. 

Martin  was  not  long  in  determining  within  himself  that 
this  must  be  Colonel  Diver's  son,  the  hope  of  the  family,  and 
future  mainspring  of  the  Rowdy  Journals.  Indeed  he  had 
begun  to  say  that  he  presumed  this  was  the  colonel's  little 
boy,  and  that  it  was  very  pleasant  to  see  him  playing  at  Editor 
in  all  the  guilelessness  of  childhood,  when  the  colonel  proudly 
interposed  and  said  :  — 

"  My  War  Correspondent,  Ar.     Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  !  " 

Martin  could  not  help  starting  at  this  unexpected  announce- 
ment, and  the  consciousness  of  the  ii'retrievable  mistake  he  had 
nearly  made. 
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Mr.  Brick  seemed  pleased  with  the  sensation  he  produced 
upon  the  stranger,  and  shook  hands  with  him,  witli  an  air  of 
patronage  designed  to  reassure  him,  and  to  let  him  know  that 
there  was  no  occasion  to  he  frightened,  for  he  (Brick)  wouldn't 
hurt  him. 

"You  have  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick,  I  see,  sir,"  quoth  the 
colonel,  with  a  smile.  "  England  has  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick, 
Europe  has  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick.  Let  me  see.  When  did 
you  leave  England,  sir  ?  " 

"  Five  weeks  ago,"  replied  Martin. 

"  Five  weeks  ago,"  repeated  the  colonel,  thoughtfully  ;  as 
he  took  his  seat  upon  the  table  and  swung  his  legs.  "  Now  let 
me  ask  you,  sir,  which  of  Mr.  Brick's  articles  had  become  at 
that  time  the  most  obnoxious  to  the  British  Parliament  and  the 
Court  of  Saint  James's  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,"  said  Martin,  "  I " 

"  I  have  reason  to  know,  sir,"  interrupted  the  colonel,  "  that 
the  aristocratic  circles  of  your  country  quail  before  the  name 
of  Jefferson  Brick.  I  should  like  to  be  informed,  sir,  from 
your  lips,  which  of  his  sentiments  has  struck  the  deadliest 
blow " 

"At  the  hundred  heads  of  the  Hydra  of  Corruption  now 
groveling  in  the  dust  beneath  the  lance  of  Reason,  and  spout- 
ing up  to  the  universal  arch  above  us  its  sanguinary  gore," 
said  Mr.  Brick,  putting  on  a  little  blue  cloth  cap  with  a  glazed 
front,  and  quoting  his  last  article. 

"  The  libation  of  freedom,  Brick,"  hinted  the  colonel. 

"  Mutet  sometimes  be  quaffed  in  blood,  colonel,"  cried  Brick. 
And  when  he  said  "  blood,"  he  gave  the  great  pair  of  scissors 
a  sharp  snap,  as  if  they  said  blood  too,  and  were  quite  of  his 
opinion. 

This  done,  they  both  looked  at  Martin,  pausing  for  a  reply. 

"  Upon  my  life,"  said  Martin,  who  had  by  this  time  quite 
recovered  his  usual  coolness,  "  I  can't  give  you  an}'^  satisfactory 
information  about  it ;  for  the  truth  is  that  I " 

"  Stop  !  "  cried  the  colonel,  glancing  sternly  at  his  war  cor- 
respondent, and  giving  his  head  one  shake  after  every  sentence. 
"  That  you  never  heard  of  Jefferson  Brick,  sir.  That  you  never 
read  Jefferson  Brick,  sir.  That  you  never  saw  the  Roivdy 
Journal^  sir.  That  you  never  knew,  sir,  of  its  mighty  influence 
upon  the  cabinets  of  Eu — rope.     Yes?  " 

"That's  what  I  was  about  to  observe,  certainly,"  said 
Martin. 
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"  Keep  cool,  Jefferson,"  said  the  colonel,  gravely.  "  Don't 
bust !  oh,  you  Europeans  !  Arter  that,  let's  have  a  glass  of 
wine  ! "  So  saying,  he  got  down  from  the  table,  and  produced, 
from  a  basket  outside  the  door,  a  bottle  of  champagne,  and  three 
glasses. 

"  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  sir,"  said  the  colonel,  filling  Martin's 
glass  and  his  own,  and  pushing  the  bottle  to  that  gentleman, 
"  will  give  us  a  sentiment." 

"  Well,  sir  !  "  cried  the  war  correspondent,  "  since  you  have 
concluded  to  call  upon  me,  I  will  respond.  I  Avill  give  you, 
sir,  the  Rowdy  Journal  and  its  brethren ;  the  well  of  Truth, 
whose  waters  are  black  from  being  composed  of  printers'  ink, 
but  are  quite  clear  enough  for  my  country  to  behold  the  shadow 
of  her  Destiny  reflected  in." 

"Hear,  hear  !  "  cried  the  colonel,  with  great  complacency. 
"There  are  flowery  components,  sir,  in  the  language  of  my 
friend  ?  " 

"  Very  much  so,  indeed,"  said  Martin. 

"  There  is  to-day's  Roiody,  sir,"  observed  the  colonel,  hand- 
ing him  a  paper.  "  You'll  find  Jefferson  Brick  at  his  usual 
post  in  the  van  of  human  civilization  and  moral  purity." 

The  colonel  was  by  this  time  seated  on  the  table  again. 
Mr.  Brick  also  took  up  a  position  on  that  same  piece  of  fur- 
niture ;  and  they  fell  to  drinking  pretty  hard.  They  often 
looked  at  Martin  as  he  read  the  paper,  and  then  at  each  other. 
When  he  laid  it  down,  which  was  not  until  they  had  finished  a 
second  bottle,  the  colonel  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  it. 

"  Why,  it's  horribly  personal,"  said  Martin. 

The  colonel  seemed  much  flattered  by  this  remark,  and 
said  he  hoped  it  was. 

"  We  are  independent  here,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick. 
"  We  do  as  we  like." 

"If  I  may  judge  from  this  specimen,"  returned  Martin, 
"there  must  be  a  few  thousands  here,  rather  the  reverse  of 
independent,  who  do  as  they  don't  like." 

"  Well  !  They  yield  to  the  mighty  mind  of  the  Popular 
Instructor,  sir,"  said  the  colonel.  "  They  rile  up,  sometimes ; 
but  in  general  we  have  a  hold  upon  our  citizens,  both  in  public 
and  in  private  life,  which  is  as  much  one  of  the  ennobling 
institutions  of  our  happy  country  as " 

"  As  nigger  slavery  itself,"  suggested  Mr.  Brick. 

"  Kii — tirely  so,"  remarked  the  colonel. 
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"  Pray,"  said  Martin,  after  some  hesitation,  "  may  I  venture 
to  ask,  with  reference  to  a  case  I  observe  in  this  paper  of  yours, 
whether  the  popular  instructor  often  deals  in  —  I  am  at  a  loss 
to  express  it  without  giving  you  offense  —  in  forgery  ?  In 
forged  letters,  for  instance,"  he  pursued,  for  the  colonel  was 
perfectly  calm  and  quite  at  his  ease,  "  solemnly  purporting  to 
have  been  written  at  recent  periods  by  living  men  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir  !  "  replied  the  colonel.     "  It  does,  now  and  then." 

"And  the  popular  instructed;  what  do  they  do?"  asked 
Martin. 

"  Buy  'em,"  said  the  colonel. 

Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  expectorated  and  laughed ;  the  former 
copiously,  the  latter  approvingly. 

"  Buy  'em  by  hundreds  of  thousands,"  resumed  the  colonel. 
"  We  are  a  smart  people  here,  and  can  appreciate  smartness." 

"  Is  smartness  American  for  forgery  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  Well !  "  said  the  colonel,  "  I  expect  it's  American  for  a 
good  many  things  that  you  call  by  other  names.  But  you 
can't  help  yourselves  in  Europe.     We  can." 

"  And  do,  sometimes,"  thought  Martin.  "  You  help  your- 
selves with  very  little  ceremony,  too  !  " 

"  At  all  events,  whatever  name  we  choose  to  employ,"  said 
the  colonel,  stooping  down  to  roll  the  third  empty  bottle  into  a 
corner  after  the  other  two,  "  I  suppose  the  art  of  forgery  was 
not  invented  here,  sir  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  not,"  replied  Martin. 

"  Nor  any  other  kind  of  smartness,  I  reckon  ?  " 

"  Invented  I     No,  I  presume  not." 

"  Well !  "  said  the  colonel,  "  then  we  got  it  all  from  the 
old  country,  and  the  old  country's  to  blame  for  it,  and  not  the 
new  'un.  There's  an  end  of  that.  Now,  if  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick 
and  you  will  be  so  good  as  clear,  I'll  come  out  last,  and  lock 
the  door." 

Rightly  interpreting  this  as  the  signal  for  their  departure, 
Martin  walked  downstairs  after  the  war  correspondent,  who 
preceded  him  with  great  majesty.  The  colonel  following,  they 
left  the  Rowdy  Journal  office  and  walked  forth  into  the  streets, 
Martin  feeling  doubtful  whether  he  ought  to  kick  the  colonel 
for  having  presumed  to  speak  to  him,  or  whether  it  came 
within  the  bounds  of  possibility  that  he  and  his  establishment 
could  be  among  the  boasted  usages  of  that  regenerated  land. 

It  was  clear  that  Colonel  Diver,  in  the  security  of  his  strong 
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position,  and  in  his  perfect  understanding  of  the  public  senti- 
ment, cared  very  little  what  Martin  or  anybody  else  thought 
about  him.  His  high-spiced  wares  were  made  to  sell,  and  they 
sold ;  and  his  thousands  of  readers  could  as  rationally  charge 
their  delight  in  fdth  upon  liim,  as  a  glutton  can  shift  upon  his 
cook  the  responsibility  of  his  beastly  excess.  Nothing  Avould 
have  delighted  the  colonel  more  than  to  be  told  that  no  such 
man  as  he  could  walk  in  high  success  the  streets  of  any  other 
country  in  the  world ;  for  that  would  only  have  been  a  logical 
assurance  to  Jiim  of  the  correct  adaptation  of  his  labors  to  the 
prevailing  taste,  and  of  his  being  strictly  and  peculiarly  a 
national  feature  of  America. 

They  walked  a  mile  or  more  along  a  handsome  street  which 
the  colonel  said  was  called  Broadway,  and  which  Mr.  Jefferson 
Brick  said  "  whipped  the  universe."  Turning,  at  length,  into 
one  of  the  numerous  streets  which  branched  from  this  main 
thoroughfare,  they  stopped  before  a  rather  mean-looking  house 
with  jalousie  blinds  to  every  window ;  a  flight  of  steps  before 
the  green  street  door ;  a  shining  white  ornament  on  the  rails  on 
either  side  like  a  petriMed  pineapple,  polished ;  a  little  oblong 
plate  of  the  same  material  over  the  knocker,  whereon  the  name 
of  "  Pawkins  "  was  engraved  ;  and  four  accidental  pigs  looking 
down  the  area. 

The  colonel  knocked  at  this  house  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  lived  there  ;  and  an  Irish  girl  popped  her  head  out  of  one 
of  the  top  windows  to  see  who  it  was.  Pending  her  journey 
downstairs,  the  pigs  were  joined  by  two  or  three  friends  from 
the  next  street,  in  company  with  whom  they  lay  down  sociably 
in  the  gutter. 

"  Is  the  major  indoors  ?  "  inquired  the  colonel,  as  he  entered. 

"  Is  it  the  master,  sir  ?  "  returned  the  girl,  with  a  hesitation 
which  seemed  to  imply  that  they  were  rather  flush  of  majors 
in  that  establishment. 

"  The  maste.-  1  "  said  CoIducI  Diver,  stopping  short  o.nd 
looking  round  at  his  war  correspondent. 

"  Oh  !  The  depressing  institutions  of  that  British  empire, 
colonel,"  said  Jefferson  Brick.     "  Master  I  " 

"  What's  the  matter  with  the  word  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  I  should  hope  it  was  never  heard  in  our  country,  sir : 
that's  all,"  said  Jefferson  Brick :  "  except  when  it  is  used  by 
some  degraded  Help,  as  new  to  the  blessings  of  our  form  of 
government  as  this  Help  is.     There  are  no  masters  here." 
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"  All  '  o-\rners,'  are  they  ?  "  said  Martin. 

Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  followed  in  the  Rowdy  Journal's  foot- 
steps without  returning  any  answer.  Martin  took  the  same 
course,  thinking  as  he  went,  that  perhaps  the  free  and  independ- 
ent citizens,  who  in  their  moral  elevation,  owned  the  colonel 
for  their  master,  might  render  better  homage  to  the  goddess, 
Liberty,  in  nightly  dreams  upon  the  oven  of  a  Russian  Serf. 

The  colonel  led  the  way  into  a  room  at  the  back  of  the 
house  upon  the  ground  floor,  light,  and  of  fair  dimensions,  but 
exquisitely  uncomfortable,  having  nothing  in  it  but  the  four 
cold  white  walls  and  ceiling,  a  mean  carpet,  a  dreary  waste  of 
dining  table  reaching  from  end  to  end,  and  a  bewildering  col- 
lection of  cane-bottomed  chairs.  In  a  further  region  of  this 
banqueting  hall  was  a  stove,  garnished  on  either  side  with  a 
great  brass  spittoon,  and  shaped  in  itself  like  three  little  iron 
barrels  set  up  on  end  in  a  fender,  and  joined  together  on  the 
principle  of  the  Siamese  Twins.  Before  it,  swinging  himself  in 
a  rocking  chair,  lounged  a  large;  gentleman  with  his  hat  on,  who 
amused  himself  by  spitting  alternately  into  the  spittoon  on  the 
right  hand  of  the  stove,  and  the  spittoon  on  the  left,  and  then 
working  his  way  back  again  in  the  same  order.  A  negro  lad  in 
a  soiled  white  jacket  was  busily  engaged  in  placing  on  the  table 
two  long  rows  of  knives  and  forks,  relieved  at  intervals  by  jugs 
of  water ;  and  as  he  traveled  down  one  side  of  this  festive 
board,  he  straightened  with  his  dirty  hands  the  dirtier  cloth, 
which  was  all  askew,  and  had  not  been  removed  since  breakfast. 
The  atmosphere  of  this  room  was  rendered  intensely  hot  and 
stifling  by  the  stove ;  but  being  further  flavored  by  a  sickly 
gush  of  soup  from  the  kitchen,  and  by  such  remote  suggestions 
of  tobacco  as  lingered  within  the  brazen  receptacles  already 
mentioned,  it  became,  to  a  stranger's  senses,  almost  insup- 
portable. 

The  gentleman  in  the  rocking  chair  having  his  back  towards 
them,  and  being  much  engaged  in  his  intellectual  pastime,  was 
not  aware  of  their  approach  until  the  colonel  walking  up  to  the 
stove,  contributed  his  mite  towards  the  support  of  the  left-hand 
spittoon,  just  as  the  major  —  for  it  was  the  major  —  bore  down 
upon  it.  Major  Pawkins  then  reserved  his  fire,  and  looking 
upward,  said,  with  a  jpeculiar  air  of  quiet  weariness,  like  a  man 
who  had  been  up  all  night  —  an  air  which  Martin  had  already 
observed  both  in  the  colonel  and  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick  — 

"Well,  colonel!" 
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"  Here  is  a  gentleman  from  England,  ?»Iajor,"  the  colonel 
replied,  "who  has  concluded  to  locate  himself  here  if  the 
amount  of  compensation  suits  him." 

"I  am  glad  to  see  you,  sir,"  observed  the  major,  shaking 
hands  with  Martin,  and  not  moving  a  muscle  of  his  face. 
"  You  are  j)retty  bright,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Never  better,"  said  Martin. 

"  You  are  never  likely  to  be,"  returned  the  major,  "  You  will 
see  the  sun  shine  here.''' 

"I  think  I  remember  to  have  seen  it  shine  at  homa  some- 
times," said  Martin,  smiling. 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  the  major.  He  said  so  with  a  stoical 
indifference  certainly,  but  still  in  a  tone  of  rirniiiess  wliich  ad- 
mitted of  no  further  dispute  on  that  point.  W]ien  ho  had  thus 
settled  the  question,  he  put  his  hat  a  little  on  one  side  for  the 
greater  convenience  of  scratching  his  head,  and  saluted  Mr. 
Jefferson  Brick  with  a  lazy  nod. 

Major  Pawkins  (a  gentleman  of  Pennsylvanian  origin)  was 
distinguished  by  a  very  large  skull,  and  a  great  mass  of  yellow 
forehead  ;  in  deference  to  which  commodities,  it  was  currently 
held  in  barrooms  and  other  such  places  of  resort,  that  the 
major  was  a  man  of  huge  sagacity.  He  was  further  to  be 
known  by  a  heavy  eye  and  a  dull  slow  manner  ;  and  for  being 
a  man  of  that  kind  who,  mentally  speaking,  requires  a  deal  of 
room  to  turn  himself  in.  But,  in  trading  on  his  stock  of  wis- 
dom, he  invariably  proceeded  on  the  principle  of  putting  all  the 
goods  he  had  (and  more)  into  his  window ;  and  that  went  a 
great  way  with  his  constituency  of  admirers.  It  went  a  great 
way,  perhaps,  with  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick,  who  took  occasion  to 
whisper  in  Martin's  ear  :  — 

"  One  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in  our  country,  sir ! " 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  however,  that  the  perpetual  ex- 
hibition in  the  market  place  of  all  his  stock  in  trade  for  sale  or 
hire  was  the  major's  sole  claim  to  a  very  large  share  of  sym- 
pathy and  support.  He  was  a  great  politician  ;  and  the  one 
article  of  his  creed,  in  reference  to  all  public  obligations  in- 
volving the  good  faith  and  integrity  of  his  country,  was,  "  Run 
a  moist  pen  slick  through  everything,  and  start  fresh."  This 
made  him  a  patriot.  In  commercial  affairs  he  Avas  a  bold  specu- 
lator. In  plainer  words,  he  had  a  most  distinguished  genius 
for  swindling,  and  could  start  a  bank,  or  negotiate  a  loan,  or 
form  a  land-jobbing  company  (entailing  ruin,  pestilence,  and 
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death  on  hundreds  of  families),  with  any  gifted  creature  in  the 
Union.  This  made  him  an  admirable  man  of  business.  He 
could  hang  about  a  barroom,  discussing  the  affairs  of  the 
nation,  for  twelve  hours  together ;  and  in  that  time  could  hold 
forth  with  more  intolerable  dullness,  chew  more  tobacco,  smoke 
more  tobacco,  drink  more  rum  toddy,  mint  julep,  gin  sling,  and 
cocktail,  than  any  private  gentleman  of  his  acquaintance.  This 
made  him  an  orator  and  a  man  of  the  people.  In  a  word,  the 
major  was  a  rising  character,  and  a  popular  character,  and  was 
in  a  fair  way  to  be  sent  by  the  popular  party  to  the  State  House 
of  New  York,  if  not  in  the  end  to  Washington  itself.  But  as 
a  man's  private  prosperity  does  not  always  keep  pace  with  his 
patriotic  devotion  to  public  affairs ;  and  as  fraudulent  trans- 
actions have  their  downs  as  well  as  ups,  the  major  was  oc- 
casionally under  a  cloud.  Hence,  just  now,  Mrs.  Pawkins 
kept  a  boarding  house,  and  Major  Pawkins  rather  "  loafed  " 
his  time  away,  than  otherwise. 

"  You  have  come  to  visit  our  country,  sir,  at  a  season  of 
great  commercial  depression,"  said  the  major. 

"  At  an  alarming  crisis,"  said  the  colonel. 

"  At  a  period  of  unprecedented  stagnation,"  said  Mr.  Jeffer- 
son Brick. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that,"  returned  Martin.  "  It's  not 
likely  to  last,  I  hope  ?  " 

Martin  knew  nothing  about  America,  or  he  would  have 
known  perfectly  well  that  if  its  individual  citizens,  to  a  man, 
are  to  be  believed,  it  always  is  depressed,  and  always  is  stag- 
nated, and  always  is  at  an  alarming  crisis,  and  never  was  other- 
wise ;  though  as  a  body  they  are  ready  to  make  oath  upon  the 
Evangelists  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  that  it  is  the  most 
thriving  and  prosperous  of  all  countries  on  the  habitable  globe. 

"  It's  not  likely  to  last,  I  hope  ?  "  said  Martin. 

"  Well !  "  returned  the  major,  "  I  expect  we  shall  get  along 
somehow,  and  come  right  in  the  end." 

"  We  are  an  elastic  country,"  said  the  Roivdy  Journal. 

"  We  are  a  young  lion,"  said  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick. 

"  We  have  revivifying  and  vigorous  principles  within  our- 
selves," observed  the  major.  "Shall  we  drink  a  bitter  afore 
dinner,  colonel  ?  " 

The  colonel  assenting  to  this  proposal  with  great  alacrity, 
Major  Pawkins  proposed  an  adjournment  to  a  neighboring  bar- 
room, which,  as  he  observed,  was  "  only  in  the  next  block." 
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He  then  referred  Martin  to  Mrs.  Pawkins  for  all  particulars 
connected  with  the  rate  of  board  and  lodging,  and  informed 
him  that  he  would  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  that  lady  at  din- 
ner, which  would  soon  be  ready,  as  the  dinner  hour  was  two 
o'clock,  and  it  only  wanted  a  quarter  now.  This  reminded 
him  that  if  the  bitter  were  to  be  taken  at  all,  there  was  no  time 
to  lose  ;  so  he  walked  off  without  more  ado,  and  left  them  to 
follow  if  they  thought  proper. 

When  the  major  rose  from  his  rocking  chair  before  the  stove 
and  so  disturbed  the  hot  air  and  balmy  whiff  of  soup  which 
fanned  their  brows,  the  odor  of  stale  tobacco  became  so  de- 
cidedly prevalent  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  its  proceeding  mainly 
from  that  gentleman's  attire.  Indeed,  as  Martin  walked  behind 
hira  to  the  barroom,  he  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  great 
square  major,  in  his  listlessness  and  languor,  looked  very  much 
like  a  stale  weed  himself :  such  as  might  be  hoed  out  of  the 
public  garden,  with  great  advantage  to  the  decent  growth  of 
that  preserve,  and  tossed  on  some  congenial  dunghill. 

They  encountered  more  weeds  in  the  barroom,  some  of 
■whom  (being  thirsty  souls  as  well  as  dirty)  were  pretty  stale 
in  one  sense,  and  pretty  fresh  in  another.  Among  them  was  a 
gentleman  who,  as  Martin  gathered  from  the  conversation  that 
took  place  over  the  bitter,  started  that  afternoon  for  the  Far 
West  on  a  six  months'  business  tour ;  and  who,  as  his  outfit 
and  equipment  for  this  journey,  had  just  such  another  shiny 
hat  and  just  such  another  little  pale  valise,  as  had  composed 
the  luggage  of  the  gentleman  who  came  from  England  in  the 
"Screw." 

They  were  walking  back  very  leisurely,  Martin  arm  in  arm 
with  iSIr.  Jefferson  Brick,  and  the  major  and  the  colonel  side  by 
side  before  them,  when,  as  they  came  within  a  house  or  two  of 
the  major's  residence,  they  heard,  a  bell  ringing  violently.  The 
instant  this  sound  struck  upon  their  ears,  the  colonel  and  the 
major  darted  off,  dashed  up  the  steps  and  in  at  the  street  door 
(which  stood  ajar)  like  lunatics ;  while  INIr.  Jefferson  Brick, 
detaching  his  arm  from  Martin's,  made  a  precipitate  dive  in  the 
same  direction,  and  vanished  also. 

"  Good  heaven  I  "  thought  J\lartin.  "  The  premises  are  on 
fire  !     It  was  an  alarm  bell ! " 

But  there  was  no  smoke  to  be  seen,  nor  any  flame,  nor  was 
there  anj'-  smell  of  fire.  As  IVIartin  faltered  on  the  pavement, 
three  more  gentlemen,  with  horror  and  agitation  depicted  in 
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their  faces,  came  plunging  wildly  round  the  street  corner ;  jostled 
each  other  on  the  steps ;  struggled  for  an  instant ;  and  rushed 
into  the  house,  in  a  confused  heap  of  arms  and  legs.  Unable  to 
bear  it  any  longer,  Martin  followed.  Even  in  his  rapid  prog- 
ress, he  was  run  down,  thrust  aside,  and  passed,  by  two  more 
gentlemen,  stark  mad,  as  it  appeared,  with  fierce  excitement. 

"Where  is  it?  "  cried  Martin,  breathlessly,  to  a  negro  whom 
he  encountered  in  the  passage. 

"In  a  eatin'  room,  sa.  Kernell,  sa,  him  kep  a  seat  'side 
himself,  sa." 

"  A  seat !  "  cried  Martin. 

"  For  a  dinner,  sa." 

Martin  stared  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  burst  into  a  hearty 
laugh ;  to  which  the  negro,  out  of  his  natural  good  humor  and 
desire  to  please,  so  heartily  responded,  that  his  teeth  shone  like 
a  gleam  of  light.  "  You're  the  pleasantest  fellow  I  have  seen 
yet,"  said  Martin,  clapping  him  on  the  back,  "  and  give  me  a 
better  appetite  than  bitters." 

With  this  sentiment  he  walked  into  the  dining  room  and 
slipped  into  a  chair  next  the  colonel,  which  that  gentleman  (by 
this  time  nearly  through  his  dinner)  had  turned  down  in  re- 
serve for  him,  with  its  back  against  the  table. 

It  was  a  numerous  company,  eighteen  or  twenty  perhaps. 
Of  these  some  five  or  six  were  ladies,  who  sat  wedged  together 
in  a  little  phalanx  by  themselves.  All  the  knives  and  forks 
were  working  away  at  a  rate  that  was  quite  alarming  ;  very 
few  words  were  spoken  ;  and  everybody  seemed  to  eat  his  ut- 
most in  self-defense,  as  if  a  famine  were  expected  to  set  in  be- 
fore breakfast  time  to-morrow  morning,  and  it  had  become  high 
time  to  assert  the  first  law  of  nature.  The  poultry,  which  may 
perhaps  be  considered  to  have  formed  the  staple  of  the  enter- 
tainment —  for  there  was  a  turkey  at  the  top,  a  pair  of  ducks  at 
the  bottom,  and  two  fowls  in  the  middle  —  disappeared  as  rap- 
idly as  if  every  bird  had  had  the  use  of  its  wings,  and  had  flown 
in  desperation  down  a  human  throat.  The  oysters,  stewed  and 
pickled,  leaped  from  their  capacious  reservoirs,  and  slid  by 
scores  into  the  mouths  of  the  assembly.  The  sharpest  pickles 
vanished,  whole  cucumbers  at  once,  like  sugar  plums,  and  no 
man  winked  his  eye.  Great  heaps  of  indigestible  matter  melted 
away  as  ice  before  the  sun.  It  was  a  solemn  and  an  awful 
thing  to  see.  Dyspeptic  individuals  bolted  their  food  in 
wedges ;  feeding  not  themselves,  but  broods  of  nightmares  who 
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were  continuall}'  standing  at  livery  within  them.  Spare  men, 
with  lank  and  rigid  cheeks,  came  out  unsatisfied  from  the 
destruction  of  heavy  dishes,  and  glared  with  watchful  eyes 
upon  the  pastry.  What  INIrs.  Pawkins  felt  each  day  at  dinner 
time  is  hidden  from  all  human  knowledge.  But  she  had  one 
comfort.     It  was  very  soon  over. 

When  the  colonel  had  finished  his  dinner,  which  event  took 
place  while  Martin,  who  had  sent  his  plate  for  some  turkey,  was 
waiting  to  begin,  he  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  the  boarders, 
who  were  from  all  parts  of  the  Union,  and  whether  he  would 
like  to  know  any  particulars  concerning  them. 

"  Pray,"  said  Martin,  "  who  was  that  sickly  little  girl  oppo- 
site, with  the  tight  round  eyes  ?  I  don't  see  anybody  here  who 
looks  like  her  mother,  or  who  seems  to  have  charge  of  her." 

"  Do  you  mean  the  matron  in  blue,  sir?  "  asked  the  colonel, 
with  emphasis.     "  That  is  Mrs.  Jefferson  Brick,  sir." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Martin,  "  I  mean  the  little  girl,  like  a  doll ; 
directly  opposite." 

"  Well,  sir  !  "  cried  the  colonel.  "  That  is  Mrs.  Jefferson 
Brick." 

Martin  glanced  at  the  colonel's  face,  but  he  was  quite  serious. 

"  Bless  my  soul !  I  suppose  there  will  be  a  young  Brick 
then,  one  of  these  days?"  said  Martin. 

"There  are  two  young  Bricks  already,  sir,"  returned  the 
colonel. 

The  matron  looked  so  uncommonly  like  a  child  herself,  that 
Martin  could  not  help  saying  as  much.  "  Yes,  sir,"  returned 
the  colonel,  "  but  some  institutions  develop  human  natur : 
others  re — tard  it. 

"  Jefferson  Brick,"  he  observed  after  a  short  silence,  in  com 
mendation  of  his  correspondent,  "  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
men  in  our  country,  sir  !  " 

This  had  passed  almost  in  a  whisper,  for  the  distinguished 
gentleman  alluded  to  sat  on  Martin's  other  hand. 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Brick,"  said  Martin,  turning  to  him  and  asking 
a  question  more  for  conversation's  sake  than  from  any  feeling 
of  interest  in  its  subject,  "  who  is  that "  —  he  was  going  to  say 
"young"  but  thought  it  prudent  to  eschew  the  word  —  "that 
very  short  gentleman  yonder,  with  the  red  nose  ?  " 

"  That  is  Pro — fessor  Mullit,  sir,"  replied  Jefferson. 

"  May  I  ask  what  he  is  Professor  of  ?  "  asked  Martin. 

"  Of  education,  sir,"  said  Jefferson  Brick. 
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"  A  sort  of  schoolmaster,  possibly  ?  "  Martin  ventured  to 
observe. 

"  He  is  a  man  of  fine  moral  elements,  sir,  and  not  commonly 
endowed,"  said  the  war  correspondent.  "  He  felt  it  necessary, 
at  the  last  election  for  President,  to  repudiate  and  denounce  his 
father,  who  voted  on  the  wrong  interest.  He  has  since  written 
some  powerful  pamphlets,  under  the  signature  of  '  Suturb,'  or 
Brutus  reversed.  He  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men  in  our 
country,  sir." 

"  There  seem  to  be  plenty  of  'em,"  thought  Martin,  "  at  any 
rate." 

Pursuing  his  inquiries,  Martin  found  that  there  were  no 
fewer  than  four  majors  present,  two  colonels,  one  general,  and 
a  captain,  so  that  he  could  not  help  thinking  how  strongly 
officered  the  American  militia  must  be  :  and  wondering  very 
much  whether  the  officers  commanded  each  other ;  or  if  they 
did  not,  where  on  earth  the  privates  came  from.  There  seemed 
to  be  no  man  there  without  a  title ;  for  those  who  had  not  at- 
tained to  military  honors  were  either  doctors,  professors,  or 
reverends.  Three  very  hard  and  disagreeable  gentlemen  were 
on  missions  from  neighboring  States  ;  one  on  monetary  affairs, 
one  on  political,  one  on  sectarian.  Among  the  ladies,  there 
were  Mrs.  Pawkins,  who  was  very  straight,  bony,  and  silent ; 
and  a  wiry-faced  old  damsel,  who  held  strong  sentiments  touch- 
ing the  rights  of  women,  and  had  diffused  the  same  in  lectures  ; 
but  the  rest  were  strangely  devoid  of  individual  traits  of  char- 
acter, insomuch  that  any  one  of  them  might  have  changed  minds 
with  the  other,  and  nobody  would  have  found  it  out.  These, 
by  the  way,  were  the  only  members  of  the  party  who  did  not 
appear  to  be  among  the  most  remarkable  people  in  the  country. 

Several  of  the  gentlemen  got  up,  one  by  one,  and  walked  oft" 
as  they  swallowed  their  last  morsel,  pausing  generally  by  the 
stove  for  a  minute  or  so  to  refresh  themselves  at  the  brass  spit- 
toons. A  few  sedentary  characters,  however,  remained  at  table 
full  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  did  not  rise  until  the  ladies  ros3, 
when  all  stood  up. 

"  Where  are  they  going  ?  "  asked  Martin,  in  the  ear  of  Mr, 
Jefferson  Brick. 

"To  their  bedrooms,  sir." 

"Is  there  no  dessert,  or  other  interval  of  conversation?" 
asked  Martin,  who  was  disposed  to  enjoy  himself  after  his 
long  voyage. 
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"We  are  a  busy  people  here,  sir,  and  have  no  time  for 
that,"  was  tlie  reply. 

So  the  ladies  passed  out  in  single  file,  Mr.  Jefferson  Brick 
and  such  other  married  gentlemen  as  were  left,  acknowledging 
the  departure  of  their  other  halves  by  a  nod  ;  and  there  was  an 
end  of  them.  Martin  thought  this  an  uncomfortable  custom, 
but  he  kept  his  opinion  to  himself  for  the  present,  being 
anxious  to  hear,  and  inform  himself,  by  the  conversation  of  the 
busy  gentlemen,  who  now  lounged  about  the  stove  as  if  a  great 
weight  had  been  taken  off  their  minds  by  the  withdrawal  of 
the  other  sex,  and  who  made  a  plentiful  use  of  the  spittoons 
and  their  toothpicks. 

It  was  rather  barren  of  interest,  to  say  the  truth  ;  and  the 
greater  part  of  it  may  be  summed  up  in  one  word.  Dollars. 
All  their  cares,  hopes,  joys,  affections,  virtues,  and  associations 
seemed  to  be  melted  down  into  dollars.  Whatever  the  chance 
contributions  that  fell  into  the  slow  caldron  of  their  talk,  they 
made  the  gruel  thick  and  slab  with  dollars.  Men  were  weighed 
by  their  dollars,  measures  gauged  by  their  dollars ;  life  was 
auctioneered,  appraised,  put  up,  and  knocked  down  for  its 
dollars.  The  next  respectable  thing  to  dollars  was  any  venture 
having  their  attainment  for  its  end.  The  more  of  that  worth- 
less ballast,  honor  and  fair  dealing,  which  any  man  cast  over- 
board from  the  ship  of  his  Good  Name  and  Good  Intent,  the 
more  ample  stowage  room  he  had  for  dollars.  Make  commerce 
one  huge  lie  and  mighty  theft.  Deface  the  banner  of  the  nation 
for  an  idle  rag ;  pollute  it  star  by  star  ;  and  cut  out  stripe  by 
stripe  as  from  the  arm  of  a  degraded  soldier.  Do  anything  for 
dollars  !     Wliat  is  a  flag  to  them  ! 

One  who  rides  at  all  hazards  of  limb  and  life  in  the  chase  of 
a  fox,  will  prefer  to  ride  recklessly  at  most  times.  So  it  was 
with  these  gentlemen.  He  was  the  greatest  patriot,  in  their 
eyes,  who  brawled  the  loudest,  and  who  cared  the  least  for 
decency.  He  was  their  champion,  who  in  the  brutal  fury  of 
his  own  pursuit  could  cast  no  stigma  upon  them,  for  the  hot 
knavery  of  theirs.  Thus,  Martin  learned  in  the  five  minutes' 
straggling  talk  about  the  stove,  that  to  carry  pistols  into  legis- 
lative assemblies,  and  swords  in  sticks,  and  other  such  peaceful 
toys ;  to  seize  opponents  by  the  throat,  as  dogs  or  rats  might 
do ;  to  bluster,  bully,  and  overbear  by  personal  assailment ; 
were  glowing  deeds.  Not  thrusts  and  stabs  at  Freedom,  strik- 
ing far  deeper  into  \ier  House  of  I^ife  than  any  sultan's  ccimitar 
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could  reach  \  but  rare  incense  on  her  altars,  having  a  grateful 
scent  in  patriotic  nostrils,  and  curling  upward  to  the  seventh 
heaven  of  Fame. 

Once  or  twice,  when  there  was  a  pause,  Martin  asked  such 
questions  as  naturally  occurred  to  him,  being  a  stranger,  about 
the  national  poets,  the  theater,  literature,  and  the  arts.  But 
the  information  which  these  gentlemen  were  in  a  condition  to 
give  him  on  such  topics  did  not  extend  beyond  the  effusions  of 
such  master  spirits  of  the  time  as  Colonel  Diver,  Mr.  Jeffer- 
son Brick,  and  others,  renowned,  as  it  appeared,  for  excellence 
in  the  achievement  of  a  peculiar  style  of  broadside  essay  called 
"a  screamer." 

"  We  are  a  busy  people,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  captains,  who 
was  from  the  West,  "  and  have  no  time  for  reading  mere 
notions.  We  don't  mind  'em  if  they  come  to  us  in  newspapers 
along  with  almighty  strong  stuff  of  another  sort,  but  darn 
your  books." 

Here  the  general,  who  appeared  to  grow  quite  faint  at  the 
bare  thought  of  reading  anything  which  was  neither  mercantile 
nor  political,  and  was  not  in  a  newspaper,  inquired  "if  any 
gentleman  would  drink  some  ?  "  Most  of  the  company,  con- 
sidering tliis  a  very  choice  and  seasonable  idea,  lounged  out, 
one  by  one,  to  the  barroom  in  the  next  block.  Thence  they 
probably  went  to  their  stores  and  counting  houses  ;  thence  to 
the  barroom  again,  to  talk  once  more  of  dollars,  and  enlarge 
their  minds  with  the  perusal  and  discussion  of  screamers  ;  and 
thence  each  man  to  snore  in  the  bosom  of  his  own  family. 

"  Which  would  seem,"  said  Martin,  pursuing  the  current  of 
his  own  thoughts,  "  to  be  the  principal  recreation  they  enjoy  in 
common."  With  that,  he  fell  a  musing  again  on  dollars,  dema- 
gogues, and  barrooms,  debating  within  himself  whether  busy 
people  of  this  class  were  really  as  busy  as  they  claimed  to  be, 
or  only  had  an  inaptitude  for  social  and  domestic  pleasure. 

It  was  a  difficult  question  to  solve  ;  and  the  mere  fact  of 
its  being  strongly  presented  to  his  mind  by  all  that  he  had  seen 
and  heard,  was  not  encouraging.  He  sat  down  at  the  deserted 
board,  and  becoming  more  and  more  despondent,  as  he  thought 
of  all  the  uncertainties  and  difficulties  of  his  precarious  situa- 
tion, sighed  heavily. 

Now,  there  had  been  at  the  dinner  table  a  middle-aged  man 
with  a  dark  eye  and  a  sunburnt  face,  who  had  attracted  Mar- 
tin's attention  by  having  something  very  engaging  and  honest 
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in  the  expression  of  his  features  ;  but  of  whom  he  could  learn 
nothing  from  either  of  his  neighbors,  who  seemed  to  consider 
him  quite  beneath  their  notice.  He  had  taken  no  part  in  the 
conversation  round  the  stove,  nor  had  he  gone  forth  with  the 
rest ;  and  now,  when  he  heard  Martin  sigh  for  the  third  or 
fourth  time,  he  interposed  with  some  casual  remark,  as  if  he 
desired,  without  obtruding  himself  upon  a  stranger's  notice,  to 
engage  him  in  cheerful  conversation  if  he  could.  His  motive 
was  so  obvious,  and  yet  so  delicately  expressed,  that  Martin 
felt  really  grateful  to  him,  and  showed  him  so,  in  the  manner  of 
his  reply. 

"  I  will  not  ask  you,"  said  this  gentleman  with  a  smile,  as  he 
rose  and  moved  towards  him,  "  how  you  like  my  country,  for  I 
can  quite  anticipate  your  feeling  on  that  point.  But,  as  I  am 
an  American,  and  consequently  bound  to  begin  with  a  question, 
I'll  ask  you  how  you  like  the  colonel  ?  " 

"  You  are  so  very  frank,"  returned  Martin,  "  that  I  liave  nV> 
hesitation  in  saying  I  don't  like  him  at  all.  Though  I  must 
add  that  I  am  beholden  to  him  for  his  civility  in  bringing  me 
here  —  and  arranging  for  my  stay,  on  pretty  reasonable  terms, 
by  the  way,"  he  added  —  remembering  that  the  colonel  had 
whispered  him  to  that  effect,  before  going  out. 

"Not  much  beholden,"  said  the  stranger,  dryly.  "The 
colonel  occasionally  boards  packet  ships,  I  have  heard,  to  glean 
the  latest  information  for  his  journal  ;  and  he  occasionally 
brings  strangers  to  board  here,  I  believe,  with  a  view  to  the 
little  percentage  which  attaches  to  those  good  offices  ;  and 
which  the  hostess  deducts  from  his  weekly  bill.  I  don't  offend 
you,  I  hope  ?  "  he  added,  seeing  that  Martin  reddened. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  returned  jNIartin,  as  they  shook  hands,  "  how 
is  this  possible  I  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  —  am " 

"  Yes  ?  "  said  the  gentleman,  sitting  down  beside  him. 

"I  am  rather  at  a  loss,  since  I  must  speak  plainl^^"  said 
Martin,  getting  the  better  of  his  hesitation,  "  to  know  how  this 
colonel  escapes  being  beaten." 

"Well,  he  has  been  beaten  once  or  twice,"  remarked  the 
gentleman,  quietly.  "  He  is  one  of  a  class  of  men,  in  whom  our 
own  Franklin,  so  long  ago  as  ten  years  before  the  close  of  the 
last  century,  foresaw  our  danger  and  disgrace.  Perhaps  you 
don't  know  that  Franklin,  in  very  severe  terms,  published  his 
opinion  that  those  who  were  slandered  by  such  fellows  as  this 
colonel,  having  no  sufficient  remedy  in  the  administration  of 
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this  country's  laws  or  in  the  decent  and  right-minded  feeling 
of  its  people,  were  justified  in  retorting  on  such  public  nui- 
sances by  means  of  a  stout  cudgel  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  aware  of  that,"  said  Martin,  "  but  I  am  very 
glad  to  know  it,  and  I  think  it  worthy  of  his  memory  ;  espe- 
cially  "  here  he  hesitated  again. 

"  Go  on,"  said  the  other,  smiling  as  if  he  knew  what  stuck 
in  Martin's  throat. 

"  Especially,"  pursued  Martin,  "  as  I  can  already  understand 
that  it  may  have  required  great  courage,  even  in  his  time,  to 
write  freely  on  any  question  which  was  not  a  party  one  in  this 
free  country." 

"  Some  courage,  no  doubt,"  returned  his  new  friend.  "  Do 
you  think  it  would  require  any  to  do  so,  now  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  think  it  would ;  and  not  a  little,"  said  Mar- 
tin. 

"  You  are  right.  So  very  right,  that  I  believe  no  satirist 
could  breathe  this  air.  If  another  Juvenal  or  Swift  could  rise 
up  among  us  to-morrow,  he  would  be  hunted  down.  If  you 
have  any  knowledge  of  our  literature,  and  can  give  me  the 
name  of  any  man,  American  born  and  bred,  who  has  anatomized 
our  follies  as  a  people,  and  not  as  this  or  that  party  ;  and  who 
has  escaped  the  foulest  and  most  brutal  slander,  the  most 
inveterate  hatred  and  intolerant  pursuit ;  it  will  be  a  strange 
name  in  my  ears,  believe  me.  In  some  cases  I  could  name  to 
you,  where  a  native  writer  has  ventured  on  the  most  harmless 
and  good-humored  illustrations  of  our  vices  or  defects,  it  has 
been  found  necessary  to  announce  that  in  a  second  edition  the 
passage  has  been  expunged,  or  altered,  or  explained  away,  or 
patched  into  praise." 

"  And  how  has  this  been  brought  about?"  asked  Martin,  in 
dismay. 

"  Think  of  what  you  have  seen  and  heard  to-day,  beginning 
with  the  colonel,"  said  his  friend,  "and  ask  yourself.  How 
they  came  about,  is  another  question.  Heaven  forbid  that  they 
should  be  samples  of  the  intelligence  and  virtue  of  America, 
but  they  come  uppermost,  and  in  great  numbers,  and  too  often 
represent  it.     Will  you  walk  ?  " 

There  was  a  cordial  candor  in  his  manner,  and  an  engaging 
confidence  that  it  would  not  be  abused ;  a  manly  bearing  on 
his  own  part,  and  a  simple  reliance  on  the  manly  faith  of  a 
stranger,  which  Martin  had  never  seen  before.     He  linked  his 
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arm   readily    in    that   of   the  Americau  gentleman,  and   they 
walked  out  together. 

It  was  perhaps  to  men  like  this,  his  new  companion,  that  a 
traveler  of  honored  name,  who  trod  those  shores  now  nearly 
forty  years  ago,  and  woke  upon  that  soil,  as  many  have  done 
since,  to  blots  and  stains  upon  its  high  pretensions,  which  in 
the  brightness  of  his  distant  dreams  were  lost  to  view,  appealed 
in  these  words :  — 

Oh  but  for  such,  Cohimbia's  days  were  done ; 
Rank  without  ripeness,  quickened  without  sun. 
Crude  at  the  surface,  rotten  at  the  core, 
Her  fruits  would  fall  before  her  spring  were  o  'er ! 

i>oj*ioo 
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By  SARA  JEANNETTE  DUNCAN. 

A  Visit  to  Oxford. 

I  HAD  heard  so  much  from  English  sources  of  the  precocity 
and  forwardness  of  very  young  people  in  America,  that  I  was 
quite  prepared  to  find  a  commendabl}'-  opposite  state  of  things 
in  England,  and  I  must  say  that,  generally  speaking,  I  was  not 
disappointed.  The  extent  to  which  young  ladies  and  gentle- 
men under  twenty-tw^o  can  sit  up  straight  and  refrain  from 
conversation  here,  impressed  me  as  much  as  anything  I  have 
seen  in  society.  I  have  not  observed  any  of  this  shyness  in 
married  ladies  or  older  gentlemen ;  and  that  struck  me  oddly, 
too,  for  in  America  it  is  only  with  advancing  years  that  we 
become  conscious  of  our  manners. 

I  have  no  doubt  that,  if  the  Eights  had  been  in  America  — 
where  they  would  probably  be  called  the  Octoplets  —  and  Mr. 
Sanders  Horton  had  been  a  Harvard  Sophomore,  and  Lord 
Symonds'  father  had  made  his  fortune  out  of  a  patent  shoe 
lace  tag,  and  we  had  all  been  enjoying  ourselves  over  there,  we 
might  have  noticed  a  difference  both  in  the  appearance  and  the 
behavior  of  these  young  gentlemen.  They  would  certainly 
liave  been  older  for  their  years,  and  more  elaborately  dressed. 
Their  complexions  would  probably  not  have  been  so  fresh,  nor 
their  shoulders  so  broad,  and  the  penciling  on  ]\Ir.  Horton's 
upper  lip,  and  the  delicate,  fair  marking  on  Lord  Symonds', 
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would  assuredly  have  deepened  into  a  mustache.  Their  man- 
ners would  not  have  been  so  negatively  good  as  they  were  in 
Oxford,  where  they  struck  me  as  expressing  an  ideal,  above  all 
things,  to  avoid  doing  those  things  which  they  ought  not  to  do. 
Their  politeness  would  have  been  more  effusive,  and  not  the 
least  bit  nervous  ;  though  I  hope  neither  Mr.  Horton  nor  Lord 
Symonds  will  mind  my  implying  that  in  Oxford  they  were 
nervous.  People  can't  possibly  help  the  way  they  have  been 
brought  up,  and  to  me  our  host's  nervousness  was  interesting, 
like  his  English  accent,  and  the  scout  and  the  quad.  Person- 
ally, I  liked  the  feeling  of  superinducing  bashfulness  in  two 
nice  boys  like  those  — it  was  novel  and  amusing — though  I 
have  no  doubt  they  were  much  more  afraid  of  Lady  Torquilin 
than  of  me.  I  never  saw  a  boy,  however,  from  twelve  to 
twenty-three  —  which  strikes  me  as  the  span  of  boyhood  in 
England  —  that  was  not  Lady  Torquilin's  attached  slave  after 
twenty  minutes'  conversation  with  her.  She  did  not  humor 
them,  or  flatter  them,  or  talk  to  them  upon  their  particular 
subjects ;  she  was  simply  what  they  called  "  jolly  "  to  them,  and 
their  appreciation  was  always  prompt  and  lively.  Lady  Tor- 
quilin got  on  splendidly  with  both  Mr.  Sanders  Horton  and 
Lord  Symonds.  The  only  reason  why  Mr.  Horton's  lunch  was 
not  an  unqualifiedly  brilliant  success  was  that,  whenever  she 
talked  to  one  of  our  hosts,  the  other  one  was  left  for  me  to  talk 
to,  which  was  usually  distressing  for  both  of  us. 

It  was  an  extremely  nice  lunch,  served  with  anxious  defer- 
ence by  the  respectable-looking  little  man  who  had  come  up- 
stairs, and  nervously  commanded  by  Mr.  Horton  at  one  end 
with  the  cold  joint,  and  Lord  Symonds  at  the  other  with  the 
fowl.  It  began,  I  remember,  with  bouillon.  Lady  Torquilin 
partook  of  bouillon^  so  did  I  ;  but  the  respectable  scout  did  not 
even  offer  it  to  the  young  gentlemen.  I  caught  a  rapid,  in- 
quiring glance  from  Lady  Torquilin.  Could  it  be  that  there 
was  not  bouillon  enough  ?  The  thought  checked  any  utterance 
upon  the  subject,  and  we  finished  our  soup  with  careful  indif- 
ference,  while  Lord  Symonds  covered  the  awkwardness  of  the 
situation  by  explaining  to  me  demonstratively  the  nature  of  a 
Bump.  I  did  not  understand  Bumps  then,  nor  did  I  succeed 
during  the  course  of  the  afternoon  in  picking  up  enough  infor- 
mation to  write  intelligently  about  them.  But  this  was  because 
Lord  Symonds  had  no  bouillon:  Under  the  circumstances,  it 
was  impossible  for  me  to  put  my  mind  to  it. 
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Presently  Mr.  Horton  asked  us  if  he  might  give  us  some 
salmon  —  not  collectively,  but  individually  and  properly,  Lady 
Torquilin  first ;  and  we  said  he  might.  He  did  not  help  Lord 
Symonds,  and  relapsed  himself,  as  it  were,  into  an  empty  plate. 
It  was  Lady  Torquilin's  business  to  inquire  if  the  young  gentle- 
men were  not  well,  or  if  salmon  did  not  agree  with  them,  and 
not  mine ;  but  while  I  privately  agitated  this  matter,  I  unob- 
servantly  helped  myself  to  mayonnaise.  "I  —  I  bsg  your  par- 
don," said  Mr.  Sanders  Horton,  in  a  pink  agony ;  "  that's 
cream  !  "  So  it  was,  waiting  in  a  beautiful  old-fashioned  silver 
pitcher  the  advent  of  those  idylls  that  come  after.  It  v/as 
a  critical  moment,  for  it  instantly  flashed  upon  me  that  the 
respectable  scout  had  forgotten  the  mayonnaise^  and  that  I  had 
been  the  means  of  making  Mr.  Sanders  Horton  very  uncom- 
fortable indeed.  Only  one  thing  occurred  to  me  to  say,  for 
which  I  hope  I  may  be  forgiven.  "  Yes,"  I  returned,  "  we  like 
it  with  fish  in  America."  At  which  Mr.  Horton  looked  inter- 
ested and  relieved.  And  I  ate  as  much  of  the  mixture  as  I 
could  with  a  smile,  though  the  salmon  had  undergone  a  vinegar 
treatment  which  made  this  difficult.  "It  is  in  Boston,  is  it 
not,"  remarked  Lord  Symonds,  politely,  "  that  the  people  live 
almost  entirely  upon  beans?"  And  the  conversation  flowed 
quite  generally  until  the  advent  of  the  fowl.  It  was  a  large, 
well-conditioned  chicken,  and  when  the  young  gentlemen, 
apparently  by  mutual  consent,  refrained  from  partaking  of  it, 
the  situation  had  reached  a  degree  of  unreasonableness  which 
was  more  than  Lady  Torquilin  could  endure. 

"  Do  you  intend  to  eat  7iothing  f  "  she  inquired,  with  the  air 
of  one  who  will  accept  no  prevarications. 

"  Oh,  Ave'd  like  to,  but  we  can't,"  they  replied,  earnestly  and 
simultaneously. 

"  We're  still  in  training,  you  know,"  Lord  Symonds  went 
on.  "  Fellows  have  got  to  train  pretty  much  on  stoi'ge."  And 
at  this  juncture  Mr.  Horton  solemnly  cut  two  slices  of  the  cold 
beef,  and  sent  them  to  his  friend,  helping  himself  to  the  same 
quantity  with  mathematical  exactness.  Then,  with  plain  bread, 
and  gravity  which  might  almost  be  called  severe,  tliev  attacked 
it. 

Lady  Torquilin  and  I  looked  at  each  otlier  reproachfully. 
This  privation  struck  us  as  needless  and  extreme,  and  it  had 
the  uncomfortable  moral  effect  of  turning  our  own  repast  into  a 
Bacchanalian  revel.     We  frowned,  we  protested,  we  besought 
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We  suggested  with  insidious  temptation  that  this  was  the  last 
day  of  the  races,  and  that  nobody  would  know.  We  com- 
mended each  particular  dish  in  turn,  in  terms  we  thought  most 
appetizing.  It  was  very  wrong,  and  it  had  the  sting  which 
drives  wrongdoing  most  forcibly  home  to  the  conscience,  of 
being  entirely  futile,  besides  engendering  the  severe  glances  of 
the  respectable  scout.  The  young  gentlemen  were  as  adamant, 
if  adamant  could  blush.  They  would  not  be  moved,  and  at 
every  fresh  appeal  they  concentrated  their  attention  upon  their 
cold  beef  in  a  manner  which  I  thought  most  noble,  if  a  trifle 
ferocious.  At  last  they  began  to  look  a  little  stern  and  disap- 
proving, and  we  stopped,  conscious  of  having  trenched  disre- 
spectfully upon  an  ideal  of  conduct.  But  over  the  final  delicacy 
of  Mr.  Horton's  lunch,  the  first  of  the  season,  Lady  Torquilin 
regarded  them  wistfully.  "Not  even  gooseberry  tart?"  said 
she.  And  I  will  not  say  that  there  was  no  regret  in  the  cour- 
ageous rejoinder:  "Not  even  gooseberry  tart." 

I  am  not  pretending  to  write  about  the  things  that  ought  to 
have  impressed  me  most,  but  the  things  that  did  impress  me 
most,  and  these  were,  at  Mr.  Sanders  Horton's  luncheon,  the 
splendid  old  silver  college  goblets  into  which  our  host  poured 
us  lavish  bumpers  of  claret  cup,  the  moral  support  of  the  re- 
spectable scout,  and  the  character  and  dignity  an  ideal  of  duty 
may  possess,  even  in  connection  with  cold  beef.  I  came  into 
severe  contact  with  an  idiom,  too,  v/hich  I  shall  always  associate 
with  that  occasion.  Lord  Symonds  did  not  belong  to  Pem- 
broke College,  and  I  asked  him,  after  we  had  exchanged  quite 
a  good  deal  of  polite  conversation,  which  one  he  did  belong  to. 

"  How  lovely  these  old  colleges  are,"  I  remarked,  "  and  so 
nice  and  impressive  and  time  stained.  Which  one  do  you 
attend,  Lord  Sj^monds  ?  " 

"  Maudlin,"  said  Lord  Symonds,  apparently  taking  no  notice 
of  my  question,  and  objecting  to  the  preceding  sentiment. 

"  Do  you  think  so?  "  I  said.  I  was  not  offended.  I  had 
made  up  my  mind  some  time  before  never  to  be  offended  in 
England  until  I  understood  things.  "  I'm  very  sorry,  but  they 
do  strike  an  American  that  way,  you  know." 

Lord  Symonds  did  not  seem  to  grasp  my  meaning.  "  It  is 
jolly  old,"  said  he.  "Not  so  old  as  some  of  'em.  New,  for 
instance.  But  I  thought  you  asked  my  college.  Maudlin,  just 
this  side  of  Maudlin  bridge,  you  know." 

"  Oh !  "  I  said.     "  And  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  spell 
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your  college,  Lord  Symoiids?     I  am  but  a  simple  American, 
over  here  partly  for  the  purpose  of  improving  my  mind." 

"  Certainly.  '  M-a-g-d-a-1-e-n,'  "  returned  Lord  Symonds, 
very  good-naturedly.  "  Now  that  you  speak  of  it,  it  is  rather 
a  rum  way  of  spelling  it.  Something  like  '  Cholraondeley . ' 
Now,  how  would  you  spell  '  Cholniondeley '  ?  " 

I  was  glad  to  have  his  attention  diverted  from  my  mistake, 
but  the  reputation  of  "  Cholniondeley "  is  world-wide,  and  I 
spelled  it  triumphantly.  I  should  like  to  confront  an  American 
spelling  match  with  "  Magdalen,"  though,  and  about  eleven  other 
valuable  orthographical  specimens  that  I  am  taking  care  of. 

In  due  course  Ave  all  started  for  the  river,  finding  our  way 
through  quads  even  grayer  and  greener  and  quieter  than  Exeter, 
and  finally  turning  into  a  pretty,  Vv'ide,  tree-bordered  highway, 
much  too  well  trodden  to  be  a  popular  Lovers'  Walk,  but  dustily 
pleasant  and  shaded  withal.  We  were  almost  an  hour  too  early 
for  the  races,  as  Mr.  Horton  and  Lord  Symonds  wished  to  take 
us  on  the  river  before  they  were  obliged  to  join  their  respective 
crews,  and  met  hardly  anybody  except  occasional  strolling,  loose- 
garmented  undergraduates  with  very  various  ribbons  on  their 
round  straw  hats,  which  they  took  off  with  a  kind  of  spasmodic 
gravity  when  they  happened  to  know  our  friends.  The  tree- 
bordered  walk  ended  more  or  less  abruptly  at  a  small  stream, 
bordered  on  its  hither  side  by  a  series  of  curious  constructions 
reminding  one  of  all  sorts  of  things,  from  a  Greek  warship  to  a 
Methodist  church  in  Dakota,  and  wonderfully  painted.  These, 
Mr.  Horton  explained,  were  the  College  barges,  from  which 
the  race  was  viewed,  and  he  led  the  way  to  the  Exeter  barge. 
There  is  a  stairway  to  these  barges,  leading  to  the  top,  and  Mr. 
Horton  showed  us  up,  to  wait  until  he  and  Lord  Symonds  got 
out  the  punt. 

The  word  "  punting "  was  familiar  to  me,  signifying  an 
aquatic  pursuit  ]3opular  in  England,  but  I  had  never  even  seen 
a  punt,  and  was  very  curious  about  it.  I  cannot  say,  however, 
that  the  English  punt,  when  our  friends  brought  it  round, 
struck  me  as  a  beautiful  object.  Doubtless  it  had  points  of 
excellence,  even  of  grace,  as  compared  with  other  punts — I  do 
not  wish  to  disparage  it  —  but  I  suffered  from  the  lack  of  a 
standard  to  admire  it  by.  It  seemed  to  me  an  uninteresting 
vessel,  and  I  did  not  like  the  way  it  was  cut  off  at  the  ends. 
The  mode  of  propulsion,  too,  by  which  Mr.  Horton  and  Lord 
Symonds  got  us  around  the  river  —  poking  a  stick  into  the  mud 
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at  the  bottom  and  leaning  on  it  —  did  not  impress  me  as  being 
dignified  enough  for  anybody  in  Society.  Lord  Symonds  asked 
me,  as  we  sat  in  one  end  enjoying  the  sun  —  you  get  to  like  it  in 
England,  even  on  the  back  of  your  neck  —  what  I  thought  of 
punting.  I  told  him  I  thought  it  was  immoderately  safe.  It 
was  the  most  polite  thing  I  could  think  of  at  the  spur  of  the 
moment.  I  do  not  believe  punting  would  ever  become  popular 
in  America.  We  are  a  light-minded  people  ;  we  like  an  element 
of  joyous  risk  ;  we  are  not  adapted  to  punt. 

The  people  were  beginning  to  come  down  upon  the  barges 
when  we  returned  from  this  excursion,  and  it  was  thought  best 
that  we  should  take  our  places.  The  stream  was  growing  very 
full,  not  only  of  laborious  punts  containing  three  brightly  dressed 
ladies  and  one  perspiring  young  man,  but  of  all  kinds  of  craft, 
some  luxuriously  overshadowed  with  flounced  awnings,  under 
which  young  gentlemen  with  cigarette  attachments  reposed, 
protecting  themselves  further  with  Japanese  paper  umbrellas. 
The  odd  part  of  this  was  that  both  they  and  their  umbrellas 
seemed  to  be  taken  by  themselves  and  everybody  else  quite  au 
sSrieux.     This,  again,  would  be  different  in  America. 

Mr.  Horton  left  us  with  Lord  Symonds,  who  had  not  to 
row,  he  explained  to  us,  until  later  in  the  day ;  and  presently 
we  saw  our  host  below,  with  the  rest  of  his  barelegged,  mus- 
cular crew,  getting  gingerly  into  the  long,  narrow  outrigger 
lying  alongside.  They  arranged  themselves  with  great  care 
and  precision,  and  then  held  their  oars,  looking  earnestly  at  a 
little  man  who  sat  up  very  straight  in  the  stern  —  the  cox.  He 
was  my  first  cox,  for  I  had  never  seen  a  boat  race  before,  ex- 
cepting between  champions,  who  do  not  row  with  coxes,  and  I 
was  delighted  to  find  how  accurately  he  had  been  described  in 
the  articles  we  read  about  English  boating  —  his  size,  his  erect- 
ness  and  alertness,  and  autocratic  dignity.  At  a  word  from  the 
cox  every  man  turned  his  head  halfway  round  and  back  again ; 
then  he  said,  in  the  sternest  accents  I  had  ever  heard,  "  Are  — 
you —  ready?"  and  in  an  instant  they  were  off. 

"  Where  are  t'  ey  going  ?  "  Lady  Torquilin  asked. 

"  Oh,  for  a  preliminary  spin,"  said  Lord  Symonds,  "and  then 
for  the  starting  point." 

"  And  when  do  the  barges  start  ?  "  I  inquired,  without  hav- 
ing given  the  matter  any  kind  of  consideration. 

"  The  barges  !  "  said  Lord  Symonds,  mystified.  "  Do  you 
mean  these  ?     They  don't  start ;  they  stay  here." 


7206  AN   AMERICAN   GIRL   IN   LONDON. 

"  But  can  we  see  the  race  from  here  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Beautifully  !     They  come  past." 

"  Do  I  understand,  Lord  Symonds,  that  the  Oxford  boat  race 
takes  place  out  there  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  said  he.     "  Why  not  ?  " 

"Oh,  no  particular  reason/'  I  returned  —  "  if  there  is  room." 

"  Rather  !  "  the  young  gentleman  exclaimed.  "  This  is  the 
noble  river  Isis,  Miss  Wick." 

"  It  may  not  be  so  big  as  the  Mississippi,  but  it's  worthy  of 
your  respectful  consideration,  young  lady,"  put  in  Lady  Tor- 
quilin.  Thus  admonished,  I  endeavored  to  give  the  noble 
river  Isis  my  respectful  consideration,  but  the  barges  occupied 
so  much  space  in  it  that  I  was  still  unable  to  understand  how  a 
boat  race  of  any  importance  could  come  between  us  and  the 
opposite  bank  without  seriously  inconveniencing  somebody. 

It  did,  however,  and  such  was  the  skill  displayed  by  the 
coxes  in  charge  that  nobody  was  hurt.  It  came  off  amid 
demonstrations  of  the  most  extraordinary  nature,  tin  whistles 
predominating,  on  the  opposite  bank,  where  I  saw  a  genuine 
bishop  capering  along  with  the  crowd,  waving  his  hat  on  his 
stick.  It  came  off  straight  and  tense  and  arrowy,  cheered  to 
the  last  stroke. 

"  So  near  it !  "  said  Lord  Symonds,  after  shouting  "  Well 
rowed,  Pembroke  !  "  until  he  could  shout  no  longer. 

"  Near  what  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  A  bump,"  said  he,  sadly  ;  "  but  it  was  jolly  well  rowed  !  " 
and  for  the  moment  I  felt  that  no  earthly  achievement  could 
compare  with  the  making  of  bumps. 

Such  excitement  I  never  saw,  among  the  Dons  on  the  barges 
—  my  first  Dons,  too,  but  they  differed  very  much  ;  I  could  not 
generalize  about  them  —  among  their  wives,  who  seemed  unag- 
gressive, youngish  ladies,  as  a  rule,  in  rather  subdued  gowns  ; 
among  the  gay  people  down  from  "  Town,"  among  the  college 
men,  incorrigibly  uproarious  ;  among  that  considerable  body  of 
society  that  adds  so  little  to  the  brilliance  of  such  an  occasion 
but  contributes  so  largely  to  its  noise.  And  after  it  was  over 
a  number  of  exuberant  young  men  on  the  other  side  plunged 
into  the  noble  river  Isis  and  crossed  it  with  a  few  well-placed 
strides,  and  possibly  two  strokes.     None  of  them  were  drowned. 

After  that  we  had  a  joyous  half  hour  in  the  apartments,  at 
Exeter,  of  Mr.  Bertie  Corke,  whose  brown  eyes  had  Peter's  very 
twinkle  in  them,  and  who  became  established  in  our  affections 
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at  once  upon  that  account.  Mr.  Corke  was  one  of  the  Exeter 
Eight,  and  he  looked  reproachfully  at  us  when  we  inadvertently 
stated  that  we  had  lingered  to  congratulate  Pembroke. 

"  Pembroke  got  a  bump,  you  know,  yesterday,"  I  remarked, 
proud  of  the  technicality. 

"Yes,"  returned  Mr.  Bertie  Corke,  ruefully,  "bumped  us." 

This  was  an  unfortunate  beginning,  but  it  did  not  mar  our 
subsequent  relations  with  Miss  Peter  Corke's  brother,  which 
were  of  the  pleasantest  description.  He  told  us  on  the  way 
down  once  more  to  the  noble  river  Isis  the  names  of  all  those 
delightful  elderly  stone  images  that  had  themselves  put  over 
the  college  doors  centuries  ago,  when  they  were  built,  and  he 
got  almost  as  many  interiors  into  half  an  hour  as  his  sister 
could.  He  explained  to  us,  too,  how,  by  the  rules  of  the  Uni- 
versity, he  was  not  allowed  to  play  marbles  on  the  college  steps, 
or  to  wear  clothes  of  other  than  an  "  obfusc  hue,"  which  was 
exactly  the  kind  of  thing  that  Peter  would  tell  you  —  and  ex- 
pect you  to  remember.  He  informed  us,  too,  that  according  tft 
the  pure  usage  of  Oxonian  English  he  was  a  "  Fresher,"  the 
man  we  had  just  passed  being  an  unattached  student,  a  "  tosher," 
probably  walking  for  what  in  the  vulgar  tongue  might  be  called 
exercise,  but  here  was  "ekker."  In  many  ways  he  was  like 
Peter,  and  he  objected  just  as  much  to  my  abuse  of  the  English 
climate. 

The  second  race  was  very  like  the  first,  with  more  enthusiasm. 
I  have  a  little  folding  card  with  "  The  Eights,  May  22  to  28, 
1890,"  and  the  names  of  the  colleges  in  the  order  of  starting, 
printed  In  blue  letters  on  the  inside.  The  "  order  of  finish  "  from 
"  B.  N.  C."  to  "  St.  Edm.  Hall"  is  in  Mr.  Bertie  Corke's  hand- 
writing. I'm  not  a  sentimentalist,  but  I  liked  the  Eights,  and 
I  mean  to  keep  this  souvenir. 

Madame  Tussaud's. 

It  struck  me,  from  the  outside,  as  oddly  imposing  —  Ma- 
dame Tussaud's.  Partly,  I  suppose,  because  it  is  always  more 
or  less  treated  jocosely,  partly  because  of  the  homely  little 
familiar  name,  and  partly  because  a  person's  expectations  of  a 
waxwork  show  are  naturally  not  very  lofty.  I  was  looking  out 
for  anything  but  a  swelling  dome  and  a  flag,  and  the  high  brick 
walls  of  an  Institution.  There  seemed  a  grotesqueness  of 
dignity  about  it,  which  was  emphasized  by  the  solemn  man 


7208  AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON. 

at  the  turnstile,  who  took  the  sliillings  and  let  us  through,  and 
by  the  spaciousness  inside  —  emphasized  so  much  that  it  disap- 
peared, so  to  speak,  and  I  found  myself  taking  the  place  quite 
seriously  —  the  gentleman  in  tin  on  the  charger  in  the  main 
hall  below,  and  the  wide  marble  stairs,  and  the  urns  in  the  cor- 
ners, and  the  oil  paintings  on  the  landings,  and  everything.  I 
began  asking  Mr.  Mafferton  questions  immediately,  quite  in  the 
subdued  voice  people  use  under  impressive  circumstances ;  but 
he  wasn't  certain  who  the  architect  was,  and  couldn't  say  where 
the  marble  came  from,  and  really  didn't  know  how  many  years 
the  waxworks  had  been  in  existence,  and  hadn't  the  least  idea 
what  the  gross  receipts  were  per  annum  —  did  not,  in  fact,  seem 
to  think  he  ought  to  be  expected  to  be  acquainted  with  these 
matters.  The  only  thing  he  could  tell  me  definitely  was  that 
Madame  Tussaud  was  dead  —  and  I  knew  that  myself.  "  Upon 
my  word,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton, "  I  haven't  been  here 
since  I  was  put  into  knickers  !  "  I  was  surprised  at  this  re- 
mark when  I  heard  it,  for  Mr.  Mafferton  was  usually  elegant  to 
a  degree  in  his  choice  of  terms  ;  but  I  should  not  be  now.  I 
have  found  nothing  plainer  in  England  than  the  language.  Its 
simplicity  and  directness  are  a  little  startling  at  first,  perhaps, 
to  the  foreign  ear ;  but  this  soon  wears  off  as  you  become  accus- 
tomed to  it,  and  I  dare  say  the  foreigner  begins  to  talk  the  same 
way  —  in  which  case  my  speech  will  probably  be  a  matter  of 
grave  consideration  to  me  when  I  get  back  to  Chicago.  In 
America  we  usually  put  things  in  a  manner  somewhat  more  in- 
volved. Yes,  I  know  you  are  thinking  of  the  old  story  about 
Americans  draping  the  legs  of  their  pianos ;  but  if  I  were  you  I 
would  discount  that  story.  For  my  own  part,  I  never  in  my 
life  saw  it  done. 

The  moment  we  were  inside  the  main  hall,  where  the  or- 
chestra was  playing,  before  I  had  time  to  say  more  than  "  How 
very  interesting,  Mr.  Mafferton  !  Who  is  that  ?  and  why  is  he 
famous?"  Mr.  Mafferton  bought  one  of  the  red  and  gilt  and 
green  catalogues  from  the  young  woman  at  the  door,  and  put  it 
into  my  hand  almost  impulsively. 

"  I  fancy  they're  very  complete  —  and  reliable.  Miss  Wick," 
he  said.  "  You  —  you  really  mustn't  depend  upon  me.  It's 
such  an  unconscionable  time  since  I  left  school." 

I  told  Mr.  Mafferton  I  was  sure  that  was  only  his  modest 
way  of  putting  it,  and  that  I  knew  he  had  reams  of  English 
history  in  his  head  if  he  would  only  just  think  of  it ;  and  he 
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replied,  "  No,  really,  upon  my  word,  I  have  not !  "  But  by 
that  time  I  realized  that  I  was  in  the  immediate  society  of  all 
the  remarkable  old  kings  and  queens  of  England ;  and  the 
emotions  they  inspired,  standing  round  in  that  promiscuous 
touchable  way,  with  their  crowns  on,  occupied  me  so  fully, 
that  for  at  least  ten  minutes  I  found  it  quite  interesting  enough 
to  look  at  them  in  silence.  So  I  sat  down  on  one  of  the  seats 
in  the  middle  of  the  hall,  where  people  were  listening  to  the 
orchestra's  selections  from  "  The  Gondoliers,"  and  gave  myself 
up  to  the  curious  captivation  of  the  impression.  "  It's  not 
bad,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton,  reflectively,  a  little  way  off.  "  No," 
I  said,  "  it's  beautiful !  "  But  I  think  he  meant  the  selections, 
and  I  meant  the  kings  and  queens,  to  whom  he  was  not  paying 
the  slightest  attention.  But  I  did  not  find  fault  with  him  for 
that  —  he  had  been,  in  a  manner,  brought  up  amongst  these 
things ;  he  lived  in  a  country  that  always  had  a  king  or  queen 
of  some  sort  to  rule  over  it ;  he  was  used  to  crowns  and  scep- 
ters. He  could  not  possibly  have  the  same  feelings  as  a  person 
born  in  Chicago,  and  reared  upon  Republican  principles.  But 
to  me  those  quaint  groups  of  royalties  in  the  robes  and  jewels 
of  other  times,  and  arrayed  just  as  much  in  their  characters  as 
in  their  clothes  —  the  characters  everybody  knows  them  by  — 
were  a  source  of  pure  and,  while  I  sat  there,  increasing  delight. 
I  don't  mind  confessing  that  I  like  the  kings  and  queens  at 
Madame  Tussaud's  better  than  anything  else  I've  seen  in  Eng- 
land, at  the  risk  of  being  considered  a  person  of  low  intelli- 
gence. I  know  that  Mr.  James  Russell  Lowell  —  whom  poppa 
always  used  to  say  he  was  proud  to  claim  as  a  fellow-country- 
man, until  he  went  Mugwump  when  Cleveland  was  elected  — 
said  of  them  that  they  were  "much  like  any  other  English 
party " ;  but  I  should  think  from  that  that  Mr.  Lowell  was 
perhaps  a  little  prejudiced  against  waxworks,  and  intolerant  of 
the  form  of  art  which  they  represent ;  or,  possibly,  when  he  said 
it  he  had  just  come  to  London,  and  had  not  attended  many  Eng- 
lish parties.  For  it  seems  to  me  that  the  peculiar  charm  and 
interest  of  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  at  Madame  Tussaud's  is 
the  ingenuous  earnestness  with  which  they  show  you  their  tem- 
peraments and  tastes  and  dispositions,  which  I  have  not  found 
especially  characteristic  of  other  English  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
As  Lady  Torquilin  says,  however,  "that's  as  it  may  be."  All 
I  know  is  that  whatever  Mr.  Lowell,  from  his  lofty  Harvard 
standard  of  culture,  may  find  to  say  in  deprecation  of  all  that 
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is  left  of  your  early  sovereigns,  I,  from  my  humble  Chicago 
point  of  view,  was  immensely  pleased  with  them.  I  could  not 
get  over  the  feeling  —  I  have  not  got  over  it  yet  —  that  they 
were,  or  at  any  rate  had  once  been,  veritable  kings  and  queens. 
1  had  a  sentiment  of  respect ;  I  could  not  think  of  tliem,  as  I 
told  Mr.  Mafferton,  "  as  wax  " ;  and  it  never  occurred  to  me 
that  the  crowns  were  brass  and  the  jewels  glass.  Even  now 
I  find  that  an  unpleasant  reflection ;  and  I  would  not  go  back 
to  Madame  Tussaud's  on  any  account,  for  fear  the  brassiness 
of  the  crowns  and  the  glassiness  of  the  jewels  might  obtrude 
themselves  the  second  time,  and  spoil  the  illusion.  English 
history,  with  its  moated  castles,  and  knights  in  armor,  and 
tyrant  kings  and  virtuous  queens,  had  always  seemed  more  or 
less  of  a  fairy  tale  to  me  —  it  is  difficult  to  believe  in  mediaeval 
romance  in  America  —  and  there,  about  me,  was  the  fairy  tale 
realized :  all  tlie  curious  old  people  who  died  of  a  "  surfeit  of 
lampreys,"  or  of  a  bad  temper,  or  of  decapitation,  or  in  other 
ways  which  would  be  considered  eccentric  now,  in  all  their  dear 
old  folds  and  fashions,  red  and  blue  and  gold  and  ermine,  with 
their  crowns  on !  There  was  a  sociability  among  thenn,  too, 
that  I  thought  interesting,  and  that  struck  me  as  a  thing  I 
shouldn't  have  expected,  some  of  their  characters  being  so  very 
good,  and  some  so  very  bad;  but  I  suppose,  Ijeing  all  kings 
and  queens,  any  other  distinction  would  be  considered  invidi- 
ous. I  looked  up  while  I  was  thinking  about  them,  and  caught 
Mr.  Mafferton  yawning. 

"  Are  you  impressed  ?  "  he  said,  disguising  it  with  a  smile. 

"  Very  much,"  I  answered  him.     "  In  a  way.    Aren't  you  ?  " 

"  I  think  they're  imbecile,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton.  "  Imbecile 
old  Things  !  I  have  been  wondering  what  they  could  possibly 
suggest  to  you." 

Mr.  Mafferton  certainly  spoke  in  that  way.  I  remember  it 
distinctly.  Because  I  depended  upon  it  in  taking,  as  we  went 
round,  a  certain  freedom  of  criticism  —  depended  upon  it,  I  had 
reason  to  believe  afterwards,  unwarrantably. 

"  Let  us  look  at  them  individually,"  I  said,  rising.  "  Collec- 
tively, I  find  them  lovable." 

"  Well,  now,  I  envy  them  I  "  replied  Mr.  Mafferton,  with 
great  coolness.  This  was  surprisingly  frivolous  in  Mr.  Maffer- 
ton, who  was  usually  quite  what  would  be  called  a  serious  per- 
son, and  just  for  a  minute  I  did  not  quite  know  what  to  say. 
Then  I  laughed  a  little  frivolously  too.     '•  I  suppose  you  intend 
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that  for  a  compliment,  Mr.  Mafferton,"  I  said.  Privately,  I 
thought  it  very  clumsy.  "  This  is  Number  One,  I  think"  —  and 
we  stopped  before  William  the  Conqueror  asking  Matilda  of 
Flanders  to  sit  down. 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  did,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton  —  which  made 
the  situation  awkward  for  me ;  for  if  there  is  an  uncomfortable 
thing,  it  is  to  appropriate  a  compliment  which  was  not  intended. 
An  Englishman  is  a  being  absolutely  devoid  of  tact. 

"  So  this  is  William  the  Conqueror  ? "  I  said,  by  way  of 
changing  the  subject. 

"  It  may  be  a  little  like  his  clothes,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton, 
indifferently. 

"  Oh  !  don't  say  that,  Mr.  Mafferton.  I'm  sure  he  looks 
every  inch  a  William  the  Conqueror  !  See  how  polite  he  is  to 
his  wife,  too  —  I  suppose  that's  because  he's  French  ?  " 

Mr.  Mafferton  didn't  say  anything,  and  it  occurred  to  me 
that  perhaps  I  had  not  expressed  myself  well. 

"  Do  you  notice,"  I  went  on,  "  how  he  wears  his  crown  —  all 
tipped  to  one  side  ?  He  reminds  me  just  a  little,  Mr.  Maffer- 
ton, with  that  type  of  face  —  enterprising,  you  know  —  and 
hair  that  length,  only  it  ought  to  be  dark,  and  if  the  crown 
were  only  a  wide-brimmed,  soft  felt  hat  —  he  reminds  me  very 
much  of  those  Californian  ranches  and  miners  Bret  Harte  and 
Joaquin  Miller  write  about." 

"  Do  you  mean  cowboys  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Mafferton,  in  a  Avay 
that  told  me  he  wasn't  going  to  agree  with  me. 

"Yes,  that  kind  of  person.  I  think  William  the  Conqueror 
would  make  a  beautiful  cowboy  —  a  regular  'Terror  of  the 
Canyon.' " 

"  Can't  say  I  see  it,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton,  fixing  his  eye  upon 
the  bass  'cello  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

"  It  isn't  in  that  direction,"  I  said,  and  Mr.  Mafferton  became 
exceedingly  red.  Then  it  occurred  to  me  that  possibly  over 
here  that  might  be  considered  impertinent,  so  I  did  my  best  to 
make  up  for  it.  "  A  very  nice  face,  isn't  it  ? "  I  went  on. 
"  What  is  he  particularly  noted  for,  Mr.  Mafferton,  besides  the 
Curfew,  and  the  Doomsday  Book,  and  introducing  old  families 
into  England  ?  " 

Mr.  Mafferton  bit  his  mustache.  I  had  never  seen  any- 
body bite  his  mustache  before,  though  I  had  always  understood 
from  novels  that  it  was  done  in  England.  Whether  American 
gentlemen  have  better  tempers,  or  whether  they  are  afraid  of 
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injuring  it,  or  why  the  habit  is  not  a  common  one  with  us,  I  am 
unable  to  say. 

"  Really,  Miss  Wick,"  Mr.  Mafferton  responded,  with  six 
degrees  of  frost,  "I  —  is  there  nothing  about  it  in  the  cata- 
logue ?  He  established  the  only  date  which  would  ever  stick 
in  my  memory  —  106G.  But  you  mustn't  think  he  brought  all 
the  old  families  in  England  over  with  him,  Miss  Wick  —  it  is 
incorrect." 

"  I  dare  say,"  I  said  ;  "  people  get  such  curious  ideas  about 
England  in  America,  Mr.  Mafferton."  But  that  did  not  seem 
to  please  Mr.  Mafferton  either.  "  I  think  they  ouglit  to  know," 
he  said,  so  seriously  that  I  did  not  like  to  retaliate  with  any 
English  misconceptions  of  American  matters.  And  from  what 
I  know  of  Mr.  Mafferton  now,  I  do  not  think  he  would  have 
seen  the  slightest  parallel. 

"How  this  brings  it  all  back,"  I  said,  as  we  looked  at 
William  the  Second,  surnamed  Rufus,  in  blue  and  yellow,  with 
a  plain  front  —  "  the  marks  in  history  at  school,  and  the  dates 
let  in  at  the  sides  of  the  pages  !  '  His  dead  body,  with  an  arrow 
sticking  in  it,  was  found  by  Purkiss,  a  charcoal  burner,  and 
carried  in  a  cart  to  Winchester,  where  it  was  buried  in  the 
Cathedral.'  I  remember  I  used  to  torment  myself  by  wonder- 
ing whether  they  pulled  the  arrow  out,  because  in  my  history  it 
didn't  say  they  did." 

"  It's  a  fact,"  said  Mr.  Mafferton  ;  "  one  always  does  think  of 
the  old  chap  with  the  arrow  sticking  in  him.  Burne- Jones  or 
one  of  those  fellows  ought  to  paint  it  —  the  forest,  you  know, 
twilight,  and  the  charcoal  burner  in  a  state  of  funk.  Tremen- 
dously effective — though,  I  dare  say,  it's  been  done  scores  of 
times." 

"  And  sold  to  be  lithographed  in  advertisements  !  "  I  added. 

"  Ah,  Miss  Wick,  that  is  the  utilitarian  American  way  of 
looking  at  things  I  "  Mr.  Mafferton  remarked,  jocularly  ;  and 
I  don't  think  I  could  have  been  expected  to  refrain  from  telling 
him  that  I  had  in  mind  a  certain  soap  not  manufactured  in 
America. 

When  we  got  as  far  as  Henry  the  Second,  Curtmantle,  whom 
Madame  Tussaud  describes  as  a  "  wise  and  good  king,"  and  who 
certainly  has  an  amiable,  open  countenance,  I  noticed  that  all 
the  crowns  were  different,  and  asked  Mr.  Mafferton  about  it  — 
whether  at  that  time  every  king  had  his  crown  made  to  order,, 
and  trimmed  according  to  his  own  ideas,  or  had  to  take  what- 
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ever  crown  was  going ;  and  whether  it  was  his  to  do  as  he  liked 
with,  or  went  with  the  throne  ;  and  if  the  majority  of  the  kings 
had  behaved  properly  about  their  crowns,  and  where  they  all 
were.  But  if  Mr.  Mafferton  knew,  he  chose  to  be  equivocal  — 
he  did  not  give  me  any  answer  that  I  feel  I  could  rely  upon 
sufficiently  to  put  into  print.  Then  we  passed  that  nice  brave 
crusading  Richard  the  First,  surnamed  Coeur  de  Lion,  in  some 
domestic  argument  with  his  sweet  Berengaria ;  and  Mr.  ]\Iaf- 
f erton,  talking  about  her,  used  the  expression,  "  Fair  flower  of 
Navarre."     But  at  that  time  he  was  carrying  the  catalogue. 

King  John  I  thought  delightful ;  I  could  not  have  believed 
it  possible  to  put  such  a  thoroughly  bad  temper  into  wax,  and 
I  said  so  to  Mr.  Mafferton,  who  agreed  with  me,  though  with- 
out enthusiasm.  "  '  The  worst  king  who  ever  sat  on  the  Eng- 
lish throne  ! '  "  I  repeated  meditatively,  quoting  from  Madame 
Tussaud  —  "that's  saying  a  great  deal,  isn't  it,  Mr.  Maffer- 
ton ?  "  My  escort  said  No,  he  couldn't  say  he  thought  it  rep- 
resented such  an  acme  of  wickedness,  and  we  walked  on,  past 
swarthy  little  sad  Charles  the  Second,  in  armor  and  lace,  who 
looks  —  and  how  could  he  help  it  ?  —  as  if  he  were  always  think- 
ing of  what  happened  to  his  sire  —  I  suppose  the  expression 
*'  poppa  "  is  unknown  among  royalties.  Mr.  Mafferton  would 
not  agree  to  this  either ;  he  seemed  to  have  made  up  his  mind 
not  to  agree  to  anything  further. 

I  should  like  to  write  a  whole  chapter  about  Henry  the 
Eighth  as  he  looked  that  day,  though  I  dare  say  it  is  an  habitual 
expression,  and  you  may  have  seen  it  often  yourself.  He  was 
standing  in  the  midst  of  a  group  of  ladies,  including  some  of  his 
wives,  stepping  forward  in  an  impulsive,  emotional  way,  listen- 
ing, with  grief  in  both  his  eyes,  to  the  orchestra's  rendition  of 

Bury !     Bury  !     Let  the  grave  close  o'er, 

as  if  deeply  deprecating  the  painful  necessity  of  again  becom- 
ing a  widower.  It  was  beautiful  to  see  the  way  the  music 
Avorked  upon  his  feelings.  It  will  be  impossible  for  me  ever  to 
think  so  badly  of  him  again. 

"  What  is  your  impression  of  him  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Mafferton. 

I  said  I  thought  he  was  too  funny  for  words. 

"  He  was  a  monster !  "  my  friend  remarked,  "  and  you  are 
quite  the  first  person,  I  should  say,  who  has  ever  discovered 
anything  humorous  in  him."     And  I  gathered  from  Mr.  Maf- 
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fL'rtoii's  tone  that,  while  it  was  pardonable  to  think  badly  of 
an  English  momuch,  it  was  improper  to  a  degree  to  tind  him 
amusing. 

Then  I  observed  that  they  were  all  listening  with  Henry 
the  Eighth —  Philippa  of  Hainault  with  her  pink  nose,  and  the 
Black  Trince  in  mail,  and  Catharine  of  Aragon  embracing  her 
monkey,  and  Cardinal  Wolsey  in  red,  and  Caxton  in  black,  and 
Chaucer  in  poet's  gray,  listening  intently  —  you  could  tell  even 
by  their  reflections  in  the  glass  —  as  the  orchestra  went  on  — 

The  days  that  have  been,  and  never  shall  be  more ! 

Personally,  I  felt  sorry  for  them  all,  even  for  that  old  maid  in 
armor,  James  the  Second.  Mr.  Mafferton,  by  the  way,  could 
see  nothing  in  the  least  old-maidish  about  this  sovereign.  They 
must  have  had,  as  a  rule,  such  a  very  good  time  while  it  lasted 
—  it  must  have  been  so  thoroughly  disagreeable  to  die  !  I 
^.  anted  immensely  to  ask  Mr.  Mafferton  —  but  somehow  his 
manner  did  not  encourage  me  to  do  it  —  whether  in  those  very 
early  times  kings  were  able  to  Avear  their  crowns  every  day 
without  exciting  comment,  as  Madame  Tussaud  distinctly  gives 
you  the  idea  that  they  did.  And  it  seemed  to  me  that  in  those 
days  it  must  have  been  really  worth  while  to  be  a  king,  and  be 
different  from  other  people,  in  both  dress  and  deportment.  1 
Avould  not  go  through  the  other  rooms,  because  I  did  not  be- 
lieve anything  could  be  more  beautiful  than  the  remains  of  your 
early  sovereigns,  and,  moreover,  Mr.  Mafferton  vras  getting  so 
very  nearly  sulky  that  I  thought  I  had  better  not.  But  just 
through  the  door  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  one  or  two  American 
Presidents  in  black,  with  white  ties.  They  had  intelligent 
faces,  but  beside  your  Plantagenets  I  don't  mind  confessing 
they  didn't  look  anything  ! 


Presentation  at  Court. 

I  know  I  shall  enjoy  writing  this  chapter,  I  enjoyed  its 
prospective  contents  so  much.  To  be  perfectly  candid,  I  liked 
going  to  Court  better  than  any  other  thing  I  did  in  England, 
not  excepting  Madame  Tussaud's,  or  the  Beefeaters  at  the 
Tower,  or  even  "  Our  Flat "  at  the  Strand.  It  did  a  great  deal 
to  reconcile  me,  practically,  with  monarchical  institutions, 
although,  chiefly  on  poppa's  account,  I  should  like  it  to  be  un- 
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derstood  that  my  democratic  theories  are  still  quite  unshaken 
in  every  respect. 

It  seems  to  me,  looking  back  upon  it,  that  we  began  to  go 
very  early  in  the  morning.  I  remember  a  vision  of  long  white 
boxes  piled  up  at  the  end  of  the  room  through  the  gray  of  dawn, 
and  a  very  short  nap  afterwards,  before  the  maid  came  knocking 
with  Lady  Torquilin's  inquiries  as  to  how  I  had  slept,  and  did 
I  remember  that  the  hairdresser  was  coming  at  nine  sharp?  It 
was  a  gentle  knock,  but  it  seemed  to  bristle  Avith  portent  as  I 
heard  it,  and  brought  with  it  the  swift  realization  that  this  was 
Friday  at  last — the  Friday  on  which  I  should  see  Queen  Victoria. 
And  yet,  or  course,  to  be  quite  candid,  that  was  only  half  the 
excitement  the  knock  brought  ;  the  other  half  was  that  Queen 
Victoria  should  see  me,  for  an  instant  and  as  an  individual. 
There  was  a  very  gratifying  flutter  in  that. 

The  hairdresser  was  prompt.  She  came  just  as  Charlotte 
was  going  out  with  the  tray,  Lady  Torquilin  having  decreed 
that  we  should  take  our  morning  meal  in  retirement.  She  was 
a  kind,  pleasant,  loquacious  hairdresser. 

"  I'm  glad  to  see  youVe  been  able  to  take  a  good  breakfast, 
miss,"  she  said,  as  she  puffed  and  curled  me.  "  That's  'alf  the 
battle  !  "  She  was  sorry  that  she  had  come  to  us  so  early,  "  but 
not  until  two  o'clock,  miss,  do  I  expect  to  be  for  one  moment 
off  my  feet,  what  with  Ontry  ladies  who  don't  wish  to  be  done 
till  they're  just  getting  into  their  carriages  —  though  for  that  I 
don't  blame  them,  miss,  and  nobody  could.  I'm  afraid  you'll 
find  these  lappits  very  wearing  on  the  nerves  before  the  day  is 
out.  But  I'll  just  pin  them  up  so,  miss  —  and  of  course  you 
must  do  as  best  pleases  you,  but  my  advice  would  be,  don't  let 
them  down  for  ant/body,  miss,  till  you  start."  But  I  was  not 
sorry  the  hairdresser  came  so  early.  It  would  have  been  much 
more  wearing  on  the  nerves  to  have  waited  for  her. 

Perhaps  you  will  find  it  difficult  to  understand  the  interest 
with  which  I  watched  my  own  development  into  a  lady  dressed 
for  Court.  Even  the  most  familiar  details  of  costume  seemed  to 
acquire  a  new  meaning  and  importance,  while  those  of  special 
relevance  had  the  charm  that  might  arise  from  the  mingling  of 
a  very  august  occasion  with  a  fancy-dress  ball.  When  I  was 
quite  ready,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  was  a  different  person,  very 
pretty,  very  tall,  with  a  tendency  to  look  backward  over  my 
shoulder,  wearing,  as  well  as  a  beautiful  sweeping  gown,  a  lofty 
and  complete  set  of  monarchical  prejudices,  which  I  thought 
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becoming  in  masquerade.  I  was  too  much  fascinated  with  my 
outward  self.  I  could  have  wished,  for  an  instant,  that  the 
Declaration  of  Independence  was  hanging  about  somewhere 
framed. 

Then  the  advent  of  the  big  square  wooden  box  from  the 
florist's,  and  the  gracious  wonder  of  white  roses  and  grasses 
inside,  with  little  buds  dropping  and  caught  in  its  trailing  rib- 
bons— there  is  a  great  deal  of  the  essence  of  a  Royal  function  in  a 
Drawing-Room  bouquet.  And  then  Lady  Torquilin,  with  a  new 
graciousness  and  dignity,  quite  a  long  way  off  if  I  had  not  been 
conscious  of  sharing  her  state  for  the  time.  Lady  Torquilin's 
appearance  gave  me  more  ideas  about  my  own  than  the  pier 
glass  did.  "  Dear  me  !  "  I  thought,  with  a  certain  rapture,  "  do 
I  really  look  anything  like  that?^^ 

We  went  down  in  the  lift  one  at  a  time,  with  Charlotte  as 
train  bearer,  and  the  other  maids  furtively  admiring  from  the 
end  of  the  hall.  Almost  everybody  in  Cadogan  Mansions  seemed 
to  be  going  out  at  about  the  same  time,  and  a  small  crowd  had 
gathered  on  each  side  of  the  strip  of  carpet  that  led  from  the 
door  to  the  carriage.  It  was  Lady  IMafferton's  carriage,  lent  for 
the  occasion,  and  the  footman  and  coachman  were  as  impressive 
as  powder  and  buff  and  brass  buttons  would  make  them.  In 
addition,  they  wore  remarkable  floral  designs  about  the  size  and 
shape  of  a  cabbage  leaf  upon  their  breasts  immediately  under 
their  chins.  That  was  another  thing  that  could  not  have  been 
done  with  dignity  in  America. 

The  weather  looked  threatening  as  we  drove  off,  precisely 
at  twelve  o'clock,  and  presently  it  began  to  rain  with  great 
industry  and  determination.  The  drops  came  streaming  down 
outside  the  carriage  windows  ;  fewer  people  as  we  passed  leaned 
out  of  hansoms  to  look  at  us.  Inside  the  Mafferton  carriage  we 
were  absurdly  secure  from  the  weather  ;  we  surveyed  our  trains, 
piled  up  on  the  opposite  seat,  with  complacency  ;  we  took  no 
thought  even  for  the  curl  of  our  feathers.  We  counted,  as  we 
drove  past  them  to  take  our  place,  and  there  were  forty  carriages 
in  line  ahead  of  us.  Then  we  stopped  behind  the  last,  in  the 
middle  of  a  wide  road,  heavily  bordered  under  the  trees  with 
damp  people  and  dripping  umbrellas  —  there  for  the  spectacle. 
All  kinds  of  people  and  all  kinds  of  umbrellas,  I  noticed  with 
interest  —  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  little  seamstresses,  and 
loafers  and  ragamuffins,  and  apple  women,  and  a  large  propor- 
tion of  your  respectable  lower  middle  class.     We  sat  in  state 
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amongst  them  in  the  rain,  being  observed,  and  liking  it.  I  heard 
my  roses  approved,  and  the  nape  of  my  neck,  and  Lady  Tor- 
quilin's  diamonds.  I  also  heard  it  made  very  unpleasant  for 
an  elderly  young  lady  in  the  carriage  in  front  of  ours,  whose 
appearance  was  not  approved  by  a  pair  of  candid  newsboys. 
The  policemen  kept  the  people  off,  however  ;  they  could  only 
approach  outside  a  certain  limit,  and  there  they  stood,  or  walked 
up  and  down,  huddled  together  in  the  rain,  and  complaining  of 
the  clouded  carriage  windows.  I  think  there  came  to  me  then, 
sitting  in  the  carriage  in  the  warmth  and  pride  and  fragrance 
and  luxuriance  of  it  all,  one  supreme  moment  of  experience, 
when  I  bent  my  head  over  my  roses  and  looked  out  into  the 
rain — ^-one  throb  of  exulting  pleasure  that  seemed  to  hold  the 
whole  meaning  of  the  thing  I  was  doing,  and  to  make  its  covet- 
able  nature  plain.  I  find  my  thoughts  center,  looking  back, 
upon  that  one  moment. 

It  was  three  o'clock  before  we  moved  again.  In  the  hours 
that  came  between  we  had  nothing  to  do  but  smell  our  flowers, 
discuss  the  people  who  drove  past  to  take  places  farther  down 
the  line,  congratulate  ourselves  upon  being  forty-first,  and  eat 
tiny  sandwiches  done  up  in  tissue  paper,  with  serious  regard  for 
the  crumbs  ;  yet  the  time  did  not  seem  at  all  long.  Mr.  Oddie 
Pratte,  who  was  to  escort  us  through  the  palace  and  home  again, 
made  an  incident,  dashing  up  in  a  hansom  on  his  way  to  the 
club  to  dress,  but  that  was  all.  And  once  Lady  Torquilin  had 
the  footman  down  to  tell  him  and  his  brother  functionary  under 
the  big  umbrella  to  put  on  their  rubber  coats.  "Thank  you, 
my  lady !  "  said  the  footman,  and  went  back  to  the  box  ;  but 
neither  of  them  took  advantage  of  the  permission.  They  were 
going  to  Court  too,  and  knew  what  was  seemly.  And  the 
steamy  crowd  stayed  on  till  the  last. 

Presently,  when  we  were  not  in  the  least  expecting  it,  there 
came  a  little  sudden  jolt  that  made  us  look  at  each  other  pre- 
cipitately. Lady  Torquilin  was  quite  as  nervous  as  I  at  this 
point.  "  What  has  become  of  Oddie  ? "  she  exclaimed,  and 
descried  a  red  coat  in  a  cab  rolling  up  beside  us,  with  intense 
relief.  As  we  passed  through  the  Palace  gates  the  cab  disap- 
peared, and  chaos  came  again.  "  Naughty  boy  !  "  said  Lady 
Torquilin,  in  bitterness  of  spirit.  "  Why,  in  the  name  of  for- 
tune, couldn't  he  have  come  with  us  in  the  carriage?  Men 
have  no  nerves,  my  dear,  none  whatever  ;  and  they  can't  under- 
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stand  our  having  them  !  "  But  at  this  moment  we  alighted, 
in  a  maze  of  directions,  upon  the  wide,  red-carpeted  steps,  and 
whisked  as  rapidly  as  possible  through  great  corridors  with  knots 
of  gentlemen  in  uniform  in  them  to  the  cloak  room.  "  Hurry, 
child  !  "  whispered  Lady  Torquilin,  handing  our  wraps  to  the 
white-capped  maid.  "  Don't  let  these  people  get  ahead  of  us, 
and  keep  close  to  me !  "  —  and  I  observed  the  same  spasmodic 
liaste  in  everybody  else.  With  our  trains  over  our  arms  we 
tied  after  the  others,  as  rapidly  as  decorum  would  permit,  through 
spacious  halls  and  rooms  that  lapse  into  a  red  confusion  in  my 
recollection,  leaving  one  of  my  presentation  cards  somewhere  on 
the  way,  and  reaching  the  limit  of  permitted  progress  at  last 
with  a  strong  sense  of  security  and  comfort.  We  found  it  in  a 
large  pillared  room  full  of  regularly  curving  lines  of  chairs 
occupied  by  the  ladies  of  the  forty  carriages  that  were  before  us. 
Every  head  wore  its  three  white  feathers  and  its  tulle  extension, 
and  the  aggregation  of  plumes  and  lappets  and  gentle  movements 
made  one  in  the  rear  think  of  a  flock  of  tame  pigeons  nodding 
and  pecking — it  was  very  "quaint,"  as  Lady  Torquilin  said  when 
I  pointed  it  out.  Tlie  dresses  of  these  ladies  immediately  be- 
came a  source  of  the  liveliest  interest  to  us,  as  ours  were  appar- 
ently to  those  who  sat  near  us.  In  fact,  I  had  never  seen  such 
undisguised  curiosity  of  a  polite  kind  before.  But  then  I  do 
not  know  that  I  had  ever  been  in  the  same  room  with  so  many 
jewels,  and  brocades,  and  rare  orchids,  and  drooping  feathers,  and 
patrician  features  before,  so  perhaps  this  is  not  surprising.  A 
few  gentlemen  were  standing  about  the  room,  holding  fans  and 
bouquets,  leaning  over  the  backs  of  the  ladies'  chairs,  and  looking 
rather  distraught,  in  very  becoming  costumes  of  black  velvet 
and  silk  stockings  and  shoe  buckles,  and  officers  in  uniform  were 
scattered  through  the  room,  looking  as  if  they  felt  rather  more 
important  than  the  men  in  black  ;  as  I  dare  say  they  did,  repre- 
senting that  most  glorious  and  impressive  British  institution,  the 
Army,  while  the  others  were  only  private  gentlemen,  their  own 
property,  and  not  connected  with  her  Majesty  in  any  personal 
way  whatever. 

"  Llere  you  are,"  said  somebody  close  behind  us.  "  How 
d'ye  do,  Auntie  ?  How  d'ye  do,  Miss  Wick  ?  'Pon  my  word, 
I'm  awfully  sorry  I  missed  you  before  ;  but  you're  all  right, 
aren't  you  ?  The  brute  of  a  policeman  at  the  gates  wouldn't 
pass  a  hansom." 

It  was    Mr.   Oddie  Pratte,  of  course,  looking  particularly 
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handsome  in  his  red-and-plaid  uniform,  holding  his  helmet  in 
front  of  him  in  the  way  that  people  acquire  in  the  Army,  and 
pleased,  as  usual,  with  the  world  at  large. 

"  Then  may  I  ask  how  you  came  here,  sir  ? "  said  Lady 
Torquiliu,  making  a  pretense  of  severity. 

"  Private  entree  !  "  responded  Mr.  Pratte,  with  an  assump- 
tion of  grandeur.     "  Fellow  drove  me  up  as  a  matter  of  course 

—  no  apologies  !  They  suspected  I  was  somebody,  I  guess, 
coming  that  way,  and  I  gave  the  man  his  exact  fare,  to  deepen 
the  impression.  Walked  in.  Nobody  said  anything  !  It's 
what  you  call  a  game  o'  bluff.  Auntie  dear  !  " 

"  A  piece  of  downright  impertinence  !  "  said  Lady  Torquilin, 
pleasantly.  "  It  was  your  red  coat,  boy.  Now,  what  do  you 
think  of  our  gowns  ?  " 

Mr.  Pratte  told  us  what  he  thought  of  them  with  great 
amiability  and  candor.  I  had  seen  quite  enough  of  him  since 
the  day  at  Aldershot  to  permit  and  enjoy  his  opinion,  which 
even  its  frequent  use  of  "chic"  and  "rico"  did  not  make  in 
any  way  irreverent.  This  young  gentleman  was  a  connoisseur 
in  gowns  ;  he  understood  them  very  well,  and  we  were  both 
pleased  that  he  liked  ours.  As  we  criticised  and  chaffed  and 
chatted,  a  door  opened  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  and  all 
the  ladies  rose  precipitately  and  swept  forward. 

It  was  like  a  great  shimmering  wave,  radiant  in  color, 
breaking  in  a  hundred  places  into  the  foam  of  those  dimpling 
feathers  and  streaming  lappets,  and  it  rushed  with  unanimity  to 
the  open  door,  stopping  there,  chafing,  on  this  side  of  a  silk  rope 
and  a  Gentleman  of  the  Court.     We  hurried  on  with  the  wave 

—  Lady  Torquilin  and  Mr.  Oddie  Pratte  and  I —  and  presently 
we  were  inextricably  massed  about  halfway  from  its  despair- 
ing outer  edge,  in  an  encounter  of  elbows  which  was  only  a 
little  less  than  furious.  Everybody  gathered  her  train  over  her 
left  arm  —  it  made  one  think  of  the  ladies  of  Nepaul,  who  wear 
theirs  in  front,  it  is  said  —  and  clung  with  one  hand  to  her  pro- 
digious bouquet,  protecting  her  pendent  head  dress  with  the 
other.  "  For  pity's  sake,  child,  take  care  of  your  lappets,"  ex- 
claimed Lady  Torquilin.  "  Look  at  that  !  "  I  looked  at 
"  that "  ;  it  was  a  ragged  fragment  of  tulle  about  a  quarter  of 
a  yard  long,  dependent  from  the  graceful  head  of  a  young  lady 
immediately  in  front  of  us.  She  did  not  know  of  her  misfor- 
tune, poor  thing,  but  she  had  a  vague  and  undetermined  sense 
of  woe,  and  she  turned  to  us  with  speaking  eyes.     "  I've  lost 
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mamma,"  she  said  unhappily.  "Where  is  mamma?  I  must 
go  to  mamma."  And  she  was  not  such  a  very  young  hady 
either.  But  Lady  Torquilin,  in  her  kindness  of  heart,  said, 
"  So  you  shall,  my  dear,  so  you  shall  !  "  and  ]\Ir.  Pratte  took 
his  aunt's  bouquet  and  mine,  and  held  them,  one  in  each  hand, 
above  the  heads  of  the  mob  of  fine  ladyhood,  rather  enjoying 
the  situation,  I  think,  so  that  we  could  crowd  together  and 
allow  the  young  lady  who  wanted  her  mamma  to  go  and  find 
her.  Mr.  Oddie  Pratte  took  excellent  care  of  the  bouquets, 
holding  them  aloft  in  that  manner,  and  looked  so  gallantly 
handsome  doing  it  that  other  gentlemen  immediately  followed 
his  example,  and  turned  themselves  into  flowery  candelabra, 
Avith  great  effect  upon  the  brilliancy  of  the  scene. 

A  sudden  movement  among  the  ladies  nearest  the  silken 
barrier  —  a  sudden  concentration  of  energy  that  came  with  the 
knowledge  that  there  was  progress  to  be  made,  progress  to 
Royalty !  A  quick,  heaving  rush  through  and  beyond  into 
another  apartment  full  of  emptiness  and  marble  pillars,  and  we 
were  once  more  at  a  standstill,  having  conquered  a  few  places — 
brought  to  a  masterly  inactivity  by  another  silken  cord  and 
another  Gentleman  of  the  Court,  polite  but  firm.  In  the  room 
beyond  we  could  see  certain  figures  moving  about  at  their  ease, 
with  no  crush  and  no  struggle  —  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
the  Private  Entree.  With  what  lofty  superiority  we  invested 
them  !  They  seemed,  for  the  time,  to  belong  to  some  other 
planet,  where  Royal  beings  grew  and  smiled  at  every  street 
corner,  and  to  be,  on  the  other  side  of  that  silken  barrier,  an 
immeasurable  distance  off.  It  was  a  distinct  shock  to  hear  an 
elderly  lady  beside  us,  done  up  mainly  in  amethysts,  recognize 
a  cousin  among  them.  It  seemed  to  be  self-evident  that  she 
had  no  right  to  liave  a  cousin  there. 

"  I'll  see  you  through  the  barrier,"  said  Mr.  Oddie  Pratte, 
"and  then  I'll  have  to  leave  you.  I'll  bolt  round  the  other 
way,  and  be  waiting  for  you  at  the  off-door,  Auntie.  I'd  come 
through,  only  Her  Maj.  does  hate  it  so.  Not  at  all  nice  of  her, 
1  call  it,  but  she  can't  bear  the  most  charming  of  us  about  on 
these  occasions.  We're  not  good  enough."  A  large-boned  lady 
in  front,  —  red  velvet  and  cream,  —  with  a  diminutive  major  in 
attendance,  turned  to  him  at  this,  and  said  with  unction,  "I 
am  sure,  Edwin,  that  is  not  the  case.  I  have  it  on  excellent 
authority  that  the  Queen  is  pleased  when  gentlemen  come 
through.     Remember,  Edwin,  I  will  not  face  it  alone." 


AN   AMERICAN   GIRL  IN  LONDON.  7221 

"  I  think  you  will  do  very  well,  my  dear  !  "  Edwin  responded. 
"  Brace  up  !  'Pon  my  word,  I  don't  think  I  ought  to  go.  I'll 
join  you  at— —  " 

"If  you  desert  me,  Edwin,  I  shall  die!  "  said  the  bony  lady, 
in  a  strong  undertone  ;  and  at  that  moment  the  crowd  broke 
again.  Oddie  slipped  away,  and  we  went  on  exultantly  two 
places,  for  the  major  had  basely  and  swiftly  followed  Mr.  Pratte, 
and  his  timid  spouse,  in  a  last  clutching  expostulation,  had 
fallen  hopelessly  to  the  rear. 

About  twenty  of  us,  this  time,  were  let  in  at  once.  The  last 
of  the  preceding  twenty  were  slowly  and  singly  pacing  after 
one  another's  trains  round  two  sides  of  this  third  bier  room 
towards  a  door  at  the  farther  corner.  There  was  a  most  impres- 
sive silence.  As  we  got  into  file  I  felt  that  the  supreme  moment 
was  at  hand,  and  it  was  not  a  comfortable  feeling.  Lady  Tor- 
quilin,  in  front  of  me,  put  a  question  to  a  gentleman  in  a  uni- 
form she  ought  to  have  been  afraid  of  —  only  that  nothing  ever 
terrified  Lady  Torquilin,  which  made  it  less  comfortable  still. 
"  Oh,  Lord  Mafferton,"  said  she  ■ —  I  hadn't  recognized  him  in 
my  nervousness  and  his  gold  lace  —  "  how  many  courtesies  are 
there  to  make  ?  " 

"  Nine,  dear  lady,"  replied  this  peer,  with  evidant  enjoyment. 
"  It's  the  most  brilliant  Drawing  Room  of  the  season.  Every 
Royalty  who  could  possibly  attend  is  here.    Nine,  at  the  least ! " 

Lady  Torquilin's  reply  utterly  terrified  me.  It  was  confi- 
dential, and  delivered  in  an  undertone,  but  it  was  full  of  severe 
meaning.  "  I'm  full  of  rheumatism,"  said  she,  "  and  I  shan't 
do  it." 

The  question  as  to  what  Lady  Torquilin  would  do,  if  not 
what  was  required  of  her,  rose  vividly  before  me,  and  kept  me 
company  at  every  step  of  that  interminable  round.  "  Am  I  all 
right  ?  "  she  whispered  over  her  shoulder  from  the  other  end 
of  that  trailing  length  of  pansy-colored  velvet.  "  Perfectly,"  I 
said.  But  there  was  nobody  to  tell  me  that  I  was  all  right  —  I 
might  have  been  a  thing  of  shreds  and  patches.  Somebody's 
roses  had  dropped  ;  I  was  walking  on  pink  petals.  What  a 
pity !  And  I  had  forgotten  to  take  off  my  glove  ;  would  it  ever 
come  unbuttoned  ?  How  deliberately  we  were  nearing  that  door 
at  the  farther  end  !  And  how  could  I  possibly  have  supposed 
that  my  heart  would  beat  like  this  !  It  was  all  very  well  to 
allow  one's  self  a  little  excitement  in  preparation  ;  but  when  it 
came  to  the  actual  event  I  reminded  myself  that  I  had  not  had 
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tlie  slightest  intention  of  being  nervous.  I  called  all  my  demo- 
cratic principles  to  ray  assistance  —  none  of  them  would  come. 
"  Remember,  Mamie  Wick,"  said  I  to  myself,  "  you  don't  believe 
in  queens."  But  at  that  moment  I  saw  three  Gentlemen  of  the 
Household  bending  over,  and  stretching  out  Lady  Torquilin's 
train  into  an  illimitable  expanse.  T  looked  beyond,  and  there, 
in  the  midst  of  all  her  dazzling  Court,  stood  Queen  Victoria. 
And  Lady  Torquilin  was  bending  over  her  hand  !  And  in 
another  moment  it  would  be  —  it  was  my  turn  !  I  felt  the 
touches  on  my  own  train,  I  heard  somebody  call  a  name  I  had 
a  vague  familiarity  with  —  "  Miss  Mamie  Wick."  I  was  launched 
at  last  towards  that  little  black  figure  of  Royalty  with  the  Blue 
Ribbon  crossing  her  breast  and  the  Koh-i-nor  sparkling  there  ! 
Didn't  you  believe  in  queens.  Miss  Mamie  Wick,  at  that 
moment  ?     I'm  ver}^  much  afraid  you  did. 

And  all  that  I  remember  after  was  going  down  very  un- 
steadily before  her,  and  just  daring  the  lightest  touch  of  my 
lips  upon  the  gracious  little  hand  she  laid  on  mine.  And  then 
not  getting  nearly  time  enough  to  make  all  of  those  nine  courte- 
sies to  the  beautiful  sparkling  people  that  stood  at  the  Queen's 
left  hand,  before  two  more  Gentlemen  of  the  Court  gathered 
up  my  draperies  from  behind  my  feet  and  threw  them  merci- 
fully over  my  arm  for  me.  And  one  awful  moment  when  I 
couldn't  quite  tell  whether  I  had  backed  out  of  all  the  Royal 
presences  or  not,  made  up  my  mind  that  I  had,  then  unmade 
it,  and  in  agony  of  spirit  turned  and  hacked  again! 

It  was  over  at  last.  I  had  kissed  the  hand  of  the  Queen  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  and  —  there's  no  use  in  trying  to 
believe  anything  to  the  contrary  —  I  was  proud  of  it.  Lady 
Torquilin  and  I  regarded  each  other  in  the  next  room  with 
pale  and  breathless  congratulation,  and  then  turned  with  one 
accord  to  Oddie  Pratte. 

"  On  the  whole,"  said  that  young  gentleman,  blandly,  "  you 
did  me  credit !  " 

0-0>»<00 
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By  BRET  HARTE. 

[Francis  Bbet  Harte,  one  of  the  most  popular  of  American  authors,  was 
born  at  Albany,  N.Y.,  August  25,  1839.  His  father  was  a  teacher  in  a  female 
seminary,  who  died  leaving  his  family  with  but  little  means.     The  son,  after  an 
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ordinary  school  edacation,  went  to  California  (1854),  and  was  successively  miner, 
school-teacher,  compositor,  and  editorial  writer  for  San  Francisco  journals.  He 
was  secretary  of  the  United  States  branch  mint  in  San  Francisco  (1864-1870), 
and  in  1808  founded  and  edited  the  Overland  Monthly,  to  which  he  contributed 
some  of  his  most  powerful  stories  of  Western  life,  such  as  "The  Luck  of  Roaring 
Camp,"  "  The  Outcasts  of  Poker  Flat,"  "  Miggles,"  and  "Tennessee's  Partner." 
Returning  to  the  East  in  1871,  he  took  up  his  residence  in  New  York  and  became 
a  regular  contributor  to  the  Atlantic  Monthly.  He  was  appointed  United 
States  consul  at  Crefeld,  Germany  (1878),  whence  he  was  transferred  in  1880  to 
Glasgow,  Scotland,  and  continued  in  that  office  until  1885.  Since  then  he  has 
resided  in  London.  Besides  the  works  above  mentioned  he  has  written :  "  Tales 
of  the  Argonauts,"  "Gabriel  Conroy,"  "In  the  Carquinez  Woods,"  "Snow- 
bound at  Eagles,"  "A  Millionaire  of  Rough  and  Ready,"  "Crusade  of  the 
Excelsior,"  "Susy,"  "Clarence,"  "In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills,"  "Three 
Partners."] 

I'm  sitting  alone  by  the  fire, 

Dressed  just  as  I  came  from  the  dance, 
In  a  robe  even  you  would  admire,  — 

It  cost  a  cool  thousand  in  France ; 
I'm  be-diamonded  out  of  all  reason, 

My  hair  is  done  up  in  a  cue : 
In  short,  sir,  "  the  belle  of  the  season  " 

Is  wasting  an  hour  on  you. 

A  dozen  engagements  I've  broken ; 

I  left  in  the  midst  of  a  set ; 
Likewise  a  proposal,  half  spoken, 

That  waits  —  on  the  stairs  —  for  me  yet. 
They  say  he'll  be  rich,  —  when  he  grows  up,  — 

And  then  he  adores  me  indeed. 
And  you,  sir,  are  turning  your  nose  up. 

Three  thousand  miles  off,  as  you  read. 

"  And  how  do  I  like  my  position  ?  " 

"  J^.nd  what  do  I  think  of  New  York  ?" 
"  And  now,  in  my  higher  ambition. 

With  whom  do  I  waltz,  flirt,  or  talk  ?  " 
"  And  isn't  it  nice  to  have  riches. 

And  diamonds  and  silks,  and  all  that  ?  " 
"And  aren't  it  a  change  to  the  ditches 

And  tunnels  of  Poverty  Flat  ?  " 

Well,  yes,  —  if  you  saw  us  out  driving 
Each  day  in  the  park,  four-in-hand  — 

If  you  saw  poor  dear  mamma  contriving 
To  look  supernaturally  grand,  — 
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If  you  saw  papa's  picture,  as  taken 
By  Brady,  and  tinted  at  that,  — 

You'd  never  suspect  he  sold  bacon 
And  tiour  at  Poverty  Flat. 

And  yet,  just  this  moment,  when  sitting 

In  the  glare  of  the  grand  chandelier,  — 
In  the  bustle  and  glitter  befitting 

The  "  finest  soh-ee  of  the  year,"  — 
In  the  mists  of  a  gauze  de  Chambery, 

And  the  hum  of  the  smallest  of  talk,  — 
Somehow,  Joe,  I  thought  of  the  "  Ferry," 

And  the  dance  that  we  had  on  "  The  Fork  " ; 

Of  Harrison's  barn,  with  its  muster 

Of  flags  festooned  over  the  wall ; 
Of  the  candles  that  shed  their  soft  luster 

And  tallow  on  head  dress  and  shawl ; 
Of  the  steps  that  we  took  to  one  fiddle ; 

Of  the  dress  of  my  queer  vis-a-vis; 
And  how  I  once  went  down  the  middle 

With  the  man  that  shot  Sandy  McGee ; 

Of  the  moon  that  was  quietly  sleeping 

On  the  hill,  when  the  time  came  to  go; 
Of  the  few  baby  peaks  that  were  peeping 

From  under  their  bedclothes  of  snow ; 
Of  that  ride,  —  that  to  me  was  the  rarest ; 

Of  —  the  something  you  said  at  the  gate,— 
Ah,  Joe,  then  I  wasn't  an  heiress 

To  "the  best  paying  lead  in  the  State." 

"Well,  well,  it's  all  past ;  yet  it's  funny 

To  think,  as  I  stood  in  the  glare 
Of  fashion  and  beauty  and  money, 

That  I  should  be  thinking,  right  there, 
Of  some  one  who  breasted  high  water. 

And  swam  the  North  Fork,  and  all  that. 
Just  to  dance  with  old  Folinsbee's  daughter, 

The  Lily  of  Poverty  Flat. 

But  goodness  !  what  nonsense  I'm  writing  I 
(Mamma  says  my  taste  still  is  low,) 

Instead  of  my  triumphs  reciting, 

I'm  spooning  on  Joseph,  —  heigh-ho! 
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And  I'm  to  be  "  finished  "  by  travel,  — 

Whatever's  the  meaning  of  that,  — 
Oh !  why  did  papa  strike  pay  gravel 

In  drifting  on  Poverty  Flat  ? 

Good  night,  —  here's  the  end  of  my  paper ; 

Good  night,  —  if  the  longitude  please,  — 
For  maybe,  while  wasting  my  taper. 

Your  sun's  climbing  over  the  trees. 
But  know,  if  you  haven't  got  riches, 

And  are  poor,  dearest  Joe,  and  all  that. 
That  my  heart's  somewhere  there  in  the  ditches, 

And  you've  struck  it,  —  on  Poverty  Flat. 
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By  EDWARD  EVERETT. 

[Edward  Everett,  scholar,  statesman,  and  one  of  America's  most  brilliant 
orators,  was  born  in  Dorchester,  Mass.,  April  11,  1794.  A  graduate  of  Harvard 
(1811),  lie  was  appointed  to  the  chair  of  Greek  in  that  institution,  and  assumed 
the  duties  of  his  position  after  a  course  of  study  at  Gottingen  and  a  tour  of  Europe. 
He  was  a  member  of  Congress  (1825-1835)  ;  governor  of  Massachusetts  (1836- 
1840)  ;  and  minister  plenipotentiary  to  England  under  President  Harrison  (1841- 
1845).  Returning  to  the  United  States,  he  accepted  the  presidency  of  Harvard 
College,  which  he  held  four  years ;  was  Secretary  of  State  on  the  decease  of  Daniel 
Webster ;  and  United  States  senator  (1853-1854).  Before  the  outbreak  of  the  Civii 
War  he  made  strenuous  efforts  to  prevent  a  rupture  between  the  North  and  the 
South,  and  in  1860  was  candidate  of  the  Constitutional  Union  party  for  Vice 
President,  John  Bell  being  the  nominee  for  President.  Everett  died  in  1865.  His 
"  Orations  and  Speeches"  were  published  in  four  volumes  (1869).] 

Among  the  passengers  on  board  the  steamer  "  Chancellor 
Livingston,"  on  one  of  her  trips  up  the  North  River,  last  year, 
a  middle-aged  gentleman  was  observed  by  the  captain,  whose 
appearance  attracted  notice,  but  whose  person  and  quality  were 
unknown  to  him.  The  stranger  was  dressed  in  clothing  of  the 
latest  style,  but  without  being  in  the  extreme  of  fashion  or  con- 
spicuous for  anything  that  he  did  or  did  not  wear.  He  had 
not,  however,  availed  himself  of  the  apology  of  traveling,  as 
many  do,  to  neglect  the  most  scrupulous  care  of  his  person,  and 
seemed  rather  to  be  on  a  visit  than  a  journey.  His  equipage 
had  been  noticed  by  the  porters  to  correspond  in  appearance 
with  its  owner.  The  portmanteau  was  made  to  increase  or 
diminish  in  capacity,  the  upper  part   rising  on  the  under  by 
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screws,  according  to  the  contents  ;  the  whole  of  it  was,  besides, 
enveloped  in  a  hrm  canvas.  A  cloak  bag  of  the  best  con- 
struction, a  writing  apparatus,  with  a  most  inscrutable  lock, 
an  umbrella  in  a  neat  case,  a  hat  in  another,  ready  to  take  the 
place  of  the  traveling  sealskin  cap,  which  the  stranger  wore 
during  the  trip,  were  so  many  indications  of  a  man  who  placed 
the  happiness  of  life  in  the  enjoyment  of  its  comforts.  The 
greatest  of  all  comforts  is  yet  to  be  told,  and  was  in  attendance 
upon  him,  in  the  shape  of  a  first-rate  servant,  a  yellow  man  by 
complexion,  taciturn,  active,  gentle,  just  not  too  obsequious, 
and  just  not  too  familiar,  —  not  above  the  name  of  servant,  and 
well  deserving  that  of  friend. 

This  strange  gentleman  was  quiet,  moderate  in  his  move- 
ments, somewhat  reserved  in  his  manners :  all  real  gentlemen 
are  so.  A  shade  of  melancholy  settled  over  his  face,  but  rather 
lightening  into  satisfaction  than  dark  and  ominous  of  growing 
sorrow.  It  was  a  countenance  which  care  had  slightly  fur- 
rowed, but  in  which  the  springing  seeds  of  grief  were  not  yet 
planted.  There  was  a  timid  look  of  the  one  that  had  been 
deceived  by  appearances,  and  feared  to  trust  himself  to  an 
exterior  that  might  betray  his  heart  into  a  misplaced  confi- 
dence. There  was  an  expression  which  one  might  almost  call 
sly,  of  a  man  who  had  at  length  found  a  secret  treasure,  which 
he  would  not  expose,  lest  it  should  be  torn  from  him  or  he 
should  be  disturbed  in  its  enjoyment.  Of  the  beauties  of  the 
scene,  though  plainly  a  man  of  cultivated  mind,  he  took  little 
notice.  He  cast  an  eye  of  equal  indifference  on  nature's 
Cyclopean  masonry  at  the  Palisades  and  on  the  elegant  erec- 
tions of  art  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  Even  the  noble 
entrance  into  the  Highlands  scarcely  fixed  his  attention. 

With  all  the  appearance  of  a  perfect  gentleman,  there  was 
nevertheless  conspicuous  about  this  personage  a  punctuality  in 
obeying  the  bell  which  summoned  to  the  meals,  and  a  satisfac- 
tion evinced  while  at  them,  which  evidently  proceeded  from 
some  particular  association  of  ideas,  to  which  the  spectator 
wanted  the  key.  It  was  not  ravening  appetite  ;  it  was  not  for 
want  of  being  accustomed  at  home  to  what  are  commonly,  and 
we  think  correctly,  called  "good  things"  :  his  whole  appear- 
ance negatived  such  an  idea.  But  he  repaired  to  the  table  with 
a  cheerful  and  active  step,  as  if  he  were  sure  he  could  find 
tilings  as  they  ought  to  be  ;  and  he  partook  of  its  provisions 
as  if  he  had  found  them  so.     He  did  not  praise  the  abundance 


EDWARD   EVERETT 


THAT  GENTLEMAN.  7227 

and  good  quality  of  what  he  saw  and  enjoyed,  but  maintained 
the  same  rather  mysterious  silence  here  as  elsewhere  on  board. 
But  the  expression  of  calm  inward  satisfaction  which  reigned 
in  his  face  spoke  volumes.  In  like  manner,  with  respect  to 
every  part  of  the  domestic  economy  of  the  boat,  —  the  commo- 
dious berths,  the  conveniences  of  the  washing  apparatus  and  of 
the  barber's  shop,  the  boot-brushing  quarters,  —  in  short,  all 
the  nameless  accommodations  and  necessaries  which  will  sug- 
gest themselves  without  being  specified,  —  in  regard  to  them 
all  you  might  read  in  the  stranger's  looks  and  mien  that  he  was 
perfectly  satisfied ;  and,  for  some  reason  which  did  not  sug- 
gest itself  for  want  of  knowledge  of  his  history,  he  evidently 
enjoyed  this  satisfaction  with  a  peculiar  relish.  In  fact,  the 
only  words  that  had  been  heard  to  escape  from  "  that  gentle- 
man "  (for  so  the  captain  had  called  him,  in  pointing  him  out 
to  the  steward  ;  and  so  the  barber  had  called  him,  in  speaking 
of  him  to  the  cook ;  and  so  the  engineer  had  designated  him, 
in  describing  his  looks  to  the  fireman),  —  the  only  words  which 
"  that  gentleman  "  had  been  heard  to  utter  to  any  one  on  board 
were  his  remarks  to  the  captain  after  having  finished  a  tour  of 
observation  round  the  boat :  "  Very  convenient ;  very  com- 
fortable." 

As  they  drew  near  to  Alban}^  this  air  of  satisfaction  was 
evidently  clouded.  Nothing  adverse  had  happened  on  board 
the  boat,  which  was  walking  cheerily  through  the  water  at  the 
rate  of  eleven  miles  and  a  half  per  hour.  Mr.  Surevalve,  her 
engineer,  was  heard  to  say  that  he  could  double  her  steam 
without  coming  near  her  proof ;  "  but  then,"  he  added  to  the 
fireman,  "what  good  would  that  do,  seeing  the  resistance  of 
the  water  increases  with  the  velocity  of  the  iDoat  ?  "  —  a  remark 
to  which  the  fireman  returned  what  may  be  called  a  very 
unhnoiving  look.  The  weather  was  fine,  the  company  generally 
exhilarated  at  the  thought  of  arriving  at  the  journey's  end, 
and  all  but  the  stranger  rising  in  spirits,  as  they  drew  near  to 
the  landing  place.  He,  on  the  contrary,  proceeded  about  the 
business  of  disembarking  with  the  only  discontented  look  he 
had  worn  during  the  trip. 

But  in  the  crowd  and  hurry  of  landing  two  hundred  and 
fifty  passengers,  with  as  many  trunks,  carpetbags,  and  band- 
boxes, and  the  tumult  of  conflicting  porters,  draymen,  hackmen, 
and  greeting  friends,  the  stranger  was  lost  sight  of.  Several 
of  the  passengers  had  secretly  determined  to  keep  an  eye  upon 
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liim,  an  idea  having  got  abroad  that  he  was  a  member  of  Par- 
liament, or  some  said  the  Duke  of  Saxe-Weimar,  which  the 
enginec;r  averred  with  an  oath  to  be  the  case,  adding  that  "  it 
was  hard  if  he  could  not  tell  a  Frenchman."  But  it  so  hap- 
pened that  every  man  on  board  had  an  object  of  greater  interest 
to  look  after  in  the  crowd,  —  viz.  himself ;  and  what  course  the 
stranger  took  on  landing,  no  one  could  say. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  captain  discovered  that  the 
stranger  had  not  gone  on  shore,  for  he  perceived  him  occu- 
pying a  retired  seat  on  the  transom,  aft  in  the  cabin,  and  that 
he  appeared  to  intend  returning  to  New  York  the  next  trip. 
His  countenance  had  recovered  its  prevailing  expression,  and 
he  just  opened  his  lips  to  say  that  he  "  believed  he  should  take 
the  boat  back."  Various  speculations,  no  doubt,  were  made  by 
the  captain,  the  steward,  the  engineer,  and  the  firemen,  on  a  cir- 
cumstance, upon  the  whole,  so  singular ;  but,  recollecting  his 
clouded  aspect  as  he  approached  Albany,  they  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  had  forgotten  something  of  importance  in  New 
York,  that  the  recollection  of  it  did  not  return  to  him  till  near 
the  arrival  of  the  boat,  and  consequently  he  was  obliged  to  go 
down  the  river  again.  "  You  see  that  gentleman  again  ?  "  says 
the  engineer  to  the  fireman.  "  I  do,"  replied  Mr.  Manyscald. 
"  I  suppose  he  has  forgotten  something  in  New  York,"  pursued 
the  engineer,  and  thus  closed  a  dialogue  which  a  skillful  novelist 
would  have  spread  over  three  pages. 

The  stranger's  demeanor  on  the  return  was  the  exact  counter- 
part of  that  which  he  had  worn  on  the  ascent,  —  calm,  satisfied, 
retired,  perfectly  at  ease,  a  mind  and  senses  formed  to  enjoy, 
reposing  in  the  full  possession  of  their  objects.  To  describe 
his  manner  more  minutely  would  be  merely  to  repeat  what  we 
have  already  said  in  the  former  part  of  this  account.  But  the 
hypothesis  by  which  the  engineer  and  fireman  had  accounted 
for  his  return,  and  his  melancholy  looks  at  Albany,  was  over- 
thrown by  the  extraordinary  fact  that  as  they  drew  near  to 
New  York  his  countenance  was  overshadowed  by  the  same 
clouds  that  had  before  darkened  it.  He  Avas  even  more  per- 
plexed in  spirit  than  he  had  before  seemed  ;  and  he  ordered 
his  servant  to  look  after  the  baggage,  with  a  pettishness  that 
contrasted  strangely  with  his  calm  deportment.  The  engineer, 
who  had  noticed  this,  was  determined  to  Avatch  him  closely  ; 
and  the  fireman  swore  he  would  follow  him  up  to  the  head  of 
Cortlandt  Street.     But  just  as  the  steamboat  was  rounding  into 
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the  slip,  a  sloop  was  descending  the  river  with  wind  and  tide, 
and  some  danger  of  collision  arose.  It  was  necessary  that  the 
engineer  should  throw  his  wheels  back,  with  all  possible  expe- 
dition. This  event  threw  the  fire  room  into  a  little  confusion, 
succeeded  by  some  remarks  of  admiration  at  the  precision  with 
which  the  engine  worked,  and  the  boast  of  the  fireman  "  how 
sweetly  she  went  over  her  centers."  This  bustle  below  was 
followed  by  that  of  arriving ;  the  usual  throng  of  friends,  por- 
ters, passengers,  draymen,  hackmen,  and  barrowmen  breast- 
ing each  other  on  the  deck,  on  the  plank  which  led  from  the 
boat,  on  the  slip,  and  in  the  street,  completed  the  momentary 
confusion ;  and  when  the  engineer  and  fireman  had  readjusted 
their  apartment,  they  burst  out  at  once  on  each  other  with  the 
question  and  reply,  "  Did  you  see  which  way  that  gentleman 
went?"  "Hang  it,  no."  The  captain  and  the  steward  were 
much  in  the  same  predicament.  "  I  meant  to  have  had  an  eye 
after  ^that  gentleman,'  "  said  the  captain,  "but  he  has  given  me 
the  slip." 

It  was,  accordingly,  with  a  good  deal  of  surprise  that,  on 
descending  to  the  cabin,  he  again  saw  the  stranger,  in  the  old 
place,  again  prepared  to  all  appearance  to  go  back  to  Albany, 
and  again  heard  the  short  remark,  "  I  believe  I  shall  take  the 
boat  back."  But  the  captain  was  well  bred,  and  the  stranger 
a  good  customer ;  so  that  no  look  escaped  the  former,  expres- 
sive of  the  sentiments  which  this  singular  conduct  excited  in 
him.  The  same  decorum,  however,  did  not  restrain  the  engi- 
neer and  fireman.  As  soon  as  they  perceived  the  stranger  on 
his  accustomed  walk  up  and  down  deck,  the  engineer  cried  out, 
with  a  preliminary  obtestation  which  we  do  not  care  to  repeat, 
"Mr.  Manyscald,  do  you  see*Ma^  gentleman'?"  "Ay,  ay," 
was  the  answer.  "  Who  can  he  be  ?  "  "  Tell  that  if  you  can," 
rejoined  the  engineer;  "it  ain't  every  man  that's  willing  to  be 
known.  For  my  own  part,  I  believe  it's  Bolivar  come  to  tap 
the  dam  over  the  Mohawk,  and  let  the  kanol  waste  out."  The 
fireman  modestly  inquired  his  reason  for  thinking  it  was  Boli- 
var, but  the  engineer,  a  little  piqued  at  having  his  judgment 
questioned,  merely  muttered  that  "  it  was  hard  if  a  man  who 
had  been  an  engineer  for  ten  years  couldn't  tell  a  Frenchman." 

During  the  passage,  nothing  escaped  the  stranger  that 
betrayed  his  history  or  errand ;  nor  yet  was  there  any  affecta- 
tion of  mystery  or  concealment.  A  close  observer  would  have 
inferred  (as  is  said  to  be  the  case  with  freemasonry)  that  no 
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secret  escaped  liim^  because  there  was  noue  to  escape  ;  that  his 
conduct,  though  not  to  be  accounted  for  by  those  unacquainted 
with  him,  was  probably  consistent  with  the  laws  of  human 
nature  and  the  principles  of  a  gentleman.  It  is  precisely,  how- 
ever, a  case  like  this  which  most  stimulates  the  curiosity  and 
awakens  the  suspicions  of  common  men.  They  think  the 
natural  unaffected  air  but  a  deeper  disguise ;  and  it  cannot  be 
concealed  that  in  the  course  of  the  third  passage,  very  hard 
allusions  were  made  by  the  engineer  and  fireman  to  the  char- 
acter of  Major  Andre  as  a  spy.  The  sight  of  West  Point 
probably  awakened  this  reminiscence  in  the  mind  of  the  engi- 
neer, who,  in  the  ardor  of  his  patriotic  feeling,  forgot  it  was 
time  of  peace.  Tlie  fireman  was  beginning  to  throw  out  a 
submissive  hint  that  he  did  not  know  "  that,  in  time  of  peace, 
even  an  Englishman  could  be  hung  for  going  to  West  Point ;  '* 
but  the  engineer  interrupted  him,  and  expressed  his  belief  with 
an  oath,  that  "  if  General  Jackson  could  catch  '  that  gentle- 
man ' "  (as  he  now  called  him  with  a  little  sneer  on  the  word) 
*'  he  would  hang  him,  under  the  second  article  of  the  rules  of 
war."  "For  all  me,"  meekly  responded  the  fireman,  as  he 
shouldered  a  stick  of  pitch  pine  into  the  furnace. 

It  is  remarked,  by  authors  who  have  spoken  on  the  subject 
of  juggling,  that  the  very  intensity  with  which  a  company  eyes 
the  juggler  facilitates  his  deceptions.  He  has  but  to  give  their 
eyes  and  their  thoughts  a  slight  misdirection,  and  then  he  may, 
for  a  moment,  do  almost  anything  unobserved,  in  full  view.  A 
vague  impression,  growing  out  of  the  loose  conversation  in  the 
fire  room,  had  prevailed  among  the  attendants  and  others  in  the 
boat  that  the  gentleman  was  a  foreigner,  going  to  explore,  if  not 
to  tap,  the  canal.  With  this  view,  they  felt  no  doubt  he  would, 
on  the  return,  land  at  Albany  ;  a  lookout  was  kept  for  him,  and, 
though  he  was  unnoticed  in  the  throng  at  the  place  of  debarka- 
tion, it  was  ascribed  to  the  throng  that  the  gentleman  was  un- 
noticed. "I  tell  you,  you'll  hear  mischief  from  Hhat  gentle- 
man '  yet,"  said  the  engineer,  throwing  off  his  steam. 

What,  then,  was  their  astonishment,  and  even  that  of  the 
captain  and  steward,  to  find  the  stranger  was  still  in  the  cabin, 
and  prepared  to  all  appearance  for  a  fourth  trip  !  The  captain 
felt  he  hardly  knew  how  ;  we  may  call  it  queer.  He  stifled, 
however,  his  uneasy  emotions,  and  endeavored  to  bow  respect- 
fully to  the  stranger's  usual  remark,  "  I  tliink  I  shall  take  the 
boat  back."     Aware  of  the  busy  speculation  which  had  begun 
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to  express  itself  in  the  fire  room,  he  requested  the  steward  not 
to  let  it  be  known  that  '•Hhat  gentleman"  was  going  down 
again ;  and  it  remained  a  secret  till  the  boat  was  under  way. 
About  half  an  hour  after  it  had  started,  the  gentleman  left  the 
cabin  to  take  one  of  his  walks  on  deck,  and  in  passing  along 
was  seen  at  the  same  instant  by  the  engineer  and  fireman. 
For  a  moment  they  looked  at  each  other  with  an  expression 
of  displeasure  and  resolution  strongly  mingled.  Not  a  word 
was  said  by  either ;  but  the  fireman  dropped  a  huge  stick  of 
pine,  which  he  was  lifting  into  the  furnace,  and  the  engineer 
as  promptly  cut  off  the  steam  from  the  engine  and  brought  the 
wheels  to  a  stand.  The  captain  of  course  rushed  forward,  and 
inquired  if  the  boiler  had  collapsed  (the  modern  polite  word 
for  bursting'),  and  met  the  desperate  engineer  coming  up  to 
speak  for  himself.  "  Captain,"  said  he,  with  a  kind  of  high- 
pressure  movement  of  his  arm,  "  I  have  kept  up  steam  ever 
since  there  was  such  a  thing  as  steam  on  the  river.  Copper 
boiler  or  iron,  high  pressure  or  low,  give  me  the  packing  of  my 
owai  cylinder,  and  I'll  knock  under  to  no  man.  But  if  we  are 
to  have  '  that  gentleman '  up  and  down,  down  and  up,  and  up 
and  down  again,  like  a  sixty-horse  piston,  I  know  one  that 
won't  raise  another  inch  of  steam  if  he  starves  for  it." 

The  unconscious  subject  of  this  tumult  had  already  retreated 
to  his  post  in  the  cabin,  before  the  scene  began,  and  was,  luckily, 
ignorant  of  the  trouble  he  was  causing.  The  captain,  who  was 
a  prudent  man,  spoke  in  a  conciliatory  tone  to  the  engineer, 
promised  to  ask  the  stranger  who  he  was  and  what  was  his 
business,  and,  if  he  found  the  least  cause  of  dissatisfaction,  to 
set  him  on  shore  at  Newburgh.  The  mollified  engineer  re- 
turned to  his  department,  the  fireman  shouldered  a  huge  stick 
of  pine  into  the  furnace,  the  steam  rushed  hissing  into  the 
cylinder,  and  the  boat  was  soon  moving  her  twelve  knots  an 
hour  on  the  river. 

The  captain,  in  the  extremity  of  the  moment,  had  promised 
what  it  was  hard  to  perform,  and  now  experienced  a  sensible 
palpitation  as  he  drew  near  to  the  stranger  to  fulfill  the  obliga- 
tion he  had  hastily  assumed.  The  gentleman,  however,  had 
bejrun  to  surmise  the  true  state  of  the  case ;  he  had  noticed 
the  distrustful  looks  of  the  crew  and  the  dubious  expressions 
of  the  captain  and  steward.  As  the  former  approached  him, 
he  determined  to  relieve  the  embarrassment  under  which,  it  was 
plain,  he  was  going  to  address  him,  and  said,  "  I  perceive,  sir. 
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you  are  at  a  loss  to  account  for  my  remaining  on  board  the 
boat  for  so  many  successive  trips,  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  your 
people  view  me  with  suspicious  eyes.  The  truth  is,  captain, 
I  believe  I  shall  pass  the  summer  with  you." 

The  stranger  paused  to  notice  (somev/hat  wickedly)  the 
effect  of  this  intelligence  on  the  captain,  whose  eyes  began  to 
grow  round  at  the  intimation  ;  but  in  a  moment  pursued : 
"  You  must  know,  captain,  I  am  one  of  those  persons  —  favored 
I  will  not  say  —  who,  being  above  the  necessity  of  laboring  for 
a  subsistence,  are  obliged  to  resort  to  some  extraordinary  means 
to  get  through  the  year.  I  am  a  Carolinian,  and  pass  my  sum- 
mers in  traveling.  I  have  been  obliged  to  come  by  land,  for 
the  sake  of  seeing  friends  and  transacting  business  by  the  way. 
Did  you  ever,  captain,  travel  by  land  from  Charleston  to  Phila- 
delphia?" 

The  captain  shook  his  head  in  the  negative. 

"  You  may  thank  heaven  for  that.  Oh,  captain,  the  crazy 
stages,  the  vile  roads,  the  rivers  to  be  forded,  the  sands  to  be 
plowed  through,  the  comfortless  inns,  the  crowd,  the  noise, 
the  heat !  But  I  must  not  dwell  on  it.  Suffice  it  to  say,  I 
have  suffered  everything,  both  moving  and  stationary.  I  have 
been  overturned,  and  had  my  shoulder  dislocated,  in  Virginia. 
I  have  been  robbed  between  Baltimore  and  Havre  de  Grace. 
At  Philadelphia  I  have  had  my  place  in  the  mail  coach  taken 
up  by  a  way  passenger ;  I  have  been  stowed  by  the  side  of  a 
drunken  sailor  in  New  Jersey ;  I  have  been  beguiled  into  a 
fashionable  boarding  house  in  the  crowded  season,  in  New 
York.  Once  I  have  had  to  sit  on  a  bag  of  turkeys  which  was 
going  to  the  stage  proprietor,  who  was  also  keeper  of  a  hotel ; 
three  rheumatic  fevers  have  I  caught  by  riding  in  the  night 
against  a  window  that  would  not  close ;  near  Elkton  I  was 
washed  away  in  a  gully,  and  three  horses  drowned ;  at  Sara- 
toga I  have  been  suffocated  ;  at  Montreal,  eaten  of  fleas ;  in 
short,  captain,  in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure  I  have  suffered  the 
pains  of  purgatory.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  have  met 
with  comfort,  ease,  and  enjoyment  on  board  the  'Chancellor.' 
I  was  following  the  multitude  to  the  Springs.  As  I  drew  near 
to  Albany,  my  heart  sank  within  me  as  I  thought  of  the  little 
prison  in  which  I  should  be  shut  up  at  one  of  the  fashionable 
hotels.  In  the  very  moment  of  landing,  my  courage  failed  me, 
and  I  returned  to  the  comforts  of  another  trip  in  your  excellent 
boat.     We  went  down  to  New  York :  I  was  about  to  step  on 
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shore,  and  saw  a  well-dressed  gentleman  run  down  by  a  swine 
in  my  sight.  I  shrank  back  again  into  your  cabin,  where  I 
have  found  such  accommodations  as  I  have  never  before  met 
away  from  home  ;  and,  if  you  are  not  unwilling  to  have  a 
season  passenger,  I  intend  to  pass  the  ensuing  three  months  on 
board  your  boat." 

The  captain  blushed  and  bowed,  gratified,  and  ashamed  of 
his  suspicions.  He  hurried  up  to  put  the  engineer  at  ease,  who 
was  not  less  gratified  at  the  high  opinion  the  stranger  had  of 
the  "  Chancellor,"  and,  as  long  as  the  boat  continued  to  ply  for 
the  rest  of  the  season,  remarked  at  least  once  a  trip  to  the  fire- 
man, "  '  That  gentleman '  knows  what's  what," 
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By  FREDERICK  S.  COZZENS. 

(From  the  "  Sparrowgrass  Papers.") 

[Frederick  Swartwout  Cozzens,  an  American  writer,  was  born  in  New 
York  city,  March  5,  1818  ;  died  in  Brooklyn,  N.Y.,  December  23,  1869.  He  was 
in  early  life  a  leading  wine  merchant  of  New  York  and  editor  of  the  Wine  Press, 
a  trade  paper  for  which  he  wrote  articles  on  the  cultivation  of  the  grape  and 
the  manufacture  of  wine.  Subsequently  he  contributed  to  the  Knickerbocker 
Magazine,  Putnam'' s,  etc.,  and  published  the  popular  "  Sparrowgrass  Papers" 
(1856),  "  Prismatics,"  "Acadia:  a  Sojourn  among  the  Bluenoses,"  "True 
History  of  Plymouth."] 

It  is  a  good  thing  to  live  in  the  country,  —  to  escape  from 
the  prison  walls  of  the  metropolis  —  the  great  brickery  we  call 
"the  city  "  —  and  to  live  amid  blossoms  and  leaves,  in  shadow 
and  sunshine,  in  moonlight  and  starlight,  in  rain,  mist,  dew, 
hoarfrost,  and  drought,  out  in  the  open  campaign,  and  under 
the  blue  dome  that  is  bounded  by  the  horizon  only.  It  is  a 
good  thing  to  have  a  well  with  dripping  buckets,  a  porch  with 
honey  buds  and  sweet  bells,  a  hive  embroidered  with  nimble 
bees,  a  sundial  mossed  over,  ivy  up  to  the  eaves,  curtains  of 
dimity,  a  tumbler  of  fresh  flowers  in  your  bedroom,  a  rooster 
on  the  roof,  and  a  dog  under  the  piazza. 

When  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass  and  I  moved  into  the  country,  with 
our  heads  full  of  fresh  butter,  and  cool,  crisp  radishes  for  tea, 
with  ideas  entirely  lucid  respecting  milk,  and  a  looseness  of 
calculation  as  to  the  number  in  family  it  would  take  a  good 
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laying  hen  to  supply  with  fresh  eggs  every  morning,  —  when 
Mrs.  Sparrowgrass  and  I  moved  into  the  country,  we  found 
some  preconceived  notions  had  to  be  abandoned,  and  some 
departures  made  from  the  plans  we  had  laid  down  in  the  little 
back  parlor  of  Avenue  G. 

One  of  the  first  achievements  in  the  country  is  early  rising, 
—  with  the  lark,  —  with  the  sun,  —  while  the  dew  is  on  the  grass, 
"under  the  opening  eyelids  of  the  morn,"  and  so  forth.  Early 
rising !  What  can  be  done  with  five  or  six  o'clock  in  town  ? 
What  may  not  be  done  at  those  hours  in  the  country  ?  —  with 
the  hoe,  the  rake,  the  dibble,  the  spade,  the  watering  pot  ?  To 
plant,  prune,  drill,  transplant,  graft,  train,  and  sprinkle !  Mrs. 
S.  and  I  agreed  to  rise  early  in  the  country. 

Richard  and  Robin  were  two  pretty  men, 
They  laid  in  bed  till  the  clock  struck  ten : 
Up  jumped  Richard  and  looked  at  the  sky  : 
0  Brother  Robin !  the  sun's  very  high ! 

Early  rising  in  the  country  is  not  an  instinct :  it  is  a  sentiment, 
and  must  be  cultivated. 

A  friend  recommended  me  to  send  to  the  south  side  of  Long 
Island  for  some  very  prolific  potatoes,  —  the  real  hippopotamus- 
breed.  Down  went  my  man,  and,  what  with  expenses  of  horse 
hire,  tavern  bills,  toll  gates,  and  breaking  a  wagon,  the  hip]^)o- 
potami  cost  as  much  apiece  as  pineapples.  They  were  fine  pota- 
toes, though,  with  comely  features,  and  large,  languishing  eyes, 
that  promised  increase  of  family  without  delay.  As  I  worked 
my  own  garden  (for  which  I  hired  a  landscape  gardener,  at  two 
dollars  per  day,  to  give  me  instructions),  I  concluded  that  the 
object  of  my  first  experiment  in  early  rising  should  bo  tlie 
planting  of  the  hippopotamuses.  I  accordingly  rose  the  next 
morning  at  five,  and  it  rained !  I  rose  next  day  at  five  and  it 
rained  !  The  next  and  it  rained  !  It  rained  for  two  weeks!  We 
had  splendid  potatoes  every  day  for  dinner.  "  My  dear,"  said  I 
to  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass,  "where  did  you  get  these  fine  potatoes?" 
"  Why,"  said  she,  innocently,  "  out  of  that  basket  from  Long 
Island!"  Tlie  last  of  the  hippopotamuses  were  before  me, 
peeled,  and  boiled,  and  mashed,  and  baked,  with  a  nice  thin 
brown  crust  on  the  top. 

I  was  more  successful  afterwards.  I  did  get  some  fine  seed 
potatoes  in  the  ground.  But  something  was  the  matter ;  at 
the  end  of  the  season  I  did  not  get  as  many  out  as  I  had  put  in. 
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Mrs.  Sparrowgrass,  who  is  a  notable  housewife,  said  to  me 
one  day,  "  Now,  my  dear,  we  shall  soon  have  plenty  of  eggs,  for 
I  have  been  buying  a  lot  of  young  chickens."  There  they  were, 
each  one  with  as  many  feathers  as  a  grasshopper,  and  a  chirp 
not  louder.  Of  course  we  looked  forward  with  pleasant  hopes 
to  the  period  when  the  first  cackle  should  announce  the  milk- 
white  egg,  warmly  deposited  in  the  hay  which  we  had  provided 
bountifully.  They  grew  finely,  and  one  day  I  ventured  to  re- 
mark that  our  hens  had  remarkably  large  combs,  to  which  Mrs. 
S.  replied,  Yes,  indeed,  she  had  observed  that ;  but  if  I  wanted 
to  have  a  real  treat,  I  ought  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  and 
hear  them  crow.  "  Crow  !  "  said  I,  faintly  ;  "  our  hens  crow- 
ing !  Then,  by '  the  cock  that  crowed  in  the  morn,  to  wake  the 
priest  all  shaven  and  shorn,'  we  might  as  well  give  up  all  hopes 
of  having  any  eggs,"  said  I ;  "  for,  as  sure  as  you  live,  Mrs.  S., 
our  hens  are  all  roosters  !  "  And  so  they  were  roosters  !  they 
grew  up  and  fought  with  the  neighbor's  chickens,  until  there 
was  not  a  whole  pair  of  eyes  on  either  side  of  the  fence. 

A  dog  is  a  good  thing  to  have  in  the  country.  I  have  one 
which  I  raised  from  a  pup.  He  is  a  good,  stout  fellow,  and  a 
hearty  barker  and  feeder.  The  man  of  whom  I  bought  him 
said  he  was  thoroughbred,  but  he  begins  to  have  a  mongrel  look 
about  him.  He  is  a  good  watch  dog,  though ;  for  the  moment 
he  sees  any  suspicious-looking  person  about  the  premises  he 
comes  right  into  the  kitchen  and  gets  behind  the  stove.  First 
we  kept  him  in  the  house,  and  he  scratched  all  night  to  get  out. 
Then  we  turned  him  out,  and  he  scratched  all  night  to  get  in. 
Then  we  tied  him  up  at  the  back  of  the  garden,  and  he  howled 
so  that  our  neighbor  shot  at  him  twice  before  daybreak.  Fi- 
nally we  gave  him  away,  and  he  came  back  ;  and  now  he  is  just 
recovering  from  a  fit,  in  which  he  has  torn  up  the  patch  that 
has  been  sown  for  our  spring  radishes. 

A  good,  strong  gate  is  a  necessary  article  for  your  garden, 
—  a  good,  strong,  heavy  gate,  with  a  dislocated  hinge,  so  that  it 
will  neither  open  nor  shut.  Such  a  one  have  I.  The  grounds 
before  my  fence  are  in  common,  and  all  the  neighbors'  cows 
pasture  there.  I  remarked  to  Mrs.  S.,  as  we  stood  at  the  win- 
dow in  a  June  sunset,  how  placid  and  picturesque  the  cattle 
looked,  as  they  strolled  about,  cropping  the  green  herbage. 
Next  morning  I  found  the  innocent  creatures  in  my  garden. 
They  had  not  left  a  green  thing  in  it.  The  corn  in  the  milk, 
the  beans  on  the  poles,  the  young  cabbages,  the  tender  lettuce, 
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even  tlie  thriving  shoots  on  my  young  fruit  trees  had  vanished. 

And  there  they  were,  looking  quietly  on  the  ruin  they  had 

made.     Our  watch  dog,  too,  was  forgathering  with  them.     It 

was  too  much :  so  I  got  a  large  stick  and  drove  them  all  out, 

except  a  young  heifer,  whom  I  chased  all  over  the  flower  beds, 

breaking  down  my  trellises,  my  woodbines  and  sweet  briers,  my 

roses  and  petunias,  until  I  cornered  her  in  the  hot  bed.     I  had 

to  call  for  assistance  to  extricate  her  from  the  sashes,  and  her 

owner  has  sued  me  for  damages.     I  believe  I  shall  move  in 

town. 

******* 

We  have  put  a  dumb  waiter  in  our  house.  A  dumb  waiter 
is  a  good  tiling  to  have  in  the  country,  on  account  of  its  con- 
venience. If  you  have  company,  everything  can  be  sent  up 
from  the  kitchen  without  any  trouble,  and,  if  the  baby  gets  to 
be  unbearable  on  account  of  his  teeth,  you  can  dismiss  the  com- 
plainant by  stuffing  him  in  one  of  the  shelves  and  letting  him 
down  upon  the  help.  To  provide  for  contingencies,  we  had  all 
our  floors  deafened.  In  consequence,  you  cannot  hear  anytliing 
that  is  going  on  in  the  story  below  ;  and,  when  you  are  in  the 
upper  room  of  the  house,  there  might  be  a  Democratic  ratifica- 
tion meeting  in  the  cellar  and  you  would  not  know  it.  There- 
fore, if  any  one  should  break  into  the  basement,  it  would  not 
disturb  us ;  but,  to  please  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass,  I  put  stout  iron 
bars  in  all  the  lower  windows.  Besides,  Mrs.  Sx)arrowgrass 
had  bought  a  rattle  when  she  was  in  Philadelphia,  —  such  a 
rattle  as  watchmen  carry  there.  This  is  to  alarm  our  neighbor, 
who,"upon  the  signal,  is  to  come  to  the  rescue  with  his  revolver. 
He  is  a  rash  man,  prone  to  pull  trigger  first  and  make  inquiries 
afterwards. 

One  evening  Mrs.  S.  had  retired,  and  I  was  busy  writing, 
when  it  struck  me  a  glass  of  ice  water  would  be  palatable.  So 
I  took  the  candle  and  a  pitcher  and  went  down  to  tlie  pump. 
Our  pump  is  in  the  kitchen.  A  country  pump,  in  the  kitchen, 
is  more  convenient ;  but  a  well  with  buckets  is  certainly  most 
picturesque.  Unfortunately,  our  well  water  has  not  been 
sweet  since  it  was  cleaned  out.  First  I  had  to  open  a  bolted 
door  tliat  lets  you  into  the  basement  hall,  and  then  I  went  to 
the  kitchen  door,  which  proved  to  be  locked.  Then  I  remem- 
bered that  our  girl  always  carried  the  key  to  bed  Avith  her  and 
slept  with  it  under  her  pillow.  Then  I  retraced  my  steps, 
bolted  the  basement  door,  and  went  up  into  the  dining  room. 
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As  is  always  the  case,  I  found,  when  I  could  not  get  any  water, 
I  v/as  thirstier  than  I  supposed  I  was.  Then  I  thought  I  would 
wake  our  girl  up.  Then  I  concluded  not  to  do  it.  Then  I 
thought  of  the  well ;  but  I  gave  that  up  on  account  of  its 
flavor.  Then  I  opened  the  closet  doors  ;  there  was  no  water 
there ;  and  then  I  thought  of  the  dumb  waiter  !  The  novelty 
of  the  idea  made  me  smile ;  I  took  out  two  of  the  movable 
shelves,  stood  the  pitcher  on  the  bottom  of  the  dumb  waiter, 
got  in  myself  with  the  lamp,  let  myself  down,  until  I  supposed 
I  was  within  a  foot  of  the  floor  below,  and  then  let  go. 

We  came  down  so  suddenly  that  I  was  shot  out  of  the  appa- 
ratus as  if  it  had  been  a  catapult ;  it  broke  the  pitcher,  extin- 
guished the  lamp,  and  landed  me  in  the  middle  of  the  kitchen 
at  midnight,  with  no  fire,  and  the  air  not  much  above  the  zero 
point.  The  truth  is,  I  had  miscalculated  the  distance  of  the 
descent :  instead  of  falling  one  foot,  I  had  fallen  five.  My  first 
impulse  was  to  ascend  by  the  way  I  came  down,  but  I  found 
that  impracticable.  Then  I  tried  the  kitchen  door ;  it  was 
locked  :  I  tried  to  force  it  open  ;  it  was  made  of  two-inch  stuff, 
and  held  its  own.  Then  I  hoisted  a  window,  and  there  were 
the  rigid  iron  bars.  If  ever  I  felt  angry  at  anybody  it  was  at 
myself,  for  putting  up  those  bars  to  please  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass. 
I  put  them  up,  not  to  keep  people  in,  but  to  keep  people  out. 

I  laid  my  cheek  against  the  ice-cold  barriers  and  looked  out 
at  the  sky  :  not  a  star  was  visible  ;  it  was  as  black  as  ink  over- 
head. Then  I  thought  of  Baron  Trenck,  and  the  prisoner  of 
Chillon.  Then  I  made  a  noise.  I  shouted  until  I  was  hoarse, 
and  ruined  our  preserving  kettle  with  the  poker.  That  brought 
our  dogs  out  in  full  bark,  and  between  us  we  made  night  hide- 
ous. Then  I  thought  I  heard  a  voice,  and  listened  :  it  was 
Mrs.  Sparrowgrass  calling  to  me  from  the  top  of  the  staircase. 
I  tried  to  make  her  hear  me,  but  the  infernal  dogs  united  with 
howl,  and  growl,  and  bark,  so  as  to  drown  my  voice,  which  is 
naturally  plaintive  and  tender.  Besides,  there  were  two  bolted 
doors  and  double  deafened,  floors  between  us  :  how  could  she 
recognize  my  voice,  even  if  she  did  hear  it  ?  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass 
called  once  or  twice,  and  then  got  frightened ;  the  next  thing 
I  heard  was  a  sound  as  if  the  roof  had  fallen  in,  by  which  I  un- 
derstood that  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass  was  springing  the  rattle.  That 
called  out  our  neighbor,  already  wide  awake  :  he  came  to  the 
rescue  with  a  bull  terrier,  a  Newfoundland  pup,  a  lantern,  and 
a  revolver.     The  moment  he  saw  me  at  the  window  he  shot  at 
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me,  but  fortunately  just  missed  me.  I  threw  myself  under  tlit? 
kitchen  table  and  ventured  to  expostulate  with  him,  but  he 
would  not  listen  to  reason.  In  the  excitement  I  had  forgotten 
his  name,  and  that  made  matters  worse.  It  was  not  until 
lie  had  roused  up  everybody  around,  broken  in  the  basement 
door  with  an  ax,  gotten  into  the  kitchen  with  his  cursed  sav- 
age dogs  and  shooting  iron,  and  seized  me  by  the  collar,  that  he 
recognized  me  ;  and  then  he  wanted  me  to  explain  it !  But 
what  kind  of  an  explanation  could  I  make  to  him  ?  I  told  him 
he  would  have  to  wait  until  my  mind  was  composed,  and  then  I 
would  let  him  understand  the  whole  matter  fully.  But  he 
never  would  have  had  the  particulars  from  me,  for  I  do  not 
approve  of  neighbors  that  shoot  at  you,  break  in  your  door,  and 
treat  you,  in  your  own  house,  as  if  you  were  a  jail  bird.  He 
knows  all  about  it,  however  ;  somebody  has  told  him  :  somebody 
tells  everybody  everything  in  our  village. 


-o-oJO^oe- 
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[Charles  Farrar  Brown,  better  known  as  Artemus  "Ward,  was  born  at 
Waterford,  Me.,  April  26,  1834.  He  worked  as  a  compositor  in  Boston  and 
elsewliere,  became  a  reporter,  and  in  1858  began  to  write  in  the  Cleveland 
Plain  Dealer,  under  the  name  of  "Artemus  Ward,  Showman,"  a  series  of 
humorous  papers,  descriptive  of  an  imaginary  traveling  menagerie.  In  1861  he 
entered  the  lecture  field,  and  met  with  great  success  in  the  United  States  and  in 
England,  where  he  died  of  pulmonary  consumption,  at  Southampton,  March  6, 
1867.     His  chief  work  is  "  Artemus  Ward  :  His  Book  "  (1862).] 

I. 

The  morning  on  which  Reginald  Gloverson  was  to  leave 
Great  Salt  Lake  City  with  a  mule  train  dawned  beautifully. 

Reginald  Gloverson  was  a  young  and  thrifty  Mormon,  with 
an  interesting  family  of  twenty  young  and  handsome  wives. 
His  unions  had  never  been  blessed  with  children.  As  often  as 
once  a  year  he  used  to  go  to  Omaha,  in  Nebraska,  with  a  mule 
train  for  goods;  but,  although  he  had  performed  the  rather 
perilous  journey  many  times  with  entire  safety,  his  heart  was 
strangely  sad  on  this  particular  morning,  and  filled  with 
gloomy  forebodings. 

The  time  for  his  departure  had  arrived.     The  high-spirited 
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mules  were  at  the  door,  impatiently  champing  their  bits.  The 
Mormon  stood  sadly  among  his  weeping  wives. 

"  Dearest  ones,"  he  said,  "  I  am  singularly  sad  at  heart  this 
morning ;  but  do  not  let  this  depress  you.  The  journey  is  a 
perilous  one,  but  —  pshaw!  —  I  have  always  come  back  safely 
heretofore,  and  why  should  I  fear  ?  Besides,  I  know  that  every 
night  as  I  lie  down  on  the  broad  starlit  prairie,  your  bright 
faces  will  come  to  me  in  my  dreams,  and  make  my  slumbers 
sweet  and  gentle.  You,  Emily,  with  your  mild  blue  eyes,  and 
you,  Henrietta,  with  your  splendid  black  hair,  and  you,  Nelly, 
Avith  your  hair  so  brightly,  beautifully  golden,  and  you,  Molly, 
with  your  cheeks  so  downy,  and  you,  Betsy,  with  your  wine- 
red  lips,  —  far  more  delicious,  though,  than  any  wine  I  ever 
tasted,  —  and  you,  Maria,  with  your  winsome  voice,  and  you, 
Susan,  with  your  —  with  your  —  that  is  to  say,  Susan,  with  your 
—  and  the  other  thirteen  of  you,  each  so  good  and  beautiful, 
will  come  to  me  in  sweet  dreams,  will  you  not,  Dearestists  ?  " 

"  Our  own,"  they  lovingly  chimed,  "  we  will !  " 

"  And  so  farewell !  "  cried  Reginald.  "  Come  to  my  arms, 
my  own !  "  he  said,  "  that  is,  as  many  of  you  as  can  do  it  con- 
veniently at  once,  for  I  must  away." 

He  folded  several  of  them  to  his  throbbing  breast,  and  drove 
sadly  away. 

But  he  had  not  gone  far  when  the  trace  of  the  off-hind 
mule  became  unhitched.  Dismounting,  he  essayed  to  adjust 
the  trace  ;  but,  ere  he  had  fairly  commenced  the  task,  the  mule, 
a  singularly  refractory  animal,  snorted  wildly,  and  kicked 
Reginald  frightfully  in  the  stomach.  He  arose  with  difficulty 
and  tottered  feebly  towards  his  mother's  house,  which  was  near 
by,  falling  dead  in  her  yard  with  the  remark,  "  Dear  mother, 
I've  come  home  to  die  !  " 

''  So  I  see,"  she  said.     "  Where's  the  mules  ?  " 

Alas  !  Reginald  Gloverson  could  give  no  answer.  In  vain 
the  heartstricken  mother  threw  herself  upon  his  inanimate 
form,  crying,  "  Oh,  my  son  !  my  son  !  only  tell  me  where  the 
mules  are,  and  then  you  may  die  if  you  want  to." 

In  vain  !  in  vain  J     Reginald  had  passed  on. 

II. 

The  mules  were  never  found. 

Reginald's  heartbroken  mother  took  the  body  home  to  her 
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unfortunate  son's  widows.  But  before  her  arrival  she  indis- 
creetly sent  a  boy  to  burst  the  news  gently  to  the  afflicted 
Avives,  which  lie  did  by  informing  them,  in  a  hoarse  whisper, 
that  their  "old  man  had  gone  in." 

The  wives  felt  very  badly  indeed. 

"  He  was  devoted  to  me,"  sobbed  Emily. 

"  And  to  me,"  said  Maria. 

"  Yes,"  said  Emily,  "  he  thought  considerably  of  you,  but 
not  so  much  as  he  did  of  me." 

"  I  say  he  did  !  " 

"  And  I  say  he  didn't  I  " 

"  He  did  !  " 

"  He  didn't !  " 

*'  Don't  look  at  me  with  your  squint  eyes  I  '* 

"  Don't  shake  your  red  head  at  me  !  " 

"  Sisters,"  said  the  black-haired  Henrietta,  "  cease  this  un- 
seemly wrangling.  I,  as  his  first  wife,  shall  strew  flowers  on 
his  grave." 

"  No,  you  worCt^'"  said  Susan.  "  I,  as  his  last  wife,  shall 
strew  flowers  on  his  grave.     It's  my  business  to  strew  ! " 

"  You  shan't,  so  there  !  "  said  Henrietta. 

"  You  bet  I  will  ! "  said  Susan,  with  a  tear-suffused 
cheek. 

"  Well,  as  for  me,"  said  the  practical  Betsy,  "  I  ain't  on  the 
strew  much  ;  but  I  shall  ride  at  the  head  of  the  funeral  pro- 
cession." 

"Not  if  I've  been  introduced  to  myself,  you  won't,"  said 
the  golden-haired  Nelly  ;  "  that's  my  position.  You  bet  your 
bonnet  strings  it  is." 

"  Children,"  said  Reginald's  mother,  "  you  must  do  some 
cr3dng,  you  know,  on  the  day  of  the  funeral ;  and  how  many 
pocket  handkerchiefs  will  it  take  to  go  round?  Betsy,  you 
and  Nelly  ought  to  make  one  do  between  you." 

"  I'll  tear  her  eyes  out  if  she  perpetrates  a  sob  on  my  hand- 
kercher  !  " 

"Dear  daughters-in-law,"  said  Reginald's  mother,  "how 
unseemly  is  this  anger  !  Mules  is  five  hundred  dollars  a  span, 
and  every  identical  mule  my  poor  boy  had  has  been  gobbled  up 
by  the  red  man.  I  knew  when  my  Reginald  staggered  into 
the  dooryard  that  he  was  on  the  die  ;  but  if  I'd  only  thunk  to 
ask  him  about  them  mules  ere  his  gentle  spirit  took  flight,  it 
would  have  been  four  thousand  dollura  in  our  pockets,  and  no 
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mistake  !     Excuse  these  real  tears,  but  you've   never  felt   a 
parent's  feelin's." 

"  It's  an  oversight,"  sobbed  Maria.     "Don't  blame  us." 

III. 

The  funeral  passed  off  in  a  very  pleasant  manner,  nothing 
occurring  to  mar  the  harmony  of  the  occasion.  By  a  happy 
thought  of  Reginald's  mother,  the  wives  walked  to  the  grave 
twenty  abreast,  which  rendered  that  part  of  the  ceremony  thor- 
oughly impartial. 

That  night  the  twenty  wives,  with  their  heavy  hearts, 
sought  their  twenty  respective  couches.  But  no  Reginald 
occupied  those  twenty  respective  couches.  Reginald  would 
never  more  linger  all  night  in  blissful  repose  in  those  twenty 
respective  couches  ;  Reginald's  head  would  never  more  press 
the  twenty  respective  pillows  of  those  twenty  respective 
couches,  —  never,  never  more  ! 

In  another  house,  not  many  leagues  from  the  house  of 
mourning,  a  gray-haired  woman  was  weeping  passionately. 
"He  died,"  she  cried,  "he  died  without  signerfyin',  in  any 
respect,  where  them  mules  went  to  I  " 

IV. 

Two  years  are  supposed  to  elapse  between  the  third  and 
fourth  chapters  of  this  original  American  romance. 

A  manly  Mormon,  one  evening  as  the  sun  was  preparing  to 
set  among  a  select  apartment  of  gold  and  crimson  clouds  in  the 
western  horizon,  —  although,  for  that  matter,  the  sun  has  a 
right  to  "  set "  where  it  wants  to,  and  so,  I  may  add,  has  a  hen, 
—  a  manly  Mormon,  I  say,  tapped  gently  at  the  door  of  the 
mansion  of  the  late  Reginald  Gloverson. 

The  door  was  opened  by  Mrs.  Susan  Gloverson. 

"  Is  this  the  house  of  the  widow  Gloverson  ?  "  the  Mormon 
asked. 

"  It  is,"  said  Susan. 
'      "  And  how  many  is  there  of  she  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  There  is  about  twenty  of  her,  including  me,"  courteomsly 
returned  the  fair  Susan. 

"  Can  I  see  her  ?  " 

"You  can." 
27 
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"  Madam,"  he  softly  said,  addressing  the  twenty  disconso- 
late widows,  "  I  have  seen  part  of  ycu  before.  And  although 
I  have  already  twentj^-five  wives,  whom  I  respect  and  tenderly 
care  for,  I  can  truly  say  I  never  felt  love's  holy  thrill  till  I  saw 
thee  !  Be  mine  !  — be  mine  !  "  he  enthusiastically  cried ;  "and 
we  will  show  the  world  a  striking  illustration  of  the  beauty  and 
truth  of  the  noble  lines,  only  a  good  deal  more  so,  — 

"  Twenty-one  souls  with  a  single  thought, 
Twenty-one  hearts  that  beat  as  one." 

They  were  united,  they  were. 

Gentle  reader,  does  not  the  moral  of  this  romance  show  that 
—  does  it  not,  in  fact,  show  that,  however  many  there  may  be 
of  a  young  widow  woman  —  or,  rather,  does  it  not  show  that, 
whatever  number  of  persons  one  woman  may  consist  of  —  well, 
never  mind  wliat  it  shoivs.  Only  this  writing  Mormon  romances 
is  confusing  to  the  inteUect.     You  try  it  and  see. 
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By  ALEXIS  DE  TOCQUEVILLE. 

(From  "  Democracy  in  America.") 

[Alexis  Charles  Henri  Clerel  db  Tocqcevillk,  French  philosopher  and 
man  of  affairs,  was  born  at  Verneuil  in  Normandy,  of  an  old  patrician  family, 
July  29,  1805  ;  graduated  at  the  College  of  Metz  ;  became  a  lawyer,  and  in  1827 
a  magistrate  at  Versailles  ;  in  1831  resigned  to  visit  the  United  States  and  study 
its  penitentiary  system,  which  he  wrote  a  report  on,  and  the  fruit  of  which  was 
"Democracy  in  America"  (1835-40).  In  1839  he  entered  political  life,  advo- 
cated the  abolition  of  slavery  and  prison  reform,  and  in  1847  became  Minister  of 
Foreign  Affairs.  Imprisoned  after  the  coup  (Tetat,  he  retired  to  his  estate,  and 
wrote  "  The  Old  Regime  and  the  Revolution."  He  died  April  IG,  1859,  His 
works  and  letters  were  published  in  18G0.] 

Education  of  Young  Women  in  the  United  Sta^tes. 

No  free  communities  ever  existed  without  morals  ;  and,  as  I 
observed  in  the  former  part  of  this  work,  morals  are  the  work 
of  woman.  Consequently,  whatever  affects  the  condition  of 
women,  their  habits  and  their  opinions,  has  great  political  im- 
portance in  my  eyes.  Amongst  almost  all  Protestant  nations 
young  women  are  far  more  the  mistresses  of  their  own  actions 

■  By  peimissiou  of  Longmans,  Green  &  Co.    (Crown  8vo.,  price  168.) 
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than  they  are  in  Catholic  countries.  This  independence  is  still 
greater  in  Protestant  countries  like  England,  which  have  re- 
tained or  acquired  the  right  of  self-government ;  the  spirit  of 
freedom  is  then  infused  into  the  domestic  circle  by  political 
habits  and  by  religious  opinions.  In  the  United  States  the  doc- 
trines of  Protestantism  are  combined  with  great  political  free- 
dom and  a  most  democratic  state  of  society  ;  and  nowhere  are 
young  women  surrendered  so  early  or  so  completely  to  their 
own  guidance.  Long  before  an  American  girl  arrives  at  the 
age  of  marriage,  her  emancipation  from  maternal  control  begins  : 
she  has  scarcely  ceased  to  be  a  child  when  she  already  thinks 
for  herself,  speaks  with  freedom,  and  acts  on  her  own  impulse. 
The  great  scene  of  the  world  is  constantly  open  to  her  view  : 
far  from  seeking  concealment,  it  is  every  day  disclosed  to  her 
more  completely,  and  she  is  taught  to  survey  it  with  a  firm  and 
calm  gaze.  Thus  the  vices  and  dangers  of  society  are  early  re- 
vealed to  her  ;  as  she  sees  them  clearly,  she  views  them  without 
illusions,  and  braves  them  without  fear  ;  for  she  is  full  of  re- 
liance on  her  own  strength,  and  her  reliance  seems  to  be  shared 
by  all  who  are  about  her.  An  American  girl  scarcely  ever  dis- 
plays that  virginal  bloom  in  the  midst  of  young  desires,  or  that 
innocent  and  ingenuous  grace,  which  usually  attend  the  European 
woman  in  the  transition  from  girlhood  to  youth.  It  is  rarely 
that  an  American  woman  at  any  age  displays  childish  timidity 
or  ignorance.  Like  the  young  women  of  Europe,  she  seeks  to 
please,  but  she  knows  precisely  the  cost  of  pleasing.  If  she  does 
not  abandon  herself  to  evil,  at  least  she  knows  that  it  exists  ; 
and  she  is  remarkable  rather  for  purity  of  manners  than  for 
chastity  of  mind.  I  have  been  frequently  surprised,  and  almost 
frightened,  at  the  singular  address  and  happy  boldness  with 
which  young  women  in  America  contrive  to  manage  their 
thoughts  and  their  language  amidst  all  the  difficulties  of  stim- 
ulating conversation  ;  a  philosopher  would  have  stumbled  at 
every  step  along  the  narrow  path  which  they  trod  without  acci- 
dents and  without  effort.  It  is  easy  indeed  to  perceive  that, 
even  amidst  the  independence  of  early  youth,  an  American 
woman  is  alwa^^s  mistress  of  herself  :  she  indulges  in  all  per- 
mitted pleasures,  without  yielding  herself  up  to  any  of  them  ; 
and  her  reason  never  allows  the  reins  of  self-guidance  to  drop, 
though  it  often  seems  to  hold  them  loosely. 

In  France,  where  remnants  of  every  age  are  still  so  strangely 
mingled  in  the  opinions  and  tastes  of  the  people,  women  com- 
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monly  receive  a  reserved,  retired,  and  almost  conventual  educa- 
tion, as  they  did  in  aristocratic  times  ;  and  then  they  are  suddenly 
abandoned,  without  a  guide  and  without  assistance,  in  the  midst 
of  all  the  irregularities  inseparable  from  democratic  society. 
The  Americans  are  more  consistent.  They  have  found  out  that 
in  a  democracy  the  independence  of  individuals  cannot  fail  to 
be  very  great,  youth  premature,  tastes  ill-restrained,  customs 
fleeting,  public  opinion  often  unsettled  and  powerless,  paternal 
authority  weak,  and  marital  authority  contested.  Under  these 
circumstances,  believing  that  they  had  little  chance  of  repress- 
ing in  woman  the  most  vehement  passions  of  the  human  heart, 
they  held  that  the  surer  way  was  to  teach  her  the  art  of  combat- 
ing those  passions  for  herself.  As  they  could  not  prevent  her 
virtue  from  being  exposed  to  frequent  danger,  they  determined 
that  she  should  know  how  best  to  defend  it ;  and  more  reliance 
was  placed  on  the  free  vigor  of  her  will  than  on  safeguards 
which  have  been  shaken  or  overthrown.  Instead  then  of  in- 
culcating mistrust  of  herself,  they  constantly  seek  to  enhance 
their  confidence  in  her  own  strength  of  character.  As  it  is 
neither  possible  nor  desirable  to  keep  a  young  woman  in  per- 
petual or  complete  ignorance,  they  hasten  to  give  her  a 
precocious  knowledge  on  all  subjects.  Far  from  hiding  the 
corruptions  of  the  world  from  her,  they  prefer  that  she  should 
see  them  at  once  and  train  herself  to  shun  them  ;  and  they 
hold  it  of  more  importance  to  protect  her  conduct  than  to  be 
overscrupulous  of  her  innocence. 

Although  the  Americans  are  a  very  religious  people,  they 
do  not  rely  on  religion  alone  to  defend  the  virtue  of  woman  ; 
they  seek  to  arm  her  reason  also.  In  this  they  have  followed 
the  same  method  as  in  several  other  respects  ;  they  first  make 
the  most  vigorous  efforts  to  bring  individual  independence  to 
exercise  a  proper  control  over  itself,  and  they  do  not  call  in  the 
aid  of  religion  until  they  have  reached  the  utmost  limits  of 
human  strength.  I  am  aware  that  an  education  of  this  kind  is 
not  v/ithout  danger  ;  I  am  sensible  that  it  tends  to  invigorate 
the  judgment  at  the  expense  of  the  imagination,  and  to  make 
cold  and  virtuous  women  instead  of  affectionate  wives  and 
agreeable  companions  to  man.  Society  may  be  more  tranquil 
and  better  regulated,  but  domestic  life  has  often  fewer  charms. 
These,  however,  are  secondary  evils,  which  may  be  braved  for 
the  sake  of  higher  interests.  At  the  stage  at  which  we  are 
now  arrived  the  time  for  choosing  is  no  longer  within  our  con- 
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trol ;  a  democratic  education  is  indispensable  to  protect  women 
from  the  dangers  with  which  democratic  institutions  and  man- 
ners surround  them. 

The  Young  Woman  in  the  Character  of  a  Wife. 

In  America  the  independence  of  woman  is  irrecoverably  lost 
in  the  bonds  of  matrimony  :  if  an  unmarried  woman  is  less  con- 
strained there  than  elsewhere,  a  wife  is  subjected  to  stricter 
obligations.  The  former  makes  her  father's  house  an  abode  of 
freedom  and  of  pleasure  ;  the  latter  lives  in  the  home  of  her 
husband  as  if  it  were  a  cloister.  Yet  these  two  different  condi- 
tions of  life  are  perhaps  not  so  contrary  as  may  be  supposed,  and 
it  is  natural  that  the  American  women  should  pass  through  the 
one  to  arrive  at  the  other. 

Religious  peoples  and  trading  nations  entertain  peculiarly 
serious  notions  of  marriage  :  the  former  consider  the  regularity 
of  woman's  life  as  the  best  pledge  and  most  certain  sign  of  the 
purity  of  her  morals  ;  the  latter  regard  it  as  the  highest  security 
for  the  order  and  prosperity  of  the  household.  The  Americans 
are  at  the  same  time  a  puritanical  people  and  a  commercial 
nation  :  their  religious  opinions,  as  well  as  their  trading  habits, 
consequently  lead  them  to  require  much  abnegation  on  the  part 
of  woman,  and  a  constant  sacrifice  of  her  pleasures  to  her 
duties  which  is  seldom  demanded  of  her  in  Europe.  Thus  in 
the  United  States  the  inexorable  opinion  of  the  public  carefully 
circumscribes  woman  within  the  narrow  circle  of  domestic 
interests  and  duties,  and  forbids  her  to  step  beyond  it. 

Upon  her  entrance  into  the  world  a  young  American  woman 
finds  these  notions  firmly  established  ;  she  sees  the  rules  which 
are  derived  from  them  ;  she  is  not  slow  to  perceive  that  she 
cannot  depart  for  an  instant  from  the  established  usages  of  her 
contemporaries,  without  putting  in  jeopardy  her  peace  of  mind, 
her  honor,  nay  even  her  social  existence  ;  and  she  finds  the 
energy  required  for  such  an  act  of  submission  in  the  firmness 
of  her  understanding  and  in  the  virile  habits  which  her  educa- 
tion has  given  her.  It  may  be  said  that  she  has  learned  by  the 
use  of  her  independence  to  surrender  it  without  a  struggle  and 
without  a  murmur  when  the  time  comes  for  making  the  sacrifice. 
But  no  American  woman  falls  into  the  toils  of  matrimony  as 
into  a  snare  held  out  to  her  simplicity  and  ignorance.  She  has 
been  taught  beforehand  what  is  expected  of  her,  and  volun- 
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tarily  and  freely  does  she  enter  upon  this  engagement.  She 
supports  her  new  condition  with  courage,  because  she  chose  it. 
As  in  America  paternal  discipline  is  very  relaxed  and  the  con- 
jugal tie  very  strict,  a  young  woman  does  not  contract  the 
latter  without  considerable  circumspection  and  apprehension. 
Precocious  marriages  are  rare.  Thus  American  women  do  not 
marry  until  their  understandings  are  exercised  and  ripened  ; 
whereas  in  other  countries  most  women  generally  only  begin  to 
exercise  and  to  ripen  their  understandings  after  marriage. 

I  by  no  means  suppose,  however,  that  the  great  change 
which  takes  place  in  all  the  habits  of  women  in  the  United 
States,  aa  soon  as  they  are  married,  ought  solely  to  be  attrib- 
uted to  the  constraint  of  public  opinion  :  it  is  frequently  im- 
posed upon  themselves  by  the  sole  effort  of  their  own  will. 
When  the  time  for  choosing  a  husband  is  arrived,  that  cold 
and  stern  reasoning  power  which  has  been  educated  and  invig- 
orated by  the  free  observation  of  the  world  teaches  an  Ameri- 
can woman  that  a  spirit  of  levity  and  independence  in  the 
bonds  of  marriage  is  a  constant  subject  of  annoyance,  not  of 
pleasure  ;  it  tells  her  that  the  amusements  of  the  girl  cannot 
become  the  recreations  of  the  wife,  and  that  the  sources  of  a 
married  woman's  happiness  are  in  the  home  of  her  husband. 
As  she  clearly  discerns  beforehand  the  only  road  which  can 
lead  to  domestic  happiness,  she  enters  upon  it  at  once,  and 
follows  it  to  the  end  without  seeking  to  turn  back. 

The  same  strength  of  purpose  which  the  young  wives  of 
America  display,  in  bending  themselves  at  once  and  without 
repining  to  the  austere  duties  of  their  new  condition,  is  no  less 
manifest  in  all  the  great  trials  of  their  lives.  In  no  country  in 
the  world  are  private  fortunes  more  precarious  than  in  the 
United  States.  It  is  not  uncommon  for  the  same  man,  in  the 
course  of  his  life,  to  rise  and  sink  again  through  all  the  grades 
which  lead  from  opulence  to  poverty.  American  women 
support  these  vicissitudes  with  calm  and  unquenchable  energy: 
it  would  seem  that  their  desires  contract,  as  easily  as  they 
expand,  with  their  fortunes. 

The  greater  part  of  the  adventurers  who  migrate  every 
year  to  people  the  western  wilds  belong,  as  I  observed  in  the 
former  part  of  this  work,  to  the  old  Anglo-American  race  of 
the  Northern  States.  IVIany  of  these  men,  who  rush  so  boldly 
onwards  in  pursuit  of  wealth,  were  already  in  the  enjoyment  of 
a  competency  in  their  own  part  of  tlie  country.     They  take 
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their  wives  along  with  them,  and  make  them  share  the  count- 
less perils  and  privations  which  always  attend  the  commence- 
ment of  these  expeditions.  I  have  often  met,  even  on  the 
verge  of  the  wilderness,  with  young  women  who,  after  having 
been  brought  up  amidst  all  the  comforts  of  the  large  towns  of 
New  England,  had  passed,  almost  without  any  intermediate 
stage,  from  the  wealthy  abode  of  their  parents  to  a  comfortless 
hovel  in  a  forest.  Fever,  solitude,  and  a  tedious  life  had  not 
broken  the  springs  of  their  courage.  Their  features  were  im- 
paired and  faded,  but  their  looks  were  firm  :  they  appeared  to 
be  at  once  sad  and  resolute.  I  do  not  doubt  that  these  young 
American  women  had  am.assed,  in  the  education  of  their  early 
years,  that  inward  strength  which  they  displayed  under  these 
circumstances.  The  early  culture  of  the  girl  may  still  there- 
fore be  traced,  in  the  United  States,  under  the  aspect  of  mar- 
riage :  her  part  is  changed,  her  habits  are  different,  but  her 
character  is  the  same. 

That  the  Equality  of  Conditions  conteibutes  to  the 
Maintenance  of  Good  Moeals  in  America. 

Some  philosophers  and  historians  have  said,  or  have  hinted, 
that  the  strictness  of  female  morality  was  increased  or  dimin- 
ished simply  by  the  distance  of  a  country  from  the  equator. 
This  solution  of  the  difficulty  was  an  easy  one  ;  and  nothing 
was  required  but  a  globe  and  a  pair  of  compasses  to  settle  in 
an  instant  one  of  the  most  difficult  problems  in  the  condition 
of  mankind.  But  I  am  not  aware  that  this  principle  of  the 
materialists  is  supported  by  facts.  The  same  nations  have 
been  chaste  or  dissolute  at  different  periods  of  their  history; 
the  strictness  or  the  laxity  of  their  morals  depended  therefore 
on  some  variable  cause,  not  only  on  the  natural  qualities  of 
their  countr}?-,  which  were  invariable.  I  do  not  deny  that  in 
certain  climates  the  passions  which  are  occasioned  by  the 
mutual  attraction  of  the  sexes  are  peculiarly  intense  ;  but  I 
am  of  opinion  that  this  natural  intensity  may  always  be  excited 
or  restrained  by  the  condition  of  society  and  by  political  insti- 
tutions. 

Although  the  travelers  who  have  visited  North  America 
differ  on  a  great  number  of  points,  they  all  agree  in  remarking 
that  morals  are  far  more  strict  there  than  elsewhere.  It  is 
evident  that  on  this  point  the  Americans  are  very  superior  to 
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their  progenitors  the  English.  A  superficial  glance  at  the  two 
nations  will  establish  the  fact.  In  England,  as  in  all  other 
countries  of  Europe,  public  malice  is  constantly  attacking  the 
frailties  of  women.  Philosophers  and  statesmen  are  heard  to 
deplore  that  morals  are  not  sufficiently  strict,  and  the  literary 
productions  of  the  country  constantly  lead  one  to  suppose  so. 
In  America  all  books,  novels  not  excepted,  suppose  women  to 
be  chaste,  and  no  one  thinks  of  relating  affairs  of  gallantry. 
No  doubt  this  great  regularity  of  American  morals  originates 
partly  in  the  country,  in  the  race  of  the  people,  and  in  their 
religion  :  but  all  these  causes,  which  operate  elsewhere,  do  not 
suffice  to  account  for  it ;  recourse  must  be  had  to  some  special 
reason.  This  reason  appears  to  me  to  be  the  principle  of 
equality  and  the  institutions  derived  from  it.  Equality  of  con- 
ditions does  not  of  itself  engender  regularity  of  morals,  but  it 
unquestionably  facilitates  and  increases  it. 

Amongst  aristocratic  nations  birth  and  fortune  frequently 
make  two  such  different  beings  of  man  and  woman  that  they 
can  never  be  united  to  each  other.  Their  passions  draw  them 
together,  but  the  condition  of  society,  and  the  notions  sug- 
gested by  it,  prevent  them  from  contracting  a  permanent  and 
ostensible  tie.  The  necessary  consequence  is  a  great  number 
of  transient  and  clandestine  connections.  Nature  secretly 
avenges  herself  for  the  constraint  imposed  upon  her  by  the 
laws  of  man.  This  is  not  so  much  the  case  when  the  equality 
of  conditions  has  swept  away  all  the  imaginary,  or  the  real, 
barriers  which  separated  man  from  woman.  No  girl  then  be- 
lieves that  she  cannot  become  the  wife  of  the  man  who  loves 
her  ;  and  this  renders  all  breaches  of  morality  before  marriage 
very  uncommon  :  for,  whatever  be  the  credulity  of  the  pas- 
sions, a  woman  will  hardly  be  able  to  persuade  herself  that  she 
is  beloved,  when  her  lover  is  perfectly  free  to  marry  her  and 
does  not. 

The  same  cause  operates,  though  more  indirectly,  on  mar- 
ried life.  Nothing  better  serves  to  justify  an  illicit  passion, 
either  to  the  minds  of  those  who  have  conceived  it  or  to  the 
world  which  looks  on,  than  compulsory  or  accidental  mar- 
riages. In  a  country  in  which  a  woman  is  always  free  to 
exercise  her  power  of  choosing,  and  in  wiiich  education  has 
prepared  her  to  choose  rightly,  public  opinion  is  inexorable  to 
her  faults.  The  rigor  of  the  Americans  arises  in  part  from 
this  cause.     They  consider  marriages  as  a  covenant  which  is 
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often  onerous,  but  every  condition  of  which  the  parties  are 
strictly  bound  to  fulfill,  because  they  knew  all  those  conditions 
beforehand  and  were  perfectly  free  not  to  have  contracted  them. 

The  very  circumstances  which  render  matrimonial  fidelity 
more  obligatory  also  render  it  more  easy.  In  aristocratic 
countries  the  object  of  marriage  is  rather  to  unite  property 
than  persons ;  hence  the  husband  is  sometimes  at  school  and 
the  wife  at  nurse  when  they  are  betrothed.  It  cannot  be  won- 
dered at  if  the  conjugal  tie  which  holds  the  fortunes  of  the 
pair  united  allows  their  hearts  to  rove ;  this  is  the  natural  re- 
sult of  the  nature  of  the  contract.  When,  on  the  contrary,  a 
man  always  chooses  a  wife  for  himself,  without  any  external 
coercion  or  even  guidance,  it  is  generally  a  conformity  of  tastes 
and  opinions  which  brings  a  man  and  a  woman  together,  and 
this  same  conformity  keeps  and  fixes  them  in  close  habits  of 
intimacy. 

Our  forefathers  had  conceived  a  very  strange  notion  on  the 
subject  of  marriage  :  as  they  had  remarked  that  the  small  num- 
ber of  love  matches  which  occurred  in  their  time  almost  always 
turned  out  ill,  they  resolutely  inferred  that  it  was  exceedingly 
dangerous  to  listen  to  the  dictates  of  the  heart  on  the  subject. 
Accident  appeared  to  them  to  be  a  better  guide  than  choice. 
Yet  it  was  not  very  difficult  to  perceive  that  the  examples 
which  they  witnessed  did  in  fact  prove  nothing  at  all.  For  in 
the  first  place,  if  democratic  nations  leave  a  woman  at  liberty 
to  choose  her  husband,  they  take  care  to  give  her  mind  suffi- 
cient knowledge,  and  her  will  sufficient  strength,  to  make  so 
important  a  choice  :  whereas  the  young  women  who,  amongst 
a.ristocratic  nations,  furtively  elope  from  the  authority  of  their 
parents  to  throw  themselves  of  their  own  accord  into  the  arms 
of  men  whom  they  have  had  neither  time  to  know,  nor  ability 
to  judge  of,  are  totally  without  those  securities.  It  is  not  sur- 
prising that  they  make  a  bad  use  of  their  freedom  of  action 
the  first  time  they  avail  themselves  of  it ;  nor  that  they  fall  into 
such  cruel  mistakes,  when,  not  having  received  a  democratic 
education,  they  choose  to  marry  in  conformity  to  democratic 
customs.  But  this  is  not  all.  When  a  man  and  woman  are 
bent  upon  marriage  in  spite  of  the  differences  of  an  aristocratic 
state  of  society,  the  difficulties  to  be  overcome  are  enormous. 
Having  broken  or  relaxed  the  bonds  of  filial  obedience,  they 
have  then  to  emancipate  themselves  by  a  final  effort  from  the 
sway  of  custom  and  the  tyranny  of  opinion ;    and  when  at 
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length  they  have  succeeded  in  this  arduous  task,  they  stand 
estranged  from  their  n;i.turai  friends  and  kinsmen :  the  preju- 
dice they  have  crossed  separates  them  from  all,  and  places 
them  in  a  situation  which  soon  breaks  their  courage  and  sours 
their  hearts.  If,  then,  a  couple  married  in  this  manner  are 
first  unhappy  and  afterwards  criminal,  it  ought  net  to  be  at- 
tributed to  the  freedom  of  their  choice,  but  rather  to  their  liv- 
ing in  a  community  in  which  this  freedom  of  choice  is  not 
admitted. 

Moreover  it  should  not  be  forgotten  that  the  same  effort 
which  luukes  a  man  violently  shake  off  a  prevailing  error 
commonly  impels  liiui  beyond  the  bounds  of  reason ;  that,  to 
dare  to  d  jclare  war,  in  however  just  a  cause,  against  the  opin- 
ion of  one's  age  and  country,  a  violent  and  adventurous  spirit 
is  required,  an^"  that  men  of  this  character  seldom  arrive  at 
happiness  or  v'ctue,  whatever  be  the  path  they  follow.  And 
this,  it  may  be  observed  by  the  way,  is  the  reason  why,  in  the 
most  necessary  and  righteous  revolutions,  it  is  so  rare  to  meet 
with  virtuous  or  moderate  revolutionary  characters.  There  is 
then  no  just  ground  for  surprise  if  a  man,  who  in  an  age  of 
aristocracy  chooses  to  cou:.>ult  nothing  but  his  own  opinion  and 
his  own  taste  in  the  choice  of  a  wife,  soon  finds  that  infractions 
of  morality  and  domestic  wretchedness  invade  his  household : 
but  when  this  same  line  of  action  is  in  thv"  natural  and  ordi- 
nary course  of  things,  when  it  is  sanctioned  by  parental  au- 
thority and  backed  by  public  opinion,  it  cannot  be  doubted 
that  the  internal  peace  of  families  will  be  increased  by  it,  and 
conjugal  fidelity  more  rigidly  observed. 

Almost  all  men  in  democracies  are  engaged  in  public  or 
professional  life ;  and  on  the  other  hand  the  limited  extent 
of  common  incomes  obliges  a  wife  to  confine  herself  to  the 
house,  in  order  to  watch  in  persor;  and  very  closely  over  the 
details  of  domestic  economy.  All  these  distinct  and  compul- 
sory occupations  are  so  many  natui  1  barriers,  which,  by  keep- 
ing the  two  sexes  asunder,  render  the  solicitations  of  the  one 
less  frequent  and  less  ardent  —  the  resistance  of  the  other 
more  easy. 

Not  indeed  tb?i  •'•he  equality  of  conditions  can  ever  succeed 
in  making  men  chaste,  but  it  may  impart  a  less  dangerous  char- 
acter to  their  breaches  of  morality.  As  no  one  has  then  either 
suilicient  time  or  opportun'ty  to  assail  a  virtue  armed  in  self- 
defense,  there  will   be   at   the   same   time  a  great  number  of 
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courtesans  and  a  great  number  of  virtuous  women.  This 
state  of  things  causes  lamentable  cases  of  individual  hardship, 
but  it  does  not  prevent  the  body  of  society  from  being  strong 
and  alert :  it  does  not  destroy  family  ties,  or  enervate  the 
morals  of  the  nation.  Society  is  endangered  not  by  the  great 
profligacy  of  a  few,  but  by  laxity  of  morals  amongst  alL  In 
the  eyes  of  a  legislator,  prostitution  is  less  to  be  dreaded  than 
intrigue. 

Tbe  tumultuous  and  constantly  harassed  life  which  equality 
makes  men  lead,  not  only  distracts  them  from  the  passion  of 
love,  by  denying  them  time  to  indulge  in  it,  but  it  diverts  them 
from  it  by  another  more  secret  but  more  certain  road.  AH 
men  who  live  in  democratic  ages  more  or  less  contract  the 
ways  of  thinking  of  the  manufacturing  and  trading  classes  ; 
their  minds  take  a  serious,  deliberate,  and  positive  turn  ;  they 
are  apt  to  relinquish  the  ideal,  in  order  to  pursue  some  visi- 
ble and  proximate  object,  which  appears  to  be  the  natural  and 
necessary  aim  of  their  desires.  Thus  the  princip^e  of  equality 
does  not  destroy  the  imagination,  but  lowers  its  flight  to  the 
level  of  the  earth.  No  men  are  less  addicted  to  reverie  than 
the  citizens  of  a  democracy ;  and  few  of  them  are  ever  known 
to  give  way  to  those  idle  and  solitary  meditations  which  com- 
monly precede  and  produce  the  great  emotions  of  the  heart. 
It  is  true  they  attach  great  importance  to  procuring  for  them- 
selves that  sort  of  deep,  regular,  and  quiet  affection  which 
constitutes  the  charm  and  safeguard  of  life,  but  they  are  not 
apt  to  run  after  those  violent  and  capricious  sources  of  excite- 
ment which  disturb  and  abridge  it. 

I  am  aware  that  all  this  is  only  applicable  in  its  full  extent 
to  America,  and  cannot  at  present  be  extended  to  Europe.  In 
the  course  of  the  last  half-century,  whilst  laws  and  customs 
have  impelled  several  European  nations  with  unexampled  force 
towards  democracy,  we  have  not  had  occasion  to  observe  that 
the  relations  of  man  and  woman  have  become  more  orderly 
or  more  chaste.  In  some  places  the  very  reverse  may  be  de- 
tected :  some  classes  are  more  strict  —  the  general  morality  of 
the  people  appears  to  be  more  lax.  I  do  not  hesitate  to  make 
the  remark,  for  I  am  as  little  disposed  to  flatter  my  contempo- 
raries as  to  malign  them.  This  fact  must  distress,  but  it  ought 
not  to  surprise  us.  The  propitious  influence  which  a  demo- 
cratic state  of  society  may  exercise  upon  orderly  habits  is  one 
of  those  tendencies  which  can  only  be  discovered  after  a  time. 
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If  the  equality  of  conditions  is  favorable  to  purity  of  morals, 
the  social  commotion  by  which  conditions  are  rendered  equal 
is  adverse  to  it.  In  the  last  fifty  years,  during  which  France 
has  been  undergoing  this  transformation,  that  country  has 
rarely  had  freedom,  always  disturbance.  Amidst  this  uni- 
versal confusion  of  notions  and  this  general  stir  of  opinions 
—  amidst  this  incoherent  mixture  of  the  just  and  the  unjust, 
of  truth  and  falsehood,  of  right  and  might  —  public  virtue  has 
become  doubtful,  and  private  morality  wavering.  But  all  revo- 
lutions, whatever  may  have  been  their  object  or  their  agents, 
have  at  first  produced  similar  consequences  ;  even  those  which 
have  in  the  end  drawn  the  bonds  of  morality  more  tightly 
began  by  loosening  them.  The  violations  of  morality  which 
the  French  frequently  witness  do  not  appear  to  me  to  have 
a  permanent  character  ;  and  this  is  already  betokened  by  some 
curious  signs  of  the  times. 

Nothing  is  more  wretchedly  corrupt  than  an  aristocracy 
which  retains  its  wealth  when  it  has  lost  its  power,  and  which 
still  enjoys  a  vast  deal  of  leisure  after  it  is  reduced  to  mere 
vulgar  pastimes.  The  energetic  passions  and  great  conceptions 
which  animated  it  heretofore  leave  it  then  ;  and  nothing  re- 
mains to  it  but  a  host  of  petty  consuming  vices,  which  cling 
about  it  like  worms  upon  a  carcass.  No  one  denies  that  the 
French  aristocracy  of  the  last  century  was  extremely  dissolute  ; 
whereas  established  habits  and  ancient  belief  still  preserved 
some  respect  for  morality  amongst  the  other  classes  of  society. 
Nor  will  it  be  contested  that  at  the  present  day  the  remnants  of 
that  same  aristocracy  exhibit  a  certain  severity  of  morals  ;  whilst 
laxity  of  morals  appears  to  have  spread  amongst  the  middle  and 
lower  ranks.  So  that  the  same  families  which  were  most  prof- 
ligate fifty  years  ago  are  nowadays  the  most  exemplary,  and 
democracy  seems  only  to  have  strengthened  the  morality  of 
the  aristocratic  classes.  The  French  Revolution,  by  dividing 
the  fortunes  of  the  nobility,  by  forcing  them  to  attend  assidu- 
ously to  their  affairs  and  to  their  families,  by  making  tliem 
live  under  the  same  roof  with  their  children,  and  in  short  by 
giving  a  more  rational  and  serious  turn  to  their  minds,  has 
imparted  to  them,  almost  without  their  being  aware  of  it,  a 
reverence  for  religious  belief,  a  love  of  order,  of  tranquil  pleas- 
ures, of  domestic  endearments,  and  of  comfort;  whereas  the 
rest  of  the  nation,  which  had  naturally  these  same  tastes,  was 
carried  away  into  excesses  by  the  effort  which  was  required  to 
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overtliro'w  the  laws  and  political  habits  of  the  country.  The 
old  French  aristocracy  has  undergone  the  consequences  of  the 
revolution,  but  it  neither  felt  the  revolutionary  passions,  nor 
shared  in  the  anarchical  excitement  which  produced  that  crisis ; 
it  may  easily  be  conceived  that  this  aristocracy  feels  the  salu- 
tary influence  of  the  revolution  in  its  manners,  before  those  who 
achieve  it.  It  may  therefore  be  said,  though  at  first  it  seems 
paradoxical,  that,  at  the  present  day,  the  most  anti-democratic 
classes  of  the  nation  principally  exhibit  the  kind  of  morality 
which  may  reasonably  be  anticipated  from  democracy.  I  can- 
not but  think  that  when  we  shall  have  obtained  all  the  effects 
of  this  democratic  revolution,  after  having  got  rid  of  the  tumult 
it  has  caused,  the  observations  which  are  now  only  applicable 
to  the  few  will  gradually  become  true  of  the  whole  community. 

How   THE  AmEKICANS   UNDERSTAND  THE   EQUALITY  OF   THE 

Sexes. 

I  have  shown  how  democracy  destroys  or  modifies  the  dif- 
ferent inequalities  which  originate  in  society ;  but  is  this  all  ? 
or  does  it  not  ultimately  affect  that  great  inequality  of  ma,n  and 
woman  which  has  seemed,  up  to  the  present  day,  to  be  eternally 
based  in  human  nature  ?  I  believe  that  the  social  changes 
which  bring  nearer  to  the  same  level  the  father  and  son,  the 
master  and  servant,  and  superiors  and  inferiors  generally  speak- 
ing, wdll  raise  woman  and  mtike  her  more  and  more  the  equal 
of  man.  But  here,  more  than  ever,  I  feel  the  necessity  of  mak- 
ing myself  clearly  understood ;  for  there  is  no  subject  on  which 
the  coarse  and  lawless  fancies  of  our  age  have  taken  a  freer 
range. 

There  are  people  in  Europe  who,  confounding  together  the 
different  characteristics  of  the  sexes,  would  make  of  man  and 
woman  beings  not  only  equal  but  alike.  They  would  give  to 
both  the  same  functions,  impose  on  both  the  same  duties,  and 
grant  to  both  the  same  rights ;  they  would  mix  them  in  all 
things  —  their  occupations,  their  pleasures,  their  business.  It 
may  readily  be  conceived  that,  by  thus  attempting  to  make  one 
sex  equal  to  the  other,  both  are  degraded ;  and  from  so  prepos- 
terous a  medley  of  the  works  of  nature  nothing  could  ever 
result  but  weak  men  and  disorderly  women. 

It  is  not  thus  that  the  Americans  understand  that  species  of 
democratic  equality  which  may  be  established  between  the  sexes. 
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They  admit  that,  as  nature  has  appointed  such  wide  differences 
between  the  physical  and  moral  constitution  of  man  and  woman, 
her  manifest  design  was  to  give  a  distinct  employment  to  their 
various  faculties ;  and  they  hold  that  improvement  does  not 
consist  in  making  beings  so  dissimilar  do  pretty  nearly  the 
same  things,  but  in  getting  each  of  them  to  fulfill  their  respec- 
tive tasks  in  the  best  possible  manner.  The  Americans  have 
applied  to  the  sexes  the  great  principle  of  political  economy 
which  governs  the  manufactures  of  our  age,  by  carefully  divid- 
ing the  duties  of  man  from  those  of  woman,  in  order  that  the 
great  work  of  society  may  be  the  better  carried  on. 

In  no  country  has  such  constant  care  been  taken  as  in 
America  to  trace  two  clearly  distinct  lines  of  action  for  the 
two  sexes,  and  to  make  them  keep  pace  one  with  the  other,  but 
in  two  pathways  which  are  always  different.  American  women 
never  manage  the  outward  concerns  of  the  family,  or  conduct 
a  business,  or  take  a  part  in  political  life ;  nor  are  they,  on 
the  other  hand,  ever  compelled  to  perform  the  rough  labor  of 
the  fields,  or  to  make  any  of  those  laborious  exertions  which 
demand  the  exertion  of  physical  strength.  No  families  are  so 
poor  as  to  form  an  exception  to  this  rule.  If  on  the  one  hand 
an  American  woman  cannot  escape  from  the  quiet  circle  of 
domestic  employments,  on  the  other  hand  she  is  never  forced 
to  go  beyond  it.  Hence  it  is  that  the  women  of  America, 
who  often  exhibit  a  masculine  strength  of  understanding  and 
a  manl}'-  energy,  generally  preserve  great  delicacy  of  personal 
appearance  and  always  retain  the  manners  of  women,  although 
they  sometimes  show  that  they  have  the  hearts  and  minds  of 
men. 

Nor  have  the  Americans  ever  supposed  that  one  consequence 
of  democratic  principles  is  the  subversion  of  marital  power,  or 
the  confusion  of  the  natural  authorities  in  families.  They  hold 
that  every  association  must  have  a  head  in  order  to  accomplish 
its  object,  and  that  the  natural  head  of  the  conjugal  association 
is  man.  They  do  not  therefore  deny  him  the  right  of  directing 
his  partner;  and  they  maintain  that  in  the  smaller  association 
of  husband  and  wife,  as  well  as  in  the  great  social  community, 
the  object  of  democracy  is  to  regulate  and  legalize  the  powers 
which  are  necessary,  not  to  subvert  all  power.  This  opinion 
is  not  peculiar  to  oue  sex,  and  contested  by  the  other :  I 
never  observed  that  the  women  of  America  consider  conjugal 
authority  as  a  fortunate  usurpation  of  their  rights,  nor  that 
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they  thought  themselves  degraded  by  submitting  to  it.  It 
appeared  to  me,  on  the  contrary,  that  they  attach  a  sort  of 
pride  to  the  voluntary  surrender  of  their  own  will,  and  make  it 
their  boast  to  bend  themselves  to  the  yoke,  not  to  shake  it  off. 
Such  at  least  is  the  feeling  expressed  by  the  most  virtuous  of 
their  sex ;  the  others  are  silent ;  and  in  the  United  States  it  is 
not  the  practice  for  a  guilty  wife  to  clamor  for  the  rights  of 
women,  whilst  she  is  trampling  on  her  holiest  duties. 

It  has  often  been  remarked  that  in  Europe  a  certain  degree 
of  contempt  lurks  even  in  the  flattery  which  men  lavish  upon 
women  :  although  a  European  frequently  affects  to  be  the  slave 
of  woman,  it  may  be  seen  that  he  never  sincerely  thinks  her  his 
equal.  In  the  United  States  men  seldom  compliment  women, 
but  they  daily  show  how  much  they  esteem  them.  They  con- 
stantly display  an  entire  confidence  in  the  understanding  of  a 
wife,  and  a  profound  respect  for  her  freedom ;  they  have  de- 
cided that  her  mind  is  just  as  fitted  as  that  of  a  man  to  discover 
the  plain  truth,  and  her  heart  as  firm  to  embrace  it ;  and  they 
have  never  sought  to  place  her  virtue,  any  more  than  his,  under 
the  shelter  of  prejudice,  ignorance,  and  fear.  It  would  seem 
that  in  Europe,  where  man  so  easily  submits  to  the  despotic 
sway  of  women,  they  are  nevertheless  curtailed  of  some  of  the 
greatest  qualities  of  the  human  species,  and  considered  as  seduc- 
tive but  imperfect  beings  ;  and  (what  may  well  provoke  aston- 
ishment) women  ultimately  look  upon  themselves  in  the  same 
light,  and  almost  consider  it  as  a  privilege  that  they  are  en- 
titled to  show  themselves  futile,  feeble,  and  timid.  The  women 
of  America  claim  no  such  privileges. 

Again,  it  may  be  said  that  in  our  morals  we  have  reserved 
strange  immunities  to  man  ;  so  that  there  is,  as  it  were,  one 
virtue  for  his  use,  and  another  for  the  guidance  of  his  partner ; 
and  that,  according  to  the  opinion  of  the  public,  the  very  same 
act  may  be  punished  alternately  as  a  crime  or  only  as  a  fault. 
The  Amaricans  know  not  this  iniquitous  division  of  duties 
and  rights  ;  amongst  them  the  seducer  is  as  much  dishonored 
as  his  victim.  It  is  true  that  the  Americans  rarely  lavish  upon 
women  those  eager  attentions  which  are  commonly  paid  them 
in  Europe  ;  but  their  conduct  to  women  always  implies  that 
they  suppose  them  to  be  virtuous  and  refined  ;  and  such  is  the 
respect  entertained  for  the  moral  freedom  of  the  sex  that  in 
the  presence  of  a  woman  the  most  guarded  language  is  used, 
lest  her  ear  should  be  offended  by  an  expression.     In  America 
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a  young  unmarried  woman  may,  alone  and  without  fear,  under- 
take a  long  journey. 

The  legislators  of  the  United  States,  who  have  mitigated 
almost  all  the  penalties  of  criminal  law,  still  make  rape  a 
capital  offense,  and  no  crime  is  visited  with  more  inexorable 
severity  by  public  opinion.  This  may  be  accounted  for ;  as  the 
Americans  can  conceive  nothing  more  precious  than  a  woman's 
honor,  and  nothing  which  ought  so  much  to  be  respected  as 
her  independence,  they  hold  that  no  punishment  is  too  severe 
for  the  man  who  deprives  her  of  them  against  her  will.  In 
France,  where  the  same  offense  is  visited  with  far  milder  pen- 
alties, it  is  frequently  difficult  to  get  a  verdict  from  a  jury 
against  the  prisoner.  Is  this  a  consequence  of  contempt  of 
decency  or  contempt  of  women  ?  I  cannot  but  believe  that  it 
is  a  contempt  of  one  and  of  the  other. 

Thus  the  Americans  do  not  think  that  man  and  woman 
have  either  the  duty  or  the  right  to  perform  the  same  offices, 
but  they  show  an  equal  regard  for  both  their  respective  parts  ; 
and  though  their  lot  is  different,  they  consider  both  of  them 
as  beings  of  equal  value.  They  do  not  give  to  the  courage  of 
woman  the  same  form  or  the  same  direction  as  to  that  of  man ; 
but  they  never  doubt  her  courage  :  and  if  they  hold  that  man 
and  his  partner  ought  not  alwa3^s  to  exercise  their  intellect  and 
understanding  in  the  same  manner,  they  at  least  believe  the 
understanding  of  the  one  to  be  as  sound  as  that  of  the  other, 
and  her  intellect  to  be  as  clear.  Thus,  then,  whilst  they  have 
allowed  the  social  inferiority  of  woman  to  subsist,  they  have 
done  all  they  could  to  raise  her  morally  and  intellectually  to 
the  level  of  man ;  and  in  this  respect  they  appear  to  me  to 
have  excellently  understood  the  true  principle  of  democratic 
imjarovement.  As  for  myself,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  avow  that, 
although  the  women  of  the  United  States  are  confined  within 
the  narrow  circle  of  domestic  life,  and  their  situation  is  in  some 
respects  one  of  extreme  dependence,  I  have  nowhere  seen  woman 
occupying  a  loftier  position  ;  and  if  I  were  asked,  now  that  I 
am  drawing  to  the  close  of  this  work,  in  which  I  have  spoken 
of  so  many  important  things  done  by  the  Americans,  to  what 
the  singular  prosperity  and  growing  strength  of  that  people 
ought  mainly  to  be  attributed,  I  should  reply,  —  to  the  superi- 
ority of  their  women. 
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By  ALEXIS  DE  TOCQUEVILLE. 
(From  "  Democracy  in  America.") 

I  FIND  in  my  traveling  journal  a  passage  which  may  serve 
to  convey  a  more  complete  notion  of  the  trials  to  which  the 
women  of  America,  who  consent  to  follow  their  husbands  into 
the  wilds,  are  often  subjected.  This  description  has  nothing 
to  recommend  it  to  the  reader  but  its  strict  accuracy. 

"...  From  time  to  time  we  come  to  fresh  clearings ;  all 
these  places  are  alike  ;  I  shall  describe  the  one  at  which  we 
have  halted  to-night,  for  it  will  serve  to  remind  me  of  all  the 
others. 

The  bell  which  the  pioneers  hang  round  the  necks  of  their 
cattle,  in  order  to  find  them  again  in  the  woods,  announced  our 
approach  to  a  clearing,  when  we  were  yet  a  long  way  off;  and  we 
soon  afterwards  heard  the  stroke  of  the  hatchet,  hewing  down 
the  trees  of  the  forest.  As  we  came  nearer,  traces  of  destruc- 
tion marked  the  presence  of  civilized  man  ;  the  road  was  strewn 
with  shattered  boughs ;  trunks  of  trees,  half  consumed  by  fire, 
or  cleft  by  the  wedge,  were  still  standing  in  the  track  we  were 
following.  We  continued  to  proceed  till  Ave  reached  a  v/ood 
in  which  all  the  trees  seemed  to  have  been  suddenly  struck 
dead ;  in  the  height  of  summer  their  boughs  were  as  leafless  as 
in  winter  ;  and  upon  closer  examination  we  found  that  a  deep 
circle  had  been  cut  round  the  bark,  which  by  stopping  the  cir- 
culation of  the  sap,  soon  kills  the  tree.  We  were  informed 
that  this  is  commonly  the  first  thing  a  pioneer  does ;  as  he 
cannot  in  the  first  year  cut  down  all  the  trees  which  cover  his 
new  parcel  of  land,  he  sows  Indian  corn  under  their  branches, 
and  puts  the  trees  to  death  in  order  to  prevent  them  from  injur- 
ing his  crop. 

Beyond  this  field,  at  present  imperfectly  traced  out,  we 
suddenly  came  upon  the  cabin  of  its  owner,  situated  in  the 
center  of  a  plot  of  ground  more  carefully  cultivated  than  the 
rest,  but  where  man  was  still  waging  unequal  warfare  with 
the  forest ;  there  the  trees  were  cut  down,  but  their  roots  were 
not  removed,  and  the  trunks  still  encumbered  the  ground  which 

*  By  permission  of  Longmans,  Green  &  Co.     (Crown  8vo.,  price  16s.) 
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they  so  recently  shaded.  Around  these  dry  blocks,  wheat, 
suckers  of  trees,  and  plants  of  every  kind  grow  and  intertwine 
in  all  tlie  luxuriance  of  wild,  untutored  Nature.  Amidst  this 
vigorous  and  various  vegetation  stands  the  house  of  the  pioneer, 
or,  as  they  call  it,  the  log  house.  Like  the  ground  about  it, 
this  rustic  dwelling  bore  marks  of  recent  and  hasty  labor  ;  its 
length  seemed  not  to  exceed  thirty  feet,  its  heiglit  fifteen  ;  the 
walls  as  well  as  the  roof  were  formed  of  rough  trunks  of  trees, 
between  which  a  little  moss  and  clay  had  been  inserted  to  keep 
out  the  cold  and  rain. 

As  night  was  coming  on,  we  determined  to  ask  the  master 
of  the  log  house  for  a  lodging.  At  the  sound  of  our  footsteps, 
the  children  who  were  playing  amongst  the  scattered  branches 
sprang  up  and  ran  towards  the  house,  as  if  they  were  fright- 
ened at  the  sight  of  man ;  whilst  two  large  dogs,  almost  wild, 
with  ears  erect  and  outstretched  nose,  came  growling  out  of 
their  hut,  to  cover  the  retreat  of  their  young  masters.  The 
pioneer  himself  made  his  appearance  at  the  door  of  his  dwell- 
ing ;  he  looked  at  us  with  a  rapid  and  inquisitive  glance,  made 
a  sign  to  the  dogs  to  go  into  the  house,  and  set  them  the  ex- 
ample, without  betraying  either  curiosity  or  apprehension  at 
our  arrival. 

We  entered  the  log  house  :  the  inside  is  quite  unlike  that  of 
the  cottages  of  the  peasantry  of  Europe  :  it  contains  more  that 
is  superfluous,  less  that  is  necessary.  A  single  window  with  a 
muslin  blind ;  on  a  hearth  of  trodden  clay  an  immense  fire, 
which  lights  the  whole  structure;  above  the  hearth  a  good 
rifle,  a  deer's  skin,  and  plumes  of  eagles'  feathers ;  on  the  right 
hand  of  the  chimney  a  map  of  the  United  States,  raised  and 
shaken  by  the  wind  through  the  crannies  in  the  wall ;  near  the 
map,  upon  a  shelf  formed  of  a  roughly  hewn  plank,  a  few  vol- 
umes of  books,' — a  Bible,  the  six  first  books  of  Milton,  and 
two  of  Shakespeare's  plays ;  along  the  wall,  trunks  instead  of 
jlosets  ;  in  the  center  of  the  room  a  rude  table,  with  legs  of 
green  wood,  and  with  the  bark  still  upon  them,  looking  as  if 
they  grew  out  of  the  ground  on  which  they  stood ;  but  on  this 
table  a  teapot  of  British  ware,  silver  spoons,  cracked  teacups, 
and  some  newspapers. 

The  master  of  this  dwelling  has  the  strong  angular  features 
and  lank  limbs  peculiar  to  the  native  of  New  England.  It  is 
evident  that  this  man  was  not  born  in  the  solitude  in  which  we 
have  met  with  him  :  his  physical  constitution  suffices  to  show 
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that  his  earlier  years  were  spent  in  the  midst  of  civilized 
society,  and  that  he  belongs  to  that  restless,  calculating,  and 
adventurous  race  of  men  who  do  with  the  utmost  coolness 
things  only  to  be  accounted  for  by  the  ardor  of  the  passions, 
and  who  endure  the  life  of  savages  for  a  time,  in  order  to  con- 
quer and  civilize  the  backwoods. 

When  the  pioneer  perceived  that  we  were  crossing  his 
threshold,  he  came  to  meet  us  and  shake  hands,  as  is  their 
custom  ;  but  his  face  was  quite  unmoved  ;  he  oj^ened  the  con- 
versation by  inquiring  what  was  going  on  in  the  world ;  and 
"when  his  curiosity  was  satisfied,  he  held  his  peace,  as  if  he 
were  tired  by  the  noise  and  importunity  of  mankind.  Wheia 
we  questioned  him  in  our  turn,  he  gave  us  all  the  information 
we  required  ;  he  then  attended  sedulously,  but  without  eager- 
ness, to  our  personal  wants.  Whilst  he  was  engaged  in  pro- 
viding thus  kindly  for  us,  how  came  it  that  in  spite  of  ourselves 
we  felt  our  gratitude  die  upon  our  lips  ?  It  is  that  our  host 
whilst  he  performs  the  duties  of  hospitality,  seems  to  be  obey- 
ing an  irksome  necessity  of  his  condition :  he  treats  it  as  a  duty 
imposed  upon  him  by  his  situation,  not  as  a  pleasure.  By  the 
side  of  the  hearth  sits  a  woman  with  a  baby  on  her  lap :  she 
nods  to  us  without  disturbing  herself.  Like  the  pioneer,  this 
woman  is  in  the  prime  of  life  ;  her  appearance  would  seem 
superior  to  her  condition,  and  her  apparel  even  betrays  a  lin- 
gering taste  for  dress  ;  but  her  delicate  limbs  ajDpear  shrunken, 
her  features  are  drawn  in,  her  eye  is  mild  and  melancholy ;  her 
whole  physiognomy  bears  marks  of  a  degree  of  religious  resig- 
nation, a  deep  quiet  of  all  passions,  and  some  sort  of  natural 
and  tranquil  firmness,  ready  to  meet  all  the  ills  of  life,  without 
fearing  and  without  braving  them.  Her  children  cluster  about 
her,  full  of  health,  turbulence,  and  energy :  they  are  true  chil- 
dren of  the  wilderness ;  their  mother  watches  them  from  time 
to  time  with  mingled  melancholy  and  joy :  to  look  at  their 
strength  and  her  languor,  one  might  imagine  that  the  life  she 
has  given  them  has  exhausted  her  own,  and  still  she  regrets 
not  wdiat  they  have  cost  her. 

The  house  inhabited  by  these  emigrants  has  no  iiiternal 
partition  or  loft.  In  the  one  chamber  of  which  it  consists 
the  whole  family  is  gathered  for  the  night.  The  dwelling  is 
itself  a  little  world  —  an  ark  of  civilization  amidst  an  ocean  of 
foliage :  a  hundred  steps  beyond  it  the  primeval  forest  spreads 
its  shades,  and  solitude  resumes  its  sway. 
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THE   UNITED   STATES. 

By  lord  BYRON. 
(From  "  Ode  on  Venice.") 

■  One  great  clime, 


Whose  vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean 

Are  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 

Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  and 

Bequeathed  —  a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand, 

And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land, 

"Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  motion, 

As  if  his  senseless  scepter  were  a  wand 

Eull  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science  — 

Still  one  great  clime,  in  full  and  free  defiance, 

Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquered  and  sublime, 

Above  the  far  Atlantic  !  —  She  has  taught 

Her  Esau  brethren  that  the  haughty  flag, 

The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag, 

May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have  bought 

Rights  cheaply  earned  with  blood. 


-x>j*;c 


FROM   WEBSTER'S   REPLY   TO   HAYNE. 

[Daniei.  Webster,  American  statesman  and  orator,  was  born  January  18, 
1782,  in  Salisbury,  N.H.  ;  graduated  at  Dartmouth  in  1801  ;  became  a  leading 
lawyer  at  the  then  capital  of  New  Hampshire,  Portsmouth  ;  was  in  Congress 
(1813-1815)  as  a  Federalist ;  from  1816  to  1823  practiced  law  in  Boston,  and  was 
regarded  as  in  the  foremost  rank  of  lawyers  and  orators.  The  Dartmouth  College 
case  was  argued  in  1818  ;  he  was  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  Constitutional 
Convention  in  1820  ;  in  December,  I82O,  delivered  his  address  on  the  200th  anni- 
versary of  the  landing  of  the  Pilgrims.  In  1822  he  was  again  elected  to  Congress ; 
from  1828  to  1842  was  United  States  senator.  In  the  House  he  was  chairman 
of  the  Judiciary  Committee.  In  the  Senate  he  delivered  his  reply  to  Ilayne  June 
26-27, 1830.  His  oration  on  the  laying  of  the  corner  stone  of  Bunker  Hill  monument 
was  delivered  June  17,  1825.  He  was  Secretary  of  State  (1841-1843)  under  Har- 
rison and  Tyler,  and  negotiated  the  Ashburton  Treaty  ;  he  resigned  in  1843,  and 
in  1845  was  returned  to  the  Senate.  He  opposed  the  annexation  of  Texas  and 
the  Mexican  War.  In  1848  he  was  candidate  for  the  presidency.  In  1850  he 
supported  the  compromises,  including  the  Fugitive  Slave  Act,  and  was  appointed 
Secretary  of  Slate  by  Fillmore  ;  in  1852  was  again  a  candidate  for  the  presi- 
dency ;  and  died  October  24  of  that  year,  ] 

There  yet  remains  to  be  performed,  Mr.  President,  by  far 
the  most  grave  and  important  duty  which  I  feel  to  be  devolved 
on  me  by  this  occasion.     It  is  to  state,  and  to  defend,  what  I 
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conceive  to  be  the  true  principles  of  the  constitution  under 
which  we  are  here  assembled.  I  might  well  have  desired  that 
so  weighty  a  task  should  have  fallen  into  other  and  abler  hands. 
I  could  have  wished  that  it  should  have  been  executed  by  those 
whose  character  and  experience  give  weight  and  influence  to 
their  opinions,  such  as  cannot  possibly  belong  to  mine.  But, 
sir,  I  have  met  the  occasion,  not  sought  it ;  and  I  shall  proceed 
to  state  my  own  sentiments,  without  challenging  for  them  any 
particular  regard,  with  studied  plainness,  and  as  much  precision 
as  possible. 

I  understand  the  honorable  gentleman  from  South  Carolina 
to  maintain  that  it  is  a  right  of  the  state  legislatures  to  inter- 
fere, whenever,  in  tlieir  judgment,  this  government  transcends 
its  constitutional  limits,  and  to  arrest  the  operation  of  its  laws. 

I  understand  him  to  maintain  this  right,  as  a  right  existing 
under  the  constitution,  not  as  a  right  to  overthrow  it  on  the 
ground  of  extreme  necessity,  such  as  would  justify  violent 
revolution. 

I  understand  him  to  maintain  an  authority,  on  the  part  of 
the  states,  thus  to  interfere,  for  the  purpose  of  correcting  the 
exercise  of  power  by  the  general  government,  of  checking  it, 
and  of  compelling  it  to  conform  to  their  opinion  of  the  extent  of 
its  powers. 

I  understand  him  to  maintain  that  the  ultimate  power  of 
judging  of  the  constitutional  extent  of  its  own  authority  is  not 
lodged  exclusively  in  the  general  government,  or  any  branch 
of  it ;  but  that,  on  the  contrary,  the  states  may  lawfully  decide 
for  themselves,  and  each  state  for  itself,  whether,  in  a  given 
case,  the  act  of  the  general  government  transcends  its  power. 

I  understand  him  to  insist  that,  if  the  exigency  of  the  case, 
in  the  opinion  of  any  state  government,  require  it,  such  state 
government  may,  by  its  own  sovereign  authority,  annul  an  act 
of  the  general  government  which  it  deems  plainly  and  palpably 
unconstitutional. 

This  is  the  sum  of  what  I  understand  from  him  to  be  the 
South  Carolina  doctrine,  and  the  doctrine  which  he  maintains. 
I  propose  to  consider  it,  and  compare  it  with  the  constitution. 
Allow  me  to  say,  as  a  preliminary  remark,  that  I  call  this  the 
South  Carolina  doctrine  only  because  the  gentleman  himself 
has  so  denominated  it.  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  say  that 
South  Carolina,  as  a  state,  has  ever  advanced  these  sentiments. 
I  hope  she  has  not  and  never  may.     That  a  great  majority  of 
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her  people  are  opposed  to  the  tariff  laws,  is  doubtless  true. 
That  a  majority,  somewhat  less  than  that  just  mentioned,  con- 
scientiously believe  these  laws  unconstitutional,  may  probably 
also  be  true.  But  that  any  majority  holds  to  the  right  of  direct 
state  interference  at  state  discretion,  the  right  of  nullifying 
acts  of  congress  by  acts  of  state  legislation,  is  more  than  I 
know,  and  what  I  shall  be  slow  to  believe. 

That  there  are  individuals  besides  the  honorable  gentleman 
who  do  maintain  these  opinions,  is  quite  certain.  I  recollect 
the  recent  expression  of  a  sentiment,  which  circumstances 
attending  its  utterance  and  publication  justify  us  in  supposing 
was  not  unpremeditated.  "  The  sovereignty  of  the  state  — 
never  to  bo  controlled,  construed,  or  decided  on,  but  by  her 
own  feelings  of  honorable  justice." 

Mr.  Hayne  here  rose  and  said  that,  for  the  purpose  of  being 
clearly  understood,  he  would  state  that  his  proposition  was,  in 
the  words  of  the  Virginia  resolution,  as  follows  :  — 

"That  this  assembly  doth  explicitly  and  peremptorily  de- 
clare that  it  views  the  powers  of  the  federal  government,  as 
resulting  from  the  compact  to  which  the  states  are  parties, 
as  limited  by  the  plain  sense  and  intention  of  the  instrument 
constituting  that  compact,  as  no  farther  valid  than  they  are 
authorized  by  the  grants  enumerated  in  that  compact ;  and 
that,  in  case  of  a  deliberate,  palpable,  and  dangerous  exercise 
of  other  powers,  not  granted  by  the  said  compact,  the  states 
who  are  parties  thereto  have  the  right,  and  are  in  duty  bound, 
to  interpose,  for  arresting  the  progress  of  the  evil,  and  for  main- 
taining within  their  respective  limits  the  authorities,  rights,  and 
liberties  appertaining  to  them." 

Mr.  Webster  resumed :  — 

I  am  quite  aware,  Mr.  President,  of  the  existence  of  the 
resolution  which  the  gentleman  read,  and  has  now  repeated, 
and  that  he  relies  on  it  as  his  authority.  I  know  the  source, 
too,  from  which  it  is  understood  to  have  proceeded.  I  need 
not  say  that  I  have  much  respect  for  the  constitutional  opin- 
ions of  Mr.  Madison  ;  they  would  weigh  greatly  with  me 
always.  But  before  the  authority  of  his  opinion  be  vouched 
for  the  gentleman's  proposition,  it  will  be  proper  to  consider 
what  is  the  fair  interpretation  of  that  resolution  to  which 
Mr.  Madison  is  understood  to  have  given  his  sanction.     As  the 
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gentleman  construes  it,  it  is  an  authority  for  him.  Possibly, 
he  may  not  have  adopted  the  right  construction.  That  reso- 
lution declares  that,  in  the  case  of  the  dangerous  exercise  of 
powers  not  granted  hy  the  general  governme7it^  the  states  may  in- 
terpose to  arrest  the  progress  of  the  evil.  But  how  interpose,  and 
what  does  this  declaration  purport?  Does  it  mean  no  more 
than  that  there  may  be  extreme  cases,  in  which  the  people,  in 
any  mode  of  assembling,  may  resist  usurpation,  and  relieve 
themselves  from  a  tyrannical  government  ?  No  one  will  deny 
this.  Such  resistance  is  not  only  acknowledged  to  be  just  in 
America,  but  in  England,  also.  Blackstone  admits  as  much  in 
the  theory,  and  practice,  too,  of  the  English  constitution.  We, 
sir,  who  oppose  the  Carolina  doctrine,  do  not  deny  that  the 
people  may,  if  they  choose,  throw  off  any  government  when  it 
becomes  oppressive  and  intolerable,  and  erect  a  better  in  its 
stead.  We  all  know  that  civil  institutions  are  established  for 
the  public  benefit,  and  that  when  they  cease  to  answer  the  ends 
of  their  existence  they  may  be  changed.  But  I  do  not  under- 
stand the  doctrine  now  contended  for  to  be  that  which,  for  the 
sake  of  distinction,  we  may  call  the  right  of  revolution.  I 
understand  the  gentleman  to  maintain  that,  without  revolu- 
tion, without  civil  commotion,  without  rebellion,  a  remedy  for 
supposed  abuse  and  transgression  of  the  powers  of  the  general 
government  lies  in  a  direct  appeal  to  the  interference  of  the 
state  governments. 

Mr.  Hayne  here  rose :  he  did  not  contend,  he  said,  for  the 
mere  right  of  revolution,  but  for  the  right  of  constitutional 
resistance.  What  he  maintained  was  that,  in  case  of  a  plain, 
palpable  violation  of  the  constitution  by  the  general  govern- 
ment, a  state  may  interpose ;  and  that  this  interposition  is 
constitutional. 

Mr.  Webster  resumed  :  — 

So,  sir,  I  understood  the  gentleman,  and  am  happy  to  find 
that  I  did  not  misunderstand  him.  What  he  contends  for  is 
that  it  is  constitutional  to  interrupt  the  administration  of  the 
constitution  itself,  in  the  hands  of  those  who  are  chosen  and 
sworn  to  administer  it,  by  the  direct  interference,  in  form  of 
law,  of  the  states,  in  virtue  of  their  sovereign  capacity.  The 
inherent  right  in  the  people  to  reform  their  government  I  do 
not  deny  ;  and  they  have  another  right,  and  that  is,  to  resist 
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luiconstitulional  laws,  without  overturning  the  government. 
It  is  no  doctrine  of  mine  that  unconstitutional  laws  bind  the 
people.  The  great  question  is,  Whose  prerogative  is  it  to  de- 
cide on  the  constitutionality  or  unconstitutionality  of  the  laws  ? 
On  that,  the  main  debate  hinges.  The  proposition  that,  in  case 
of  a  supposed  violation  of  the  constitution  by  congress  the 
states  have  a  constitutional  right  to  interfere  and  annul  the 
law  of  congress,  is  the  proposition  of  the  gentleman.  I  do 
not  admit  it.  If  the  gentleman  had  intended  no  more  than  to 
assert  the  right  of  revolution  for  justifiable  cause,  he  would 
have  said  only  what  all  agree  to.  But  I  cannot  conceive  that 
there  can  be  a  middle  course,  between  submission  to  the  laws, 
when  regularly  pronounced  constitutional,  on  the  one  hand, 
and  open  resistance,  which  is  revolution  or  rebellion,  on  the 
other.  I  sa}',  the  right  of  a  state  to  annul  a  law  of  Congress 
cannot  be  maintained,  but  on  the  ground  of  the  inalienable 
right  of  man  to  resist  oppression  ;  that  is  to  say,  upon  the 
ground  of  revolution.  I  admit  that  there  is  an  ultimate  violent 
remedy,  above  the  constitution  and  in  defiance  of  the  constitu- 
tion, which  may  be  resorted  to  when  a  revolution  is  to  be 
justified.  But  I  do  not  admit  that,  under  the  constitution 
and  in  conformity  with  it,  there  is  any  mode  in  which  a  state 
government,  as  a  member  of  the  Union,  can  interfere  and  stop 
the  progress  of  the  general  government,  by  force  of  her  own 
laws,  under  any  circiunstances  whatever. 

This  leads  us  to  inquire  into  the  origin  of  this  government 
and  the  source  of  its  power.  Whose  agent  is  it?  Is  it  the 
creature  of  the  state  legislatures,  or  the  creature  of  the  people  ? 
If  the  government  of  the  United  States  be  the  agent  of  the 
state  governments,  then  they  may  control  it,  provided  they  can 
agree  in  the  manner  of  controlling  it;  if  it  be  the  agent  of  the 
people,  then  the  people  alone  can  control  it,  restrain  it,  modify, 
or  reform  it.  It  is  observable  enough  that  the  doctrine  for 
which  the  honorable  gentleman  contends  leads  him  to  the 
necessity  of  maintaining,  not  only  that  this  general  govern- 
ment is  the  creature  of  the  states,  but  that  it  is  the  creature  of 
each  of  the  states  severally,  so  that  each  may  assert  the  power 
for  itself  of  determining  whether  it  acts  within  the  limits  of  its 
authority.  It  is  the  servant  of  four  and  twenty  masters,  of 
different  wills  and  different  purposes,  and  yet  bound  to  obey 
all.  This  absurdity  (for  it  seems  no  less)  arises  from  a  mis- 
conception as  to  the  origin  of   this  government  and  its  true 
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character.  It  is,  sir,  the  people's  constitution,  the  people's 
government,  made  for  the  people,  made  by  the  people,  and 
answerable  to  the  people.  The  people  of  the  United  States 
have  declared  that  this  constitution  shall  be  the  supreme  law. 
We  must  either  admit  the  proposition,  or  dispute  the  authority. 
The  states  are,  unquestionably,  sovereign,  so  far  as  their  sov- 
ereignty is  not  affected  by  this  supreme  law.  But  the  state 
legislatures,  as  political  bodies,  however  sovereign,  are  yet  not 
sovereign  over  the  people.  So  far  as  the  people  have  given 
power  to  the  general  government,  so  far  the  grant  is  unques- 
tionably good,  and  the  government  holds  of  the  people,  and 
not  of  the  state  governments.  We  are  all  agents  of  the  same 
supreme  power,  the  people.  The  general  government  and  the 
state  governments  derive  their  authority  from  the  same  source. 
Neither  can,  in  relation  to  the  other,  be  called  primary,  though 
one  is  definite  and  restricted,  and  the  other  general  and  residu- 
ary. The  national  government  possesses  those  powers  which 
it  can  be  shown  the  ]3eople  have  conferred  on  it,  and  no  more. 
All  the  rest  belongs  to  the  state  governments,  or  to  the  people 
themselves.  So  far  as  the  people  have  restrained  state  sov- 
ereignty, by  the  expression  of  their  will,  in  the  constitution  of 
the  United  States,  so  far,  it  must  be  admitted,  state  sovereignty 
is  effectually  controlled.  I  do  not  contend  that  it  is,  or  ought 
to  be,  controlled  farther.  The  sentiment  to  which  I  have  re- 
ferred propounds  that  state  sovereignty  is  only  to  be  controlled 
by  its  own  "feeling  of  justice";  that  is  to  say,  it  is  not  to  be 
controlled  at  all,  for  one  who  is  to  follow  his  own  feelings  is 
under  no  legal  control.  Now,  however  men  may  think  this 
ought  to  be,  the  fact  is  that  the  people  of  the  United  States 
have  chosen  to  impose  control  on  state  sovereignties.  There 
are  those,  doubtless,  who  wish  they  had  been  left  without 
restraint ;  but  the  constitution  has  ordered  the  matter  differ- 
ently. To  make  war,  for  instance,  is  an  exercise  of  sover- 
eignty ;  but  the  constitution  declares  that  no  state  shall  make 
war.  To  coin  money  is  another  exercise  of  sovereign  power ; 
but  no  state  is  at  liberty  to  coin  money.  Again,  the  constitu- 
tion says  that  no  sovereign  state  shall  be  so  sovereign  as  to 
make  a  treaty.  These  prohibitions,  it  must  be  confessed,  are  a 
control  on  the  state  sovereignty  of  South  Carolina,  as  well  as  of 
the  other  states,  which  does  not  arise  "from  her  own  feelings 
of  honorable  justice."  Such  an  opinion,  therefore,  is  in  defiance 
of  the  plainest  provisions  of  the  constitution. 
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There  are  other  proceedings  of  public  bodies  which  have 
already  been  alluded  to,  and  to  which  I  refer  again,  for  the 
purpose  of  ascertaining  more  fully  what  is  the  length  and 
breadth  of  that  doctrine,  denominated  the  Carolina  doctrine, 
which  the  honorable  member  has  now  stood  up  on  this  floor  to 
maintain.  In  one  of  them  I  find  it  resolved  that  "the  tariff 
of  1828,  and  every  other  tariff  designed  to  promote  one  branch 
of  industr}'-  at  the  expense  of  others,  is  contrary  to  the  mean- 
ing and  intention  of  the  federal  compact  ;  and,  as  such,  a 
dangerous,  palpable,  and  deliberate  usurpation  of  power,  by  a 
determined  majority,  wielding  the  general  government  beyond 
the  limits  of  its  delegated  powers,  as  calls  upon  the  states 
which  compose  the  suffering  minority,  in  their  sovereign  ca- 
pacity, to  exercise  the  powers  which,  as  sovereigns,  necessarily 
devolve  upon  them,  when  their  compact  is  violated." 

Observe,  sir,  that  this  resolution  holds  the  tariff  of  1828, 
and  every  other  tariff  designed  to  promote  one  branch  of  in- 
dustry at  the  expense  of  another,  to  be  such  a  dangerous, 
palpable,  and  deliberate  usurpation  of  power,  as  calls  upon  the 
states,  in  their  sovereign  capacity,  to  interfere  by  their  own 
authority.  This  denunciation,  Mr.  President,  you  will  please 
to  observe,  includes  our  old  tariff  of  1816,  as  well  as  others; 
because  that  was  established  to  promote  the  interest  of  the 
manufacturers  of  cotton,  to  the  manifest  and  admitted  injury 
of  the  Calcutta  cotton  trade.  Observe,  again,  that  all  the 
qualifications  are  here  rehearsed  and  charged  upon  the  tariff, 
which  are  necessary  to  bring  the  case  within  the  gentleman's 
proposition.  The  tariff  is  a  usurpation  ;  it  is  a  dangerous 
usurpation  ;  it  is  a  palpable  usurpation  ;  it  is  a  deliberate 
usurpation.  It  is  such  a  usurpation,  therefore,  as  calls  upon 
the  states  to  exercise  their  right  of  interference.  Here  is  a 
case,  then,  within  the  gentleman's  principles,  and  all  his  quali- 
fications of  his  principles.  It  is  a  case  for  action.  The  consti- 
tution is  plainly,  dangerously,  palpably,  and  deliberately 
violated  ;  and  the  states  must  interpose  their  own  authority 
to  arrest  the  law.  Let  us  suppose  the  state  of  South  Carolina 
to  express  this  same  opinion,  by  the  voice  of  her  legislature. 
That  would  be  very  imposing ;  but  what  then  ?  Is  the  voice 
of  one  state  conclusive  ?  It  so  happens  that,  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  South  Carolina  resolves  that  the  tariff  laws  are 
unconstitutional,  Pennsylvania  and  Kentucky  resolve  exactly 
the  reverse.      They  hold  those  laws  to  be  both  highly  proper 
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and  strictly  constitutional.  And  now,  sir,  how  does  the  honor- 
able member  propose  to  deal  with  this  case  ?  How  does  he 
relieve  us  from  this  difficulty,  upon  any  principle  of  his  ?  His 
construction  gets  us  into  it ;  how  does  he  propose  to  get  us  out  ? 

In  Carolina,  the  tariff  is  a  palpable,  deliberate  usurpation  ; 
Carolina,  therefore,  may  nullify  it,  and  refuse  to  pay  the  duties. 
In  Pennsylvania,  it  is  both  clearly  constitutional  and  highly  ex- 
pedient ;  and  there  the  duties  are  to  be  paid.  And  yet  we  live 
under  a  government  of  uniform  laws,  and  under  a  constitution, 
too,  which  contains  an  express  provision,  as  it  happens,  that  all 
duties  shall  be  equal  in  all  the  states.  Does  not  this  approach 
absurdity  ? 

If  there  be  no  power  to  settle  such  questions,  independent 
of  either  of  the  states,  is  not  the  whole  Union  a  rope  of  sand  ? 
Are  we  not  thrown  back  again,  precisely,  upon  the  old  confed- 
eration ? 

It  is  too  plain  to  be  argued.  Four  and  twenty  interpreters 
of  constitutional  law,  each  with  a  power  to  decide  for  itself, 
and  none  with  authority  to  bind  anybody  else,  and  this  consti- 
tutional law  the  only  bond  of  their  union !  What  is  such  a 
state  of  things  but  a  mere  connection  during  pleasure,  or,  to 
use  the  phraseology  of  the  times,  during  feeling  ?  And  that 
feeling,  too,  not  the  feeling  of  the  people,  who  established  the 
constitution,  but  the  feeling  of  the  state  governments. 

In  another  of  the  South  Carolina  addresses,  having  premised 
that  the  crisis  requires  "all  the  concentrated  energy  of  pas- 
sion," an  attitude  of  open  resistance  to  the  laws  of  the  Union  is 
advised.  Open  resistance  to  the  laws,  then,  is  the  constitutional 
remedy,  the  conservative  power  of  the  state,  which  the  South 
Carolina  doctrines  teach  for  the  redress  of  political  evils,  real 
or  imaginary.  And  its  authors  further  say  that,  appealing  with 
confidence  to  the  constitution  itself,  to  justify  their  opinions, 
they  cannot  consent  to  try  their  accuracy  by  the  courts  of  jus- 
tice. In  one  sense,  indeed,  sir,  this  is  assuming  an  attitude  of 
open  resistance  in  favor  of  liberty.  But  what  sort  of  liberty  ? 
The  liberty  of  establishing  their  own  opinions,  in  defiance  of 
the  opinions  of  all  others  ;  the  liberty  of  judging  and  of  de- 
ciding exclusively  themselves,  in  a  matter  in  which  others  have 
as  much  right  to  judge  and  decide  as  they  ;  the  liberty  of  pla- 
cing their  own  opinions  above  the  judgment  of  all  others,  above 
the  laws,  and  above  the  constitution.  This  is  their  liberty,  and 
this  is  the  fair  result  of  the  proposition  contended  for  by  the 
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honorable  gentleman.  Or,  it  may  be  more  properly  said,  it  is 
identical  with  it,  rather  than  a  result  from  it. 

In  the  same  publication  we  find  tlie  following  :  "Previously 
to  our  revolution,  when  the  arm  of  oppression  was  stretched 
over  New  England,  where  did  our  northern  brethren  meet  with 
a  braver  sympathy  than  that  which  sprung  from  the  bosoms  of 
Carolinians  ?  We  had  no  extortion,  no  oppression,  no  collision 
with  the  king's  ministers,  no  navigation  interests  springing  up, 
in  envious  rivalry  of  England  !  " 

This  seems  extraordinary  language.  South  Carolina  no  col- 
lision with  the  king's  ministers  in  1775  !  No  extortion  !  No 
oppression  !  But,  sir,  it  is  also  most  significant  language.  Does 
any  man  doubt  the  purpose  for  Avliich  it  was  penned  ?  Can  any 
one  fail  to  see  that  it  was  designed  to  raise  in  the  reader's  mind 
the  question,  whether,  at  this  time  —  that  is  to  say,  in  1828  — 
South  Carolina  has  any  collision  with  the  king's  ministers,  any 
oppression,  or  extortion,  to  fear  from  England  ?  whether,  in 
short,  England  is  not  as  naturally  the  friend  of  South  Carolina 
as  New  England,  wdth  her  navigation  interests  springing  up  in 
envious  rivalry  of  England  ? 

Is  it  not  strange,  sir,  that  an  intelligent  man  in  South  Caro- 
lina, in  1828,  should  thus  labor  to  prove  that,  in  1775,  there 
was  no  hostility,  no  cause  of  war,  between  South  Carolina  and 
England  ?  That  she  had  no  occasion,  in  reference  to  her  own 
interest,  or  from  a  regard  to  her  own  welfare,  to  take  up  arms 
in  the  revolutionary  contest  ?  Can  any  one  account  for  the 
expression  of  such  strange  sentiments,  and  their  circulation 
through  the  state,  otherwise  than  by  supposing  the  object  to  be 
what  I  have  already  intimated,  to  raise  the  question,  if  they 
had  no  "  collision  "  (mark  the  expression)  with  the  ministers  of 
King  George  the  Third,  in  1775,  what  collision  have  they,  in 
1828,  v/ith  the  ministers  of  King  George  the  Fourth  ?  What 
is  there  now  in  the  existing  state  of  things,  to  separate  Carolina 
from  Old^  more,  or  rather,  than  from  New  England  ? 

Resolutions,  sir,  have  been  recently  passed  by  the  legislature 
of  South  Carolina.  I  need  not  refer  to  them  ;  they  go  no  far- 
ther than  the  honorable  gentleman  himself  has  gone,  and  I  hope 
not  so  far.  I  content  myself,  therefore,  with  debating  the  mat- 
ter with  him. 

And  now,  sir,  what  I  have  first  to  say  on  this  subject  is  that 
at  no  time,  and  under  no  circumstances,  has  New  England,  or 
any  state  in  New  England,  or  any  respectable  body  of  persons 
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in  New  England,  or  any  public  man  of  standing  in  New  Eng- 
land, put  forth  such  a  doctrine  as  this  Carolina  doctrine. 

The  gentleman  has  found  no  case,  he  can  find  none,  to  sup- 
port his  own  opinions  by  Ncav  England  authority.  New  Eng- 
land has  studied  the  constitution  in  other  schools,  and  under 
other  teachers.  She  looks  upon  it  with  other  regards,  and  deems 
more  highly  and  reverently  both  of  its  just  authority  and  its 
utility  and  excellence.  The  history  of  her  legislative  proceed- 
ings may  be  traced.  The  ephemeral  effusions  of  temporary 
bodies,  called  together  by  the  excitement  of  the  occasion,  may 
be  hunted  up  ;  they  have  been  hunted  up.  The  opinions  and 
votes  of  her  public  men,  in  and  out  of  congress,  may  be  explored. 
It  will  ail  be  in  vain.  The  Carolina  doctrine  can  derive  from 
her  neither  countenance  nor  support.  She  rejects  it  now  ;  she 
always  did  reject  it ;  and  till  she  loses  her  senses,  she  always 
will  reject  it.  The  honorable  member  has  referred  to  expres- 
sions on  the  subject  of  the  embargo  law,  made  in  this  place,  by 
an  honorable  and  venerable  gentleman,  (Mr.  Hillhouse,)  now 
favoring  us  with  his  presence.  He  quotes  that  distinguished 
senator  as  saying  that,  in  his  judgment,  the  embargo  law  was 
unconstitutional,  and  that  therefore,  in  his  opinion,  the  people 
were  not  bound  to  obey  it.  That,  sir,  is  perfectly  constitutional 
language.  An  unconstitutional  law  is  not  binding  ;  hut  then  it 
does  not  rest  with  a  resolution  or  a  law  of  a  state  legislature  to 
decide  whether  an  act  of  congress  be  or  be  not  constitutional.  An 
unconstitutional  act  of  congress  would  not  bind  the  people  of 
this  district,  although  they  have  no  legislature  to  interfere  in 
their  behalf  ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  a  constitutional  law  of 
congress  does  bind  the  citizens  of  every  state,  although  all  their 
legislatures  should  undertake  to  annul  it  by  act  or  resolution. 
The  venerable  Connecticut  senator  is  a  constitutional  lawyer, 
of  sound  principles  and  enlarged  knowledge  ;  a  statesman  prac- 
ticed and  experienced,  bred  in  the  company  of  Washington,  and 
holding  just  views  upon  the  nature  of  our  governments.  He 
believed  the  embargo  unconstitutional,  and  so  did  others  ;  but 
what  then  ?  Who  did  he  suppose  was  to  decide  that  question  ? 
The  state  legislatures  ?  Certainly  not.  No  such  sentiment  ever 
escaped  his  lips. 

Let  us  follow  up,  sir,  this  New  England  opposition  to  the 
embargo  laws ;  let  us  trace  it,  till  we  discern  the  principle 
which  controlled  and  governed  New  England  throughout  the 
whole  course  of  that  opposition.     We  shall  then  see  what  simi- 


7270  WEBSTER'S   REPLY   TO   IIAYNE. 

larity  there  is  between  the  New  England  school  of  constitutional 
opinions,  and  this  modern  Carolina  school.  The  gentleman,  I 
think,  read  a  petition  from  some  single  individual  addressed 
to  the  legislature  of  Massachusetts,  asserting  the  Carolina  doc- 
trine ;  that  is,  the  right  of  state  interference  to  arrest  the  laws 
of  the  Union.  The  fate  of  that  petition  shows  the  sentiment 
of  the  legislature.  It  met  no  favor.  The  opinions  of  Massa- 
chusetts Avere  otherwise.  They  had  been  expressed  in  1798,  in 
answer  to  the  resolutions  of  Virginia,  and  she  did  not  depart 
from  them,  nor  bend  them  to  the  times.  Misgoverned,  wronged, 
oppressed,  as  she  felt  herself  to  be,  she  still  held  fast  her  in- 
tegrity to  the  Union.  The  gentleman  may  find  in  her  pro- 
ceedings much  evidence  of  dissatisfaction  with  the  measures  of 
government,  and  great  and  deep  dislike  to  the  embargo ;  all 
this  makes  the  case  so  much  the  stronger  for  her  ;  for,  notwith- 
standing all  this  dissatisfaction  and  dislike,  she  claimed  no 
right,  still,  to  sever  asunder  the  bonds  of  the  Union.  There 
was  heat,  and  there  was  anger  in  her  political  feeling.  Be  it 
so  ;  her  heat  or  her  anger  did  not,  nevertheless,  betray  her  into 
infidelity  to  the  government.  The  gentleman  labors  to  prove 
that  she  disliked  the  embargo  as  much  as  South  Carolina  dis- 
likes the  tariff,  and  expressed  her  dislike  as  strongly.  Be  it 
so  ;  but  did  she  propose  the  Carolina  remedy  ?  did  she  threaten 
to  interfere,  by  state  authority,  to  annul  the  laws  of  the  Union  ? 
That  is  the  question  for  the  gentleman's  consideration. 

No  doubt,  sir,  a  great  majority  of  the  people  of  New  Eng- 
land conscientiously  believed  the  embargo  law  of  1807  uncon- 
stitutional ;  as  conscientiously,  certainly,  as  the  people  of  South 
Carolina  hold  that  opinion  of  the  tariff.  They  reasoned  thus  : 
Congress  has  power  to  regulate  commerce ;  but  here  is  a  law, 
they  said,  stopping  all  commerce,  and  stopping  it  indefinitely. 
The  law  is  perpetual ;  that  is,  it  is  not  limited  in  point  of  time, 
and  must  of  course  continue  until  it  shall  be  repealed  by  some 
other  law.  It  is  as  perpetual,  therefore,  as  the  law  against  trea- 
son or  murder.  Now,  is  this  regulating  commerce,  or  destroy- 
ing it  ?  Is  it  guiding,  controlling,  giving  the  rule  to  commerce, 
as  a  subsisting  thing,  or  is  it  putting  an  end  to  it  altogether? 
Nothing  is  more  certain  than  that  a  majority  in  New  England 
deemed  this  law  a  violation  of  the  constitution.  The  very  case 
required  by  the  gentleman  to  justify  state  interference  had  then 
arisen.  Massachusetts  believed  this  law  to  be  "a  deliberate, 
palpable,  and  dangerous  exercise  of  a  power  not  granted  by  the 
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constitution."  Deliberate  it  was,  for  it  was  long  continued  ; 
palpable  she  thought  it,  as  no  words  in  the  constitution  gave 
the  power,  and  only  a  construction,  in  her  opinion  most  violent, 
raised  it ;  dangerous  it  was,  since  it  threatened  utter  ruin  to 
her  most  important  interests.  Here,  then,  was  a  Carolina  case. 
How  did  Massachusetts  deal  with  it  ?  It  was,  as  she  thought, 
a  plain,  manifest,  palpable  violation  of  the  constitution,  and  it 
brought  ruin  to  her  doors.  Thousands  of  families,  and  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  individuals,  were  beggared  by  it.  While 
she  sav/  and  felt  all  this,  she  saw  and  felt  also  that,  as  a  meas- 
ure of  national  policy,  it  was  perfectly  futile  ;  that  the  country 
was  no  way  benefited  by  that  which  caused  so  much  individual 
distress ;  that  it  was  efficient  only  for  the  production  of  evil, 
and  all  that  evil  inflicted  on  ourselves.  In  such  a  case,  under 
such  circumstances,  how  did  Massachusetts  demean  herself? 
Sir,  she  remonstrated,  she  memorialized,  she  addressed  herself 
to  the  general  government,  not  exactly  "  with  the  concentrated 
energy  of  passion,"  but  with  her  own  strong  sense,  and  the  en- 
ergy of  sober  conviction.  But  she  did  not  interpose  the  arm 
of  her  own  power  to  arrest  the  law,  and  break  the  embargo. 
Far  from  it.  Her  principles  bound  her  to  two  things ;  and  she 
followed  her  principles,  lead  where  they  might.  First,  to  sub- 
mit to  every  constitutional  law  of  congress,  and  secondly,  if  the 
constitutional  validity  of  the  law  be  doubted,  to  refer  that 
question  to  the  decision  of  the  proper  tribunals.  The  first 
principle  is  vain  and  ineffectual  without  the  second.  A  major- 
ity of  us  in  New  England  believed  the  embargo  law  unconstitu- 
tional ;  but  the  great  question  was,  and  always  will  be  in  such 
cases.  Who  is  to  decide  this?  Who  is  to  judge  between  the 
people  and  the  government?  And,  sir,  it  is  quite  plain  that 
the  constitution  of  the  United  States  confers  on  the  govern- 
ment itself,  to  be  exercised  by  its  appropriate  department,  and 
under  its  own  responsibility  to  the  people,  this  power  of  decid- 
ing ultimately  and  conclusively  upon  the  just  extent  of  its  own 
authority.  If  this  had  not  been  done,  we  should  not  have 
advanced  a  single  step  beyond  the  old  confederation. 

Being  fully  of  opinion  that  the  embargo  law  was  unconsti- 
tutional, the  people  of  New  England  were  yet  equally  clear  in 
the  opinion  —  it  was  a  matter  they  did  not  doubt  upon  —  that 
the  question,  after  all,  must  be  decided  by  the  judicial  tribunals 
of  the  United  States.  Before  these  tribunals,  therefore,  they 
brought  the  question.     Under  the  provisions  of  the  law,  they 
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had  given  bonds  to  millions  in  amount,  and  which  were  alleged 
to  be  forfeited.  They  suffered  the  bonds  to  be  sued,  and  thus 
raised  the  question.  In  the  old-fashioned  way  of  settling  dis- 
putes, they  went  to  law.  The  case  came  to  hearing,  and  sol- 
emn argument ;  and  he  who  espoused  their  cause,  and  stood 
up  for  them  against  the  validity  of  the  embargo  act,  was  none 
other  than  that  great  man,  of  whom  the  gentleman  has  made 
honorable  mention,  Samuel  Dexter.  He  was  then,  sir,  in  the 
fullness  of  his  knowledge  and  the  maturity  of  his  strengtli. 
He  had  retired  from  long  and  distinguished  public  service  here, 
to  the  renewed  pursuit  of  professional  duties,  carrying  with  him 
all  that  enlargement  and  expansion,  all  the  new  strength  and 
force,  which  an  acquaintance  with  the  more  general  subjects 
discussed  in  the  national  councils  is  capable  of  adding  to  pro- 
fessional attainment,  in  a  mind  of  true  greatness  and  compre- 
hension. He  was  a  lawyer,  and  he  was  also  a  statesman.  He 
had  studied  the  constitution,  when  he  filled  public  station,  that 
he  might  defend  it ;  he  had  examined  its  principles  that  he 
might  maintain  them.  More  than  all  men,  or  at  least  as  much 
as  any  man,  he  was  attached  to  the  general  government  and  to 
the  union  of  the  states.  His  feelings  and  opinions  all  ran  in 
that  direction.  A  question  of  constitutional  law,  too,  was,  of 
all  subjects,  that  one  which  was  best  suited  to  his  talents  and 
learning.  Aloof  from  technicality,  and  unfettered  by  artificial 
rule,  such  a  question  gave  opportunity  for  that  deep  and  clear 
analysis,  that  mighty  grasp  of  principle,  which  so  much  distin- 
guished his  higher  efforts.  His  very  statement  was  argument ; 
his  inference  seemed  demonstration.  The  earnestness  of  his 
own  conviction  wrought  conviction  in  others.  One  was  con- 
vinced, and  believed,  and  assented,  because  it  was  gratifying, 
delightful,  to  think,  and  feel,  and  believe,  in  unison  with  an 
intellect  of  such  evident  superiority. 

Mr.  Dexter,  sir,  such  as  I  have  described  him,  argued  the 
New  England  cause.  He  put  into  his  effort  his  whole  heart,  as 
well  as  all  the  powers  of  his  understanding  ;  for  he  had  avowed, 
in  the  most  public  manner,  his  entire  concurrence  with  his  neigh- 
bors on  the  point  in  dispute.  He  argued  the  cause  ;  it  was  lost, 
and  New  England  submitted.  The  established  tribunals  pro- 
nounced the  law  constitutional,  and  New  England  acquiesced. 
Now,  sir,  is  not  this  the  exact  opposite  of  the  doctrine  of  the 
gentleman  from  Soutli  Carolina?  According  to  him,  instead 
of  referring  to  the  judicial  tribunals,  we  should  have  broken  up 
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the  embargo  by  laws  of  our  own ;  we  should  have  repealed  it, 
quoad  New  England ;  for  we  had  a  strong,  palpable,  and  oppres- 
sive case.  Sir,  we  believed  the  embargo  unconstitutional ;  but 
still  that  was  matter  of  opinion,  and  who  was  to  decide  it  ?  We 
thought  it  a  clear  case  ;  but,  nevertheless,  we  did  not  take  the 
law  into  our  own  hands,  because  we  did  not  wish  to  bring  about 
a  revolution,  nor  to  break  up  the  Union ;  for  I  maintain  that 
between  submission  to  the  decision  of  the  constituted  tribunals, 
and  revolution,  or  disunion,  there  is  no  middle  ground ;  there 
is  no  ambiguous  condition,  half  allegiance  and  half  rebellion. 
And,  sir,  how  futile,  how  very  futile  it  is,  to  admit  the  right 
of  state  interference,  and  then  attempt  to  save  it  from  the 
character  of  unlawful  resistance,  by  adding  terms  of  qualifica- 
tion to  the  causes  and  occasions,  leaving  all  these  qualifications, 
like  the  case  itself,  in  the  discretion  of  the  state  governments. 
It  must  be  a  clear  case,  it  is  said,  a  deliberate  case,  a  palpable 
case,  a  dangerous  case.  But  then  the  state  is  still  left  at  lib- 
erty to  decide  for  herself  what  is  clear,  what  is  deliberate, 
what  is  palpable,  what  is  dangerous.  Do  adjectives  and  epi- 
thets avail  anything?  Sir,  the  human  mind  is  so  constituted 
that  the  merits  of  both  sides  of  a  controversy  appear  very  clear, 
and  very  palpable,  to  those  who  respectively  espouse  them  ;  and 
both  sides  usually  grow  clearer  as  the  controversy  advances. 
South  Carolina  sees  unconstitutionality  in  the  tariff ;  she  sees 
oppression  there,  also,  and  she  sees  danger.  Pennsylvania, 
with  a  vision  not  less  sharp,  looks  at  the  same  tariff,  and  sees 
no  such  thing  in  it ;  she  sees  it  all  constitutional,  all  useful,  all 
safe.  The  faith  of  South  Carolina  is  strengthened  by  opposi- 
tion, and  she  now  not  only  sees,  but  resolves,  that  the  tariff 
is  palpably  unconstitutional,  oppressive,  and  dangerous ;  but 
Pennsylvania,  not  to  be  behind  her  neighbors,  and  equally 
willing  to  strengthen  her  own  faith  by  a  confident  assevera- 
tion, resolves,  also,  and  gives  to  every  warm  affirmative  of  South 
Carolina,  a  plain,  downright,  Pennsylvania  negative.  South 
Carolina,  to  show  the  strength  and  unity  of  her  opinion,  brings 
her  assembly  to  a  unanimity,  within  seven  voices ;  Pennsyl- 
vania, not  to  be  outdone  in  this  respect  any  more  tlian  in 
others,  reduces  her  dissentient  fraction  to  a  single  vote.  Now, 
sir,  again  I  ask  the  gentleman,  What  is  to  be  done  ?  Are  these 
states  both  right?  Is  he  bound  to  consider  them  both  right? 
If  notj  which  is  in  the  wrong?  or  rather,  which  has  the  best 
right  to  decide  ?  And  if  he,  and  if  I,  are  not  to  know  what  the 
29 
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constitution  means,  and  what  it  is.  till  those  two  state  legisla- 
tures, and  the  twenty-two  others,  shall  agree  in  its  construction, 
w.'iat  have  we  sworn  to,  when  we  have  sworn  to  maintain  it !  I 
was  forcibly  struck,  sir,  with  one  reflection,  as  the  gentleman 
went  on  in  his  speech.  He  quoted  Mr.  Madison's  resolutions, 
to  prove  that  a  state  may  interfere,  in  a  case  of  deliberate,  pal- 
pable, and  dangerous  exercise  of  a  power  not  granted.  The 
lionorable  inember  supposes  the  tariff  law  to  be  such  an  exercise 
of  power,  and  that  consequently  a  case  has  arisen  in  which  the 
state  may,  if  it  see  fit.  interfere  by  its  own  law.  Now  it  so  hap- 
pens, nevertheless,  that  Mr.  Madison  deems  this  same  tariff  law 
quite  constitutional.  Instead  of  a  clear  and  palpable  violation, 
it  is,  in  his  judgment,  no  violation  at  all  So  that,  while  they 
use  his  authority  for  a  hypothetical  case,  they  reject  it  in  the 
very  case  before  ihem.  All  this,  sir,  shows  the  inherent  futil- 
ity, I  had  almost  said  a  stronger  word,  of  conceding  this  power 
of  interference  to  the  states,  and  then  attempting  to  secure  it 
from  abuse  by  imposing  qualifications  of  which  the  states  them- 
selves are  to  judge.  One  of  two  things  is  true  :  either  the 
laws  of  the  union  are  beyond  the  discretion  and  beyond  the 
control  of  the  states ;  or  else  we  have  no  constitution  of  gen- 
eral government,  and  are  thrust  back  again  to  the  days  of  the 
confederacy. 

Let  me  here  say,  sir,  that  if  the  gentleman's  doctrine  had 
been  received  and  acted  upon  in  New  England,  in  the  times  of  the 
embargo  and  non-intercourse,  we  should  probably  not  now  have 
been  here.  The  government  would  very  likely  have  gone  to 
pieces,  and  crumbled  into  dust.  No  stronger  case  can  ever 
arise  than  existed  under  those  laws  ;  no  states  can  ever  enter- 
tain a  clearer  conviction  than  the  New  England  states  then 
entertained  ;  and  if  they  had  been  under  the  influence  of  that 
heresy  of  opinion,  as  I  must  call  it,  which  the  honorable  mem- 
ber espouses,  this  Union  would,  in  all  probability,  have  been 
scattered  to  the  four  winds.  I  ask  the  gentleman,  therefore,  to 
apply  his  principles  to  that  case  ;  I  ask  him  to  come  forth  and 
declare  whether,  in  his  opinion,  the  New  England  states  would 
have  been  justified  in  interfering  to  break  up  the  embargo  sys- 
tem under  the  conscientious  opinions  which  they  held  upon  it  ? 
Had  they  a  right  to  annul  that  law  ?  Does  he  admit  or  deny  ? 
If  what  is  thought  palpably  unconstitutional  in  South  Carolina 
justifies  that  state  in  arresting  the  progress  of  the  law,  tell  me 
whether  that  which  was  thought  palpably  unconstitutional  also 
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in  Massachusetts  would  have  justified  her  in  doing  tlie  same 
thing.  Sir,  I  deny  the  whole  doctrine.  It  has  not  a  foot  of 
ground  in  tlie  constitution  to  stand  on.  No  public  man  of  repu- 
tation ever  advanced  it  in  Massachusetts  in  the  warmest  times, 
or  could  maintain  himself  upon  it  there  at  any  time. 

I  wish  now,  sir,  to  make  a  remark  upon  the  Virginia  resolu- 
tions of  1798.  I  cannot  undertake  to  say  how  these  resolutions 
were  understood  by  those  who  passed  them.  Their  language 
is  not  a  little  indefinite.  In  the  case  of  the  exercise  by  con- 
gress of  a  dangerous  power  not  granted  to  them,  the  resolutions 
assert  the  right,  on  the  part  of  the  state,  to  interfere  and  arrest 
the  progress  of  the  evil.  This  is  susceptible  of  more  than  one 
interpretation.  It  may  mean  no  more  than  that  the  states  may 
interfere  by  complaint  or  remonstrance,  or  by  proposing  to  the 
people  an  alteration  of  the  federal  constitution.  This  would 
all  be  quite  unobjectionable.  Or  it  may  be  that  no  more  is 
meant  than  to  assert  the  general  right  of  revolution,  as  against 
all  governments,  in  cases  of  intolerable  oppression.  This  no 
one  doubts,  and  this,  in  my  opinion,  is  all  that  he  who  framed 
the  resolutions  could  have  meant  by  it ;  for  1  shall  not  readily 
believe  that  he  was  ever  of  opinion  that  a  state,  under  the  con- 
stitution and  in  conformity  with  it,  could,  upon  the  ground 
of  her  own  opinion  of  its  unconstitutionality,  however  clear 
and  palpable  she  might  think  the  case,  annul  a  law  of  congress, 
so  far  as  it  should  operate  on  herself,  by  her  own  legislative 
power. 

I  must  now  beg  to  ask,  sir.  Whence  is  this  supposed  right 
of  the  states  derived  ?  Where  do  they  find  the  power  to  inter- 
fere with  the  laws  of  the  Union  ?  Sir,  the  opinion  which  the 
honorable  gentleman  maintains  is  a  notion  founded  in  a  total 
misapprehension,  in  my  judgment,  of  the  origin  of  this  govern- 
ment, and  of  the  foundation  on  which  it  stands.  I  hold  it  to 
be  a  popular  government,  erected  by  the  people  ;  those  who 
administer  it,  responsible  to  the  people ;  and  itself  capable  of 
being  amended  and  modified,  just  as  the  people  may  choose 
it  should  be.  It  is  as  popular,  just  as  truly  emanating  from 
the  people,  as  the  state  governments.  It  is  created  for  one 
purpose ;  the  state  governments  for  another.  It  has  its  own 
powers ;  they  have  theirs.  There  is  no  more  authority  with 
them  to  arrest  the  operation  of  a  law  of  congress,  than  with 
congress  to  arrest  the  operation  of  their  laws.  We  are  here 
to  administer  a  constitution  emanating  immediately  from  the 
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people,  and  trusted  by  them  to  our  administration.  It  is  not 
the  creature  of  the  state  governments.  It  is  of  no  moment 
to  the  argument,  that  certain  acts  of  the  state  legislatures  are 
necessary  to  fill  our  seats  in  this  body.  That  is  not  one  of 
their  original  state  powers,  a  part  of  the  sovereignty  of  the 
state.  It  is  a  duty  which  the  people,  by  the  constitution 
itself,  have  imposed  on  the  state  legislatures,  and  which  they 
might  have  left  to  be  performed  elsewhere,  if  they  had  seen  fit. 
So  they  have  left  the  choice  of  president  with  electors  ;  but 
all  this  does  not  affect  the  proposition  that  this  whole  govern- 
ment, president,  senate,  and  house  of  representatives,  is  a  pop- 
ular government.  It  leaves  it  still  all  its  popular  character. 
The  governor  of  the  state  (in  some  of  the  states)  is  chosen, 
not  directly  by  the  people,  but  by  those  who  are  chosen  by 
the  people,  for  the  purpose  of  performing,  among  other  duties, 
that  of  electing  a  governor.  Is  the  government  of  the  state, 
on  that  account,  not  a  popular  government?  This  govern- 
ment, sir,  is  the  independent  offspring  of  the  popular  will. 
It  is  not  the  creature  of  state  legislatures ;  nay,  more,  if  the 
whole  truth  must  be  told,  the  people  brought  it  into  existence, 
established  it,  and  have  hitherto  supported  it,  for  the  very  pur- 
pose, amongst  others,  of  imposing  certain  salutary  restraints 
on  state  sovereignties.  The  states  cannot  now  make  war; 
they  cannot  contract  alliances;  they  cannot  make,  each  for 
itself,  separate  regulations  of  commerce ;  they  cannot  lay  im- 
posts ;  they  cannot  coin  money.  If  this  constitution,  sir,  be 
the  creature  of  state  legislatures,  it  must  be  admitted  that  it 
has  obtained  a  strange  control  over  the  volition  of  its  creators. 
The  people,  then,  sir,  erected  this  government.  They  gave 
it  a  constitution,  and  in  that  constitution  they  have  enumer- 
ated the  powers  which  they  bestow  on  it.  They  have  made 
it  a  limited  government.  They  have  defined  its  authority. 
They  have  restrained  it  to  the  exercise  of  such  powers  as  are 
granted;  and  all  others,  they  declare,  are  reserved  to  the 
states  or  the  people.  But,  sir,  they  have  not  stopped  here. 
If  they  had,  they  would  have  accomplished  but  half  their 
work.  No  definition  can  be  so  clear,  as  to  avoid  possibility 
of  doubt ;  no  limitation  so  precise,  as  to  exclude  all  uncer- 
tainty. Who,  then,  shall  construe  this  grant  of  the  people? 
Who  shall  interpret  their  will,  where  it  may  be  supposed  they 
have  left  it  doubtful  ?  With  whom  do  they  repose  this  ulti- 
mate right  of  deciding  on  the  powers  of  the  government  ?     Sir, 
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they  have  settled  all  this  in  the  fullest  manner.  They  have 
left  it  with  the  government  itself,  in  its  appropriate  branches. 
Sir,  the  very  chief  end,  the  main  design,  for  which  the  whole 
constitution  was  framed  and  adopted  was  to  establish  a  gov- 
ernment that  should  not  be  obliged  to  act  through  state  agency, 
or  depend  on  state  opinion  and  state  discretion.  The  people 
had  had  quite  enough  of  that  kind  of  government  under  the 
confederacy.  Under  that  system,  the  legal  action,  the  applica- 
tion of  law  to  individuals,  belonged  exclusively  to  the  states. 
Congress  could  only  recommend  ;  their  acts  were  not  of  bind- 
ing force,  till  the  states  had  adopted  and  sanctioned  them.  Are 
we  in  that  condition  still  ?  Are  we  yet  at  the  mercy  of  state 
discretion  and  state  construction  ?  Sir,  if  we  are,  then  vain 
will  be  our  attempt  to  maintain  the  constitution  under  which 
we  sit. 

But,  sir,  the  people  have  wisely  provided,  in  the  constitution 
itself,  a  proper,  suitable  mode  and  tribunal  for  settling  questions 
of  constitutional  law.  There  are  in  the  constitution  grants  of 
powers  to  congress,  and  restrictions  on  those  powers.  There 
are,  also,  prohibitions  on  the  states.  Some  authority  must, 
therefore,  necessarily  exist,  having  the  ultimate  jurisdiction  to 
fix  and  ascertain  the  interpretation  of  these  grants,  restrictions, 
and  prohibitions.  The  constitution  has  itself  pointed  out,  or- 
dained, and  established  that  authority.  How  has  it  accom- 
plished this  great  and  essential  end?  By  declaring,  sir,  that 
"  the  constitutio7i,  and  the  laivs  of  the  United  States  made  in 
pursuance  thereof,  shall  be  the  siqjreme  law  of  the  land,  anything 
in  the  constitution  or  laws  of  any  state  to  the  contrary  notnvith- 
standhig.''^ 

This,  sir,  was  the  first  great  step.  By  this  the  supremacy 
of  the  constitution  and  laws  of  the  United  States  is  declared. 
The  people  so  will  it.  No  state  law  is  to  be  valid  which  comes 
in  conflict  with  the  constitution,  or  any  law  of  the  United 
States  passed  in  pursuance  of  it.  But  who  shall  decide  this 
question  of  interference?  To  whom  lies  the  last  appeal  ?  This, 
sir,  the  constitution  itself  decides  also,  by  declaring  "  that  the 
judicial  pozver  shall  extend  to  all  cases  arising  under  the  constitu- 
tion and  laws  of  the  United  States y  These  two  provisions,  sir, 
cover  the  whole  ground.  They  are,  in  truth,  the  keystone  of 
the  arch  !  With  these  it  is  a  government ;  without  them  it  is 
a  confederacy.  In  pursuance  of  these  clear  and  express  pre- 
visions, congress  established,  at  its  very  first   session,  in  the 
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judicial  act,  a  mode  for  carrying  them  into  full  effect,  and  for 
bringing  all  questions  of  constitutional  power  to  the  final 
decision  of  the  supreme  court.  It  then,  sir,  became  a  govern- 
ment. It  then  had  the  means  of  self-protection  ;  and  but  for 
this,  it  would,  in  all  probability,  have  been  now  among  the 
things  which  are  past.  Having  constituted  the  government, 
and  declared  its  powers,  the  people  have  further  said  that,  since 
somebody  must  decide  on  the  extent  of  these  powers,  the  gov- 
ernment shall  itself  decide  ;  subject,  always,  like  other  popular 
governments,  to  its  responsibility  to  the  people.  And  now,  sir, 
I  repeat,  how  is  it  that  a  state  legislature  acquires  any  power 
to  interfere  ?  Who,  or  w^hat,  gives  them  the  right  to  say  to  the 
people,  "  We,  who  are  your  agents  and  servants,  for  one  pur- 
pose, will  undertake  to  decide  that  your  other  agents  and  ser- 
vants, appointed  by  you  for  another  purpose,  have  transcended 
the  authorit}'-  you  gave  them  ! "  The  reply  would  be,  I  think, 
not  impertinent,  —  "Who  made  you  a  judge  over  another's 
servants?     To  their  owai  masters  they  stand  or  fall." 

Sir,  I  deny  this  power  of  state  legislatures  altogether.  It 
cannot  stand  the  test  of  examination.  Gentlemen  may  say 
that,  in  an  extreme  case,  a  state  government  might  protect  the 
people  from  intolerable  oppression.  Sir,  in  such  a  case,  the 
people  might  protect  themselves,  without  the  aid  of  the  state 
governments.  Such  a  case  warrants  revolution.  It  must  make, 
when  it  comes,  a  law  for  itself.  A  nullifying  act  of  a  state 
legislature  cannot  alter  the  case,  nor  make  resistance  any  more 
lawful.  In  maintaining  these  sentiments,  sir,  I  am  but  assert- 
ing the  rights  of  the  people.  I  state  v/hat  they  have  declared, 
and  insist  on  their  right  to  declare  it.  They  have  chosen  to 
repose  this  power  in  the  general  government,  and  I  think  it  my 
duty  to  support  it,  like  other  constitutional  powers. 

For  myself,  sir,  I  do  not  admit  the  jurisdiction  of  South 
Carolina,  or  any  other  state,  to  prescribe  my  constitutional  duty, 
or  to  settle,  between  me  and  the  people,  the  validity  of  laws  of 
congress,  for  which  I  have  voted.  I  decline  her  umpirage.  I 
have  not  sworn  to  support  the  constitution  according  to  her 
construction  of  its  clauses.  I  have  not  stipulated,  by  my  oath 
of  office  or  otherwise,  to  come  under  any  responsibility,  except 
to  the  people,  and  those  whom  they  have  appointed  to  pass 
upon  the  question  whether  laws,  supported  by  my  votes,  con- 
form to  the  constitution  of  the  country.  And,  sir,  if  we  look 
to  the  general  nature  of  the  case,  could  anything  have  been 
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more  preposterous  than  to  make  a  governnient  for  the  whole 
Union,  and  yet  leave  its  powers  subject,  not  to  one  interpreta- 
tion, but  to  thirteen  or  twenty-four  interpretations !  Instead 
of  one  tribunal,  established  by  all,  responsible  to  all,  with  power 
to  decide  for  all,  shall  constitutional  questions  be  left  to  four 
and  twenty  popular  bodies,  each  at  liberty  to  decide  for  itself, 
and  none  bound  to  respect  the  decisions  of  others  ;  and  each  at 
liberty,  too,  to  give  a  new  construction  on  every  new  election, 
of  its  own  members  ?  Would  anything,  with  such  a  principle 
in  it,  rather  with  such  a  destitution  of  all  principle,  be  fit  to  be 
called  a  government  ?  No,  sir.  It  should  not  be  denominated 
a  constitution.  It  should  be  called,  rather,  a  collection  of  top- 
ics for  everlasting  controversy,  heads  of  debate  for  a  disputa- 
tious people.  It  would  not  be  a  government.  It  would  not 
be  adequate  to  any  practical  good,  or  fit  for  any  country  to  live 
under. 

To  avoid  all  possibility  of  being  misunderstood,  allow  me 
to  repeat  again,  in  the  fullest  manner,  that  I  claim  no  powers 
for  the  government  by  forced  or  unfair  construction.  I  admit 
that  it  is  a  government  of  strictly  limited  powers ;  of  enu- 
merated, specified,  and  particularized  powers  ;  and  that  what- 
soever is  not  granted,  is  withheld.  But  notwithstanding  all 
this,  and  however  the  grant  of  powers  may  be  expressed,  its 
limit  and  extent  may  yet,  in  some  cases,  admit  of  doubt  :  and 
the  general  government  would  be  good  for  nothing,  it  would 
be  incapable  of  long  existing,  if  some  mode  had  not  been  pro- 
vided in  which  those  doubts,  as  they  should  arise,  might  be 
peaceably,  but  authoritatively,  solved. 

And  now,  Mr.  President,  let  me  run  the  honorable  gentle- 
man's doctrine  a  little  into  its  practical  application.  Let  us 
look  at  his  probable  modus  operandi.  If  a  thing  can  be  done, 
an  ingenious  man  can  tell  how  it  is  to  be  done.  Now  I  wish  to 
be  informed  Jiow  this  state  interference  is  to  be  put  in  practice, 
without  violence,  bloodshed,  and  rebellion.  We  will  take  the 
existing  case  of  the  tariff  law.  South  Carolina  is  said  to  have 
made  up  her  opinion  upon  it.  If  we  do  not  repeal  it,  (as  we 
probably  shall  not,)  she  will  then  apply  to  the  case  the  remedy 
of  her  doctrine.  She  will,  we  must  suppose,  pass  a  law  of  her 
legislature,  declaring  the  several  acts  of  congress,  usually  called 
the  tariff  laws,  null  and  void,  so  far  as  they  respect  South  Caro- 
lina, or  the  citizens  thereof.  So  far,  all  is  ?  paper  transaction, 
and  easy  enough.     But  the  collector  at  Charleston  is  collecting 
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the  duties  imposed  by  these  tariff  laws.  He,  therefore,  must 
be  stopped.  The  collector  will  seize  the  goods  if  the  tariff 
duties  are  not  paid.  The  state  authorities  will  undertake  their 
rescue,  the  marshal,  with  his  posse,  will  come  to  the  collector's 
aid,  and  here  the  contest  begins.  The  militia  of  the  state  will 
be  called  out  to  sustain  the  nullifying  act.  They  will  march, 
sir,  under  a  very  gallant  leader  ;  for  I  believe  the  honorable 
member  himself  conmiands  the  militia  of  that  part  of  the  state. 
He  will  raise  the  nullifying  act  on  his  standard,  and  spread 
it  out  as  his  banner  !  It  will  have  a  preamble,  bearing  that 
the  tariff  laws  are  palpable,  deliberate,  and  dangerous  viola- 
tions of  the  constitution  !  He  will  proceed,  with  his  banner 
flying,  to  the  customhouse  in  Charleston, 

All  the  while, 
Sonorous  metal  blowing  martial  sounds. 

Arrived  at  the  customhouse,  he  will  tell  the  collector  that  he 
must  collect  no  more  duties  under  any  of  the  tariff  laws.  This 
he  will  be  somewhat  puzzled  to  say,  by  the  way,  with  a  grave 
countenance,  considering  what  hand  South  Carolina  herself  had 
in  that  of  1816.  But,  sir,  the  collector  would  not,  probably, 
desist  at  his  bidding.  He  would  show  him  the  law  of  con- 
gress, the  treasury  instruction,  and  his  own  oath  of  office. 
He  would  say,  he  should  perform  his  duty,  come  what  might. 
Here  would  come  a  pause  ;  for  they  say  that  a  certain  still- 
ness precedes  the  tempest.  The  trumpeter  would  hold  his 
breath  awhile,  and  before  all  this  military  array  should  fall  on 
the  customhouse,  collector,  clerks,  and  all,  it  is  very  probable 
some  of  those  composing  it  would  request  of  their  gallant  com- 
mander in  chief  to  be  informed  a  little  upon  the  point  of  law ; 
for  they  have,  doubtless,  a  just  respect  for  his  opinions  as  a 
lawyer,  as  v/ell  as  for  his  bravery  as  a  soldier.  They  know  he 
has  read  Blackstone  and  the  constitution,  as  well  as  Turenne 
and  Vauban.  They  would  ask  him,  therefore,  something  con- 
cerning their  rights  in  this  matter.  They  would  inquire 
whether  it  was  not  somewhat  dangerous  to  resist  a  law  of  the 
United  States.  What  would  be  the  nature  of  their  offense, 
they  would  wish  to  learn,  if  they,  by  military  force  and  array, 
resisted  the  execution  in  Carolina  of  a  law  of  the  United  States, 
and  it  should  turn  out,  after  all,  that  the  law  was  constitu- 
tional! He  would  answer,  of  course,  treason.  No  lawyer  could 
give  any  other  answer.     John  Fries,  he  would  tell  them,  had 
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learned  that,  some  years  ago.  How,  then,  they  would  ask,  do 
you  propose  to  defend  us  ?  We  are  not  afraid  of  bullets,  but 
treason  has  a  way  of  taking  people  off  that  we  do  not  much 
relish.  How  do  you  propose  to  defend  us  ?  "  Look  at  my 
floating  banner,"  he  would  reply;  "see  there  the  nullifying 
lawf''  Is  it  your  opinion,  gallant  commander,  they  would 
then  say,  that,  if  we  should  be  indicted  for  treason,  that  same 
floating  banner  of  yours  would  make  a  good  plea  in  bar  ? 
*'  South  Carolina  is  a  sovereign  state,"  he  would  reply.  That 
is  true ;  but  would  the  judge  admit  our  plea  ?  "  These  tariff 
laws,"  he  would  repeat,  "  are  unconstitutional,  palpably,  delib- 
erately, dangerously."  That  may  all  be  so  ;  but  if  the  tribunal 
should  not  happen  to  be  of  that  opinion,  shall  we  swing  for  it? 
We  are  ready  to  die  for  our  country,  but  it  is  rather  an  awkward 
business,  this  dying  without  touching  the  ground  !  After  all, 
that  is  a  sort  of  hemp  tax  worse  than  any  part  of  the  tariff. 

Mr.  President,  the  honorable  gentleman  would  be  in  a 
dilemma,  like  that  of  another  great  general.  He  would  have 
a  knot  before  him  which  he  could  not  untie.  He  must  cut  it 
with  his  sword.  He  must  say  to  his  followers,  "  Defend  your- 
selves with  your  bayonets ;  "  and  this  is  war  —  civil  war. 

Direct  collision,  therefore,  between  force  and  force,  is  the 
unavoidable  result  of  that  remedy  for  the  revision  of  uncon- 
stitutional laws  which  the  gentleman  contends  for.  It  must 
happen  in  the  very  first  case  to  which  it  is  applied.  Is  not  this 
the  plain  result  ?  To  resist  by  force  the  execution  of  a  law, 
generally,  is  treason.  Can  the  courts  of  the  United  States  take 
notice  of  the  indulgence  of  a  state  to  commit  treason  ?  The 
common  saying  that  a  state  cannot  commit  treason  herself,  is 
nothing  to  the  purpose.  Can  she  authorize  others  to  do  it? 
If  John  Fries  had  produced  an  act  of  Pennsylvania,  annulling 
the  law  of  congress,  would  it  have  helped  his  case?  Talk 
about  it  as  we  will,  these  doctrines  go  the  length  of  revolu- 
tion. They  are  incompatible  with  any  peaceable  administra- 
tion of  the  government.  They  lead  directly  to  disunion  and 
civil  commotion ;  and  therefore  it  is,  that  at  their  commence- 
ment, when  they  are  first  found  to  be  maintained  by  respecta- 
ble men,  and  in  a  tangible  form,  I  enter  my  public  protest 
against  them  all. 

The  honorable  gentleman  argues  that  if  this  government 
be  the  sole  judge  of  the  extent  of  its  own  powers,  whether  that 
right  of  judging  be  in  congress  or  the  supreme  court,  it  equally 
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subverts  state  sovereignty.  This  the  gentleman  sees,  or  thinks 
he  sees,  although  he  cannot  perceive  how  the  right  of  judging, 
in  this  matter,  if  left  to  the  exercise  of  state  legislatures,  has 
any  tendency  to  subvert  the  government  of  the  Union.  The 
gentleman's  opinion  may  be  that  the  right  ought  not  to  have 
been  lodged  with  the  general  government ;  he  may  like  better 
such  a  constitution  as  we  should  have  under  the  right  of  state 
interference  ;  but  I  ask  him  to  meet  me  on  the  plain  matter  of 
fact.  I  ask  him  to  meet  me  on  the  constitution  itself.  I  ask 
him  if  the  power  is  not  found  there,  clearly  and  visibly  found 
there  ? 

But,  sir,  what  is  this  danger,  and  what  are  the  grounds  of 
it  ?  Let  it  be  remembered  that  the  constitution  of  the  United 
States  is  not  unalterable.  It  is  to  continue  in  its  present  form 
no  longer  than  the  people  who  established  it  shall  choose  to  con- 
tinue it.  If  they  shall  become  convinced  that  they  have  made 
an  injudicious  or  inexpedient  partition  and  distribution  of  power 
between  the  state  governments  and  the  general  government, 
they  can  alter  that  distriljution  at  will. 

If  anything  be  found  in  the  national  constitution,  either  by 
original  provision  or  subsequent  interpretation,  which  ought  not 
to  be  in  it,  the  people  know  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  If  any  con- 
struction be  established  unacceptable  to  thein,  so  as  to  become 
practically  a  part  of  the  constitution,  they  will  amend  it,  at  their 
own  sovereign  pleasure.  But  while  the  people  choose  to  main- 
tain it  as  it  is,  while  they  are  satisfied  with  it,  and  refuse  to 
change  it,  who  has  given,  or  who  can  give,  to  the  state  legisla- 
tures a  right  to  alter  it,  either  by  interference,  construction,  or 
otherwise  ?  Gentlemen  do  not  seem  to  recollect  that  the  peo- 
ple have  any  power  to  do  anything  for  themselves.  They 
imagine  there  is  no  safety  for  them,  any  longer  than  they  are 
under  the  close  guardianship  of  the  state  legislatures.  Sir,  the 
people  have  not  trusted  their  safety,  in  regard  to  the  general 
constitution,  to  these  hands.  They  have  required  other  security, 
and  taken  other  bonds.  They  have  chosen  to  trust  themselves, 
first,  to  the  plain  words  of  the  instrument,  and  to  such  construc- 
tion as  the  government  itself,  in  doubtful  cases,  should  put  on 
its  own  powers,  and  under  their  oaths  of  office,  and  subject  to 
their  responsibility  to  them  ;  just  as  the  people  of  a  state  trust 
their  own  state  government  witli  a  similar  power.  Secondly, 
they  have  reposed  their  trust  in  the  efficacy  of  frequent  elections, 
and  in  their  own  power  to  remove  their  own  servants  and  agents 
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whenever  they  see  cause.  Thirdly,  they  have  reposed  trust  in 
the  judicial  power,  which,  in  order  that  it  might  be  trustworthy, 
they  have  made  as  respectable,  as  disinterested,  and  as  inde- 
pendent as  was  practicable.  Fourthly,  they  have  seen  fit  to  rely, 
in  case  of  necessity,  or  high  expediency,  on  their  known  and 
admitted  pov/er  to  alter  or  amend  the  constitution,  peaceably 
and  quietly,  whenever  experience  shall  point  out  defects  or 
imperfections.  And,  finally,  the  people  of  the  United  States 
have  at  no  time,  in  no  way,  directly  or  indirectly,  authorized 
any  state  legislature  to  construe  or  interpret  their  high  instru- 
ment of  government  ;  much  less,  to  interfere,  by  their  own 
power,  to  arrest  its  course  and  operation. 

If,  sir,  the  people  in  these  respects  had  done  otherwise  than 
they  have  done,  their  constitution  could  neither  have  been  pre- 
served, nor  would  it  have  been  worth  preserving.  And  if  its 
plain  provisions  shall  now  be  disregarded,  and  these  new  doc- 
trines interpolated  in  it,  it  Avill  become  as  feeble  and  helpless  a 
being  as  its  enemies,  whether  early  or  more  recent,  could  possi- 
bly desire.  It  will  exist  in  every  state  but  as  a  poor  dependent 
on  state  permission.  It  must  borrow  leave  to  be  ;  and  will  be, 
no  longer  than  state  pleasure,  or  state  discretion,  sees  fit  to 
grant  the  indulgence,  and  prolong  its  poor  existence. 

But,  sir,  although  there  are  fears,  there  are  hopes  also.  The 
people  have  preserved  this,  their  own  chosen  constitution,  for 
forty  years,  and  have  seen  their  happiness,  prosperity,  and 
renown  grow  with  its  growth,  and  strengthen  with  its  strength. 
They  are  now,  generally,  strongly  attached  to  it.  Overthrown 
by  direct  assault,  it  cannot  be ;  evaded,  undermined,  nulli- 
fied, it  will  not  be,  if  M'e,  and  those  who  shall  succeed  us  here, 
as  agents  and  representatives  of  the  people,  shall  conscientiously 
and  vigilantly  discharge  the  two  great  branches  of  our  public 
trust,  faithfully  to  preserve,  and  wisely  to  administer  it. 

Mr.  President,  I  have  thus  stated  the  reasons  of  my  dissent 
to  the  doctrines  which  have  been  advanced  and  maintained  J 
am  conscious  of  having  detained  you  and  the  senate  mucli  too 
long.  I  was  drawn  into  the  debate  with  no  previous  delibera- 
tion, such  as  is  suited  to  the  discussion  of  so  grave  and  impor 
tant  a  subject.  But  it  is  a  subject  of  which  my  heart  is  full, 
and  I  have  not  been  v/illing  to  suppress  the  utterance  of  its 
spontaneous  sentiments.  I  cannot,  even  now,  persuade  myself 
to  relinquish  it,  without  expressing  once  more  my  deep  convic- 
tion that,  since  it  respects  nothing  less  than  the  union  of  the 
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states,  it  is  of  most  vital  and  essential  importance  to  the  public 
happiness.  I  profess,  sir,  in  my  career  hitherto,  to  have  kept 
steadily  iu  view  the  prosperity  and  honor  of  the  whole  conn- 
try,  and  the  preservation  of  our  federal  Union.  It  is  to  that 
-Union  we  owe  our  safety  at  home,  and  our  consideration  and 
dignity  abroad.  It  is  to  that  Union  that  we  are  chiefly  indebted 
for  whatever  makes  us  most  proud  of  our  country.  That 
Union  we  reached  only  by  the  discipline  of  our  virtues  in  the 
severe  school  of  adversity.  It  had  its  origin  in  the  necessities 
of  disordered  finance,  prostrate  commerce,  and  ruined  credit. 
Under  its  benign  influencss,  these  great  interests  immediately 
awoke  as  from  the  dead,  and  sprang  forth  with  newness  of  life. 
Every  year  of  its  duration  has  teemed  with  fresh  proofs  of  its 
utility  and  its  blessings ;  and  although  our  territory  has 
stretched  out  wider  and  wider,  and  our  population  spread 
farther  and  farther,  they  have  not  outrun  its  protection  or  its 
benefits.  It  has  been  to  us  all  a  copious  fountain  of  national, 
social,  and  personal  happiness. 

I  have  not  allowed  myself,  sir,  to  look  beyond  the  Union,  to 
see  what  might  lie  hidden  in  the  dark  recess  behind.  I  have 
not  coolly  weighed  the  chances  of  preserving  liberty  when  the 
bonds  that  unite  us  together  shall  bo  broken  asunder.  I  have 
not  accustomed  myself  to  hang  over  the  precipice  of  disunion, 
to  see  whether,  with  my  short  sight,  I  can  fathom  the  depth  of 
the  abyss  below  ;  nor  could  I  regard  him  as  a  safe  counselor 
in  the  affairs  of  this  government,  whose  thoughts  should  be 
mainly  bent  on  considering,  not  how  the  Union  should  be  best 
preserved,  but  how  tolerable  might  be  the  condition  of  the 
people  when  it  shall  be  broken  up  and  destroyed.  While  the 
Union  lasts,  we  have  high,  exciting,  gratifying  prospects  spread 
out  before  us,  for  us  and  our  children.  Beyond  that  I  seek  not 
to  penetrate  the  veil.  God  grant  that  in  my  day,  at  least,  that 
curtain  may  not  rise  I  God  grant  that  on  my  vision  never 
may  be  opened  what  lies  behind  !  When  my  eyes  shall  be 
turned  to  behold  for  the  last  time  the  sun  in  heaven,  may  I  not 
see  him  shining  on  the  broken  and  dishonored  fragments  of  a 
once  glorious  Union ;  on  states  dissevered,  discordant,  belliger- 
ent ;  on  a  land  rent  with  civil  feuds,  or  drenched,  it  may  be, 
in  fraternal  blood  !  Let  their  last  feeble  and  lingering  glance 
rather  behold  the  gorgeous  ensign  of  the  republic,  now  known 
and  honored  throughout  the  earth,  still  full  high  advanced,  its 
arms  and  trophies  streaming  in  their  original  luster,  not  a  stripe 
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erased  or  polluted,  nor  a  single  star  obscured,  bearing  for  its 
motto  no  such  miserable  interrogatory  as  "  What  is  all  this 
worth  ?  "  nor  those  other  words  of  delusion  and  folly,  "  Liberty 
first  and  Union  afterwards ;  "  but  everywhere,  spread  all  over 
in  characters  of  living  light,  blazing  on  all  its  ample  folds,  as 
they  float  over  the  sea  and  over  the  land,  and  in  every  wind, 
under  the  whole  heavens,  that  other  sentiment,  dear  to  every 
true  American  heart  —  Liberty  and  Union,  now  and  forever, 
one  and  inseparable  ! 


FROM   "THE   BIGLOW   PAPERS." 

By  JAIMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

[James  Russell  Lowell  :  An  American  poet,  critic,  and  scholar ;  born  in 
Cambridge,  Mass.,  February  22, 1819  ;  died  there  August  12, 1891.  He  graduated 
at  Harvard  (1838),  and  was  admitted  to  the  bar  (1841),  but  soon  abandoned  the 
legal  profession  for  literature.  In  1855  he  succeeded  Longfellow  as  professor  of 
modern  languages  at  Harvard;  was  editor  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly  (1857-1862), 
and  of  the  North  American  Review  (1863-1872)  with  C.  E.  Norton ;  United  States 
minister  to  Spain  (1877-1880),  and  to  Great  Britain  (1880-1885).  His  chief  poeti- 
cal works  are  :  "A  Year's  Life"  (1841),  "The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal,"  "The 
Biglow  Papers,"  "Commemoration  Ode,"  "Under  the  Willows,"  "The 
Cathedral,"  "  Heartsease  and  Rue."  In  prose  he  published :  "  Conversa- 
tions on  Some  of  the  Old  Poeis,"  "Fireside  Travels,"  "Among  my  Books," 
"My  Study  Windows,"  "  Democracy,"  and  "  Political  Essays."] 

I  DU  believe  in  Freedom's  cause, 

Ez  fur  away  ez  Payris  is ; 
I  love  to  see  her  stick  her  claws 

In  them  infarnal  Phayrisees ; 
It's  wal  enough  agin  a  king 

To  dror  resolves  an  triggers,  — 
But  libbaty's  a  kind  o'  thing 

Thet  don't  agree  with  niggers. 

I  du  believe  the  people  want 

A  tax  on  teas  an'  coffees, 
Thet  nothin'  ain't  extra vygunt,  — 

Purvidin'  I'm  in  of&ce ; 
Fer  I  hev  loved  my  country  sence 

My  eyeteeth  filled  their  sockets, 
An'  Uncle  Sam  I  reverence, 

Partic'larly  his  pockets. 
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I  du  believe  in  any  plan 

0'  levyin'  the  taxes, 
Ez  long  ez,  like  a  lumberman, 

I  git  jest  wut  I  axes  : 
I  go  free  trade  thru  thick  an'  thin, 

Because  it  kind  o'  rouses 
The  folks  to  vote,  —  an'  keeps  us  ia 

Our  quiet  customhouses. 

I  du  believe  it's  wise  an'  good 

To  sen'  out  furrin  missions, 
Thet  is,  on  sartin  understood 

An'  orthydox  conditions  ;  — 
I  mean  nine  thousan'  dolls,  per  ann.^ 

Nine  thousan'  more  fer  outfit, 
An'  me  to  recommend  a  man 

The  place  'ould  jest  about  fit. 

I  du  believe  in  special  ways 

0'  prayin'  an'  convartin' ; 
The  bread  comes  back  in  many  days 

An'  buttered,  tu,  fer  sartin ; 
I  mean  in  prayin'  till  one  busts 

On  wut  the  party  chooses. 
An'  in  convartin'  publis  trusts 

To  very  privit  uses. 

I  du  believe  hard  coin  the  stuff 

Fer  'lectioneers  to  spout  on ; 
The  people's  oilers  soft  enough 

To  make  hard  money  out  on ; 
Dear  Uncle  Sam  pervides  fer  his. 

An'  gives  a  good-sized  junk  to  all,  ■ 
I  don't  care  how  hard  money  is, 

Ez  long  ez  mine's  paid  puuctooal. 

I  du  believe  with  all  my  soul 
In  the  gret  Press's  freedom. 

To  pint  the  people  to  the  goal 
An'  in  the  traces  lead  'em ; 

Palsied  the  arm  thet  forges  yokes 
At  my  fat  contracts  squintin', 

An'  withered  be  the  nose  thet  pokes 
»  '  Inter  the  gov'ment  printin' ! 
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I  du  belie  v^e  thet  I  should  give 

Wut's  his'n  unto  Caesar, 
Per  it's  by  him  I  move  and  live, 

Frum  him  my  bread  an'  cheese  airj 
I  du  believe  thet  all  o'  me 

Doth  bear  his  superscription, — 
Will,  conscience,  honor,  honesty, 

An'  things  o'  thet  description. 

I  du  believe  in  prayer  an'  praise 

To  him  that  hez  the  grantin' 
0'  jobs, — in  everythin'  thet  pays, 

But  most  of  all  in  Cantin'  ; 
This  doth  my  cup  with  marcies  fill, 

This  lays  all  thought  o'  sin  to  rest,— 
I  donH  believe  in  princerple, 

But  0,  I  da  in  interest. 

I  du  believe  in  bein'  this 

Or  thet,  ez  it  may  happen 
One  way  or  t'other  hendiest  is 

To  ketch  the  people  nappin' ; 
It  ain't  by  princerples  nor  men 

My  preuduut  course  is  steadied,  — 
I  scent  which  pa.ys  the  best,  an'  then 

Go  into  it  baldheaded. 

I  du  believe  thet  holdin'  slaves 

Comes  nat'ral  tu  a  Presidunt, 
Let  'lone  the  rowdedow  it  saves 

To  hev  a  wal-broke  precedunt ; 
Fer  any  ofifice,  small  or  gret, 

I  couldn't  ax  with  no  face. 
Without  I'd  ben,  thru  dry  an'  wet, 

Th'  unrizzest  kind  o'  doughface. 

I  du  believe  wutever  trash 

'11  keep  the  people  in  blindness,— 
Thet  we  the  Mexicuns  can  thrash 

Right  inter  brotherly  kindness, 
Thet  bombshells,  grape,  an'  powder  'n'  ball 

Air  good  will's  strongest  magnets, 
Thet  peace,  to  make  it  stick  at  all, 

Must  be  druv  in  with  bagnets. 
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In  short,  I  firmly  du  believe 

In  Humbug  generally, 
Fer  it's  a  thing  thet  I  perceive 

To  hev  a  solid  vally  ; 
This  heth  my  faithful  shepherd  ben, 

In  pasuurs  sweet  heth  led  me, 
An'  this'll  keep  the  people  green 

To  feed  ez  they  hev  fed  me. 


LINCOLN'S   SECOND  INAUGURAL  ADDRESS. 

[Abraham  Lincoln,  the  sixteenth  President  of  the  United  States,  was  bom 
in  Hardin  County,  Ky.,  February  12,  1809.  The  son  of  a  pioneer,  he  was  educated 
at  backwoods  schools,  and  during  his  youth  was  a  farm  laborer,  salesman,  mer- 
chant, and  survreyor.  He  studied  law  and  began  practice  in  Springfield,  111. ;  sat 
in  the  state  legislature  (1834-1842)  ;  was  a  Whig  member  of  Congress  (1847- 
1849)  ;  and  on  account  of  his  pronounced  opposition  to  slavery  came  to  be 
regarded  as  the  leader  of  the  newly  organized  Republican  party.  His  election 
to  the  presidency  (18G0)  was  followed  by  the  secession  of  the  southern  states, 
and  the  Civil  War  broke  out  in  1861.  In  1862  he  issued  his  famous  Proclama- 
tion of  Emancipation  ;  was  reelected  in  1864  by  a  large  majority  over  McClellan, 
the  Democratic  candidate  ;  and  was  occupied  with  plans  for  the  reconstruction 
of  the  Union  when  he  was  shot  by  John  Wilkes  Booth,  an  actor,  at  Washington, 
B.C.,  April  14,  1S65,  and  died  the  following  day.  Lincoln's  chief  contribution 
to  literature  is  the  address  delivered  at  the  dedication  of  the  Gettysburg  military 
cemetery,  November  19,  1863.] 

Fellow- Countrymen,  —  At  this  second  appearing  to  take 
the  oath  of  the  Presidential  office,  there  is  less  occasion  for  an 
extended  address  than  there  was  at  the  first.  Then,  a  state- 
ment, somewhat  in  detail,  of  a  course  to  be  pursued  seemed 
very  fitting  and  proper.  Now,  at  the  expiration  of  four  years, 
during  which  public  declarations  have  been  constantly  called 
forth  on  every  point  and  phase  of  the  great  contest  which  still 
absorbs  the  attention  and  engrosses  the  energies  of  the  nation, 
little  that  is  new  could  be  presented.  The  progress  of  our 
arms,  upon  which  all  else  chiefly  depends,  is  as  well  known  to 
the  public  as  to  myself,  and  it  is,  I  trust,  reasonably  satisfac- 
tory and  encouraging  to  all.  With  high  hope  for  the  future, 
no  prediction  in  regard  to  it  is  ventured. 

On  the  occasion  corresponding  to  this,  four  years  ago,  all 
thoughts  were  anxiously  directed  to  an  impending  civil  war. 
All  dreaded  it,  all  sought  to  avoid  it.  While  the  inaugural 
address  was  being  delivered  from  this  place,  devoted  altogether 
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to  saving  the  Union  without  war,  insurgent  agents  were  in  the 
city,  seeking  to  destroy  it  without  war,  —  seeking  to  dissolve 
the  Union,  and  divide  the  effects  by  negotiation.  Both  parties 
deprecated  war  ;  but  one  of  them  would  make  war  rather  than 
let  the  nation  survive,  and  the  other  would  accept  war  rather 
than  let  it  perish  ;  and  the  war  came. 

One  eighth  of  the  whole  population  were  colored  slaves, 
not  distributed  generally  over  the  Union,  but  localized  in  the 
southern  part  of  it.  These  slaves  constituted  a  peculiar  and 
powerful  interest.  All  knew  that  this  interest  was  somehow  the 
cause  of  the  war.  To  strengthen,  perpetuate,  and  extend  this 
interest  was  the  object  for  which  the  insurgents  would  rend 
the  Union  by  war,  while  the  government  claimed  no  right  to 
do  more  than  to  restrict  the  territorial  enlargement  of  it. 

Neither  party  expected  for  the  war  the  magnitude  or  the 
duration  which  it  has  already  attained.  Neither  anticipated 
that  the  cause  of  the  conflict  might  cease  with,  or  even  before 
the  conflict  itself  should  cease.  Each  looked  for  an  easier 
triumph,  and  a  result  less  fundamental  and  astounding.  Both 
read  the  same  Bible,  and  pray  to  the  same  God,  and  each 
invokes  His  aid  against  the  other.  It  may  seem  strange  that 
any  men  should  dare  to  ask  a  just  God's  assistance  in  wringing 
their  bread  from  the  sweat  of  other  men's  faces.  But  let  us 
judge  not,  that  we  be  not  judged.  The  prayer  of  both  could 
not  be  answered.  That  of  neither  has  been  answered  fully. 
The  Almighty  has  His  own  purposes.  "  Woe  unto  the  world 
because  of  offenses,  for  it  must  needs  be  that  offenses  come  ; 
but  woe  to  that  man  by  whom  the  offense  cometh." 

If  we  shall  suppose  that  American  slavery  is  one  of  these 
offenses,  which,  in  the  providence  of  God,  must  needs  come, 
but  which,  having  continued  through  His  appointed  time.  He 
now  wills  to  remove,  and  that  He  gives  to  both  North  and 
South  this  terrible  war  as  the  woe  due  to  those  by  whom  the 
offense  came,  shall  we  discern  therein  any  departure  from  those 
divine  attributes  which  the  believers  in  a  living  God  always 
ascribe  to  Him? 

Fondly  do  we  hope,  fervently  do  we  pray,  that  this  might}'' 
scourge  of  war  may  speedily  pass  avvay.  Yet,  if  God  wills 
that  it  continue  until  all  the  wealth  piled  by  the  bondsman's 
two  hundred  and  fifty  years  of  unrequited  toil  shall  be  sunk, 
and  until  every  drop  of  blood  drawn  with  the  lash  shall  be 
paid  by  another  drawn  with  the  sword,  as  was  said  three  thou- 

'60 
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sand  years  ago,  so  still  it  must  be  said  that  "the  juclgments  of 
the  Lord  are  true  and  righteous  altogether." 

With  malice  towards  none,  with  charity  for  all,  with  firm- 
ness in  the  right,  as  God  gives  us  to  see  the  right,  let  us  strive 
on,  to  finish  the  work  we  are  in,  to  bind  up  the  nation's  wounds, 
to  care  for  him  who  shall  have  borne  the  battle,  and  for  his 
widow  and  orphans,  to  do  all  which  may  achieve  and  cherish  a 
just  and  a  lasting  peace  among  ourselves  and  with  all  nations. 

Gettysburg  Oration. 

Fourscore  and  seven  years  ago  our  fathers  brought  forth 
upon  this  continent  a  new  nation,  conceived  in  Liberty,  and 
dedicated  to  the  proposition  that  all  men  are  created  equal. 

Now  we  are  engaged  in  a  great  civil  war,  testing  whether 
that  nation,  or  any  nation  so  conceived  and  so  dedicated,  can 
long  endure.  We  are  met  on  a  great  battlefield  of  that  war. 
We  are  met  to  dedicate  a  portion  of  it  as  the  final  resting  place 
of  those  who  here  gave  their  lives  that  that  nation  might  live. 
It  is  altogether  fitting  and  proper  that  we  should  do  this. 

But,  in  a  larger  sense,  we  cannot  dedicate,  we  cannot  con- 
secrate, we  cannot  hallow,  this  ground.  The  brave  men,  living 
and  dead,  who  struggled  here,  have  consecrated  it  far  above 
our  power  to  add  or  detract.  The  world  will  little  note  nor 
long  remember  what  we  say  here,  but  it  can  never  forget  what 
they  did  here.  It  is  for  us,  the  living,  rather  to  be  dedicated 
here  to  the  unfinished  work  that  they  have  thus  far  so  nobly 
carried  on.  It  is  rather  for  us  to  be  here  dedicated  to  the 
great  task  remaining  before  us ;  that  from  these  honored  dead 
we  take  increased  devotion  to  the  cause  for  which  they  here 
gave  the  last  full  measure  of  devotion  ;  that  we  here  highly 
resolve  that  the  dead  shall  not  have  died  in  vain,  that  the 
nation  shall,  under  God,  have  a  new  birth  of  freedom,  and  that 
government  of  the  people,  by  the  people,  and  for  the  people, 
shall  not  perish  from  the  earth. 
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ABRAHAM   LINCOLN. 

Bt  PHILLIPS  BROOKS. 

fA  Sermon  preached  in  Philadelphia  while  the  body  of  the  President  was  lying 

in  the  city. ) 

[Phillips  Brooks,  an  American  author,  preacher,  and  bishop  of  Massachu- 
setts, was  born  in  Boston,  Mass.,  December  13,  18-35.  He  was  a  graduate  of 
Harvard  and  the  Episcopal  Theological  Seminary,  Alexandria,  Va.,  and  rector 
of  Protestant  Episcopal  churches  in  Philadelphia  until  1869,  when  he  accepted 
the  rectorship  of  Trinity  Church  in  Boston.  In  1891  he  became  bishop  of 
Massachusetts.  He  was  a  man  of  liberal  views,  and  was  accounted  the  fore- 
most preacher  of  his  Church.  His  works  include  :  "  Lectures  on  Preaching," 
"Sermons  in  English  Churches,"  " Essays  and  Addresses,"  " Letters  of  Travel," 
"Light  of  the  World,  and  Other  Sermons,"  and  several  poems  and  carols,  nota- 
bly "The  Little  Town  of  Bethlehem."     He  died  in  Boston,  January  23,  1893.] 

"  He  chose  David  also  His  servant,  and  took  him  away  from  the  sheepfoids  ; 
that  he  might  feed  Jacob  His  people,  and  Israel  His  inheritance.  So  he  fed  them 
with  a  faithful  and  true  heart,  and  ruled  them  prudently  with  all  his  power."  — 
Fsalm  Ixxviii.  71,  72,  73. 

While  I  speak  to  you  to-day,  the  body  of  the  President 
who  ruled  this  people  is  lying,  honored  and  loved,  in  our  city. 
It  is  impossible  with  that  sacred  presence  in  our  midst  for  me 
to  stand  and  speak  of  ordinary  topics  which  occupy  the  pulpit. 
I  must  speak  of  him  to-day  ;  and  1  therefore  undertake  to  do 
what  I  had  intended  to  do  at  some  future  time,  to  invite  you  to 
study  with  me  the  character  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  the  impulses 
of  his  life  and  the  causes  of  his  death.  I  know  how  hard  it  is 
to  do  it  rightly,  how  impossible  it  is  to  do  it  worthily.  But  I 
shall  speak  with  confidence,  because  I  speak  to  those  who  love 
him,  and  whose  ready  love  will  fill  out  the  deficiencies  in  a  pic- 
ture which  my  words  will  weakly  try  to  draw. 

We  take  it  for  granted,  first  of  all,  that  there  is  an  essential 
connection  between  Mr.  Lincoln's  character  and  his  violent  and 
bloody  death.  It  is  no  accident,  no  arbitrary  decree  of  Provi- 
dence. He  lived  as  he  did,  and  he  died  as  he  did,  because  he 
was  what  he  was.  The  more  we  see  of  events,  the  less  we  come 
to  believe  in  any  fate  or  destiny  except  the  destiny  of  charac- 
ter. It  will  be  our  duty,  then,  to  see  what  there  was  in  the 
character  of  our  great  President  that  created  the  history  of  his 
life,  and  at  last  produced  the  catastrophe  of  his  cruel  death. 
After  the  first  trembling  horror,  the  first  outburst  of  indignant 
sorrow,  has  grown  calm,  these  are  the  questions  which  we  are 
bound  to  ask  and  answer. 
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It  is  not  necessary  for  me  even  to  sketch  the  biography  of 
Mr.  Lincoln.  He  was  born  in  Kentucky  fifty  six  years  ago, 
when  Kentucky  was  a  pioneer  State.  He  lived,  as  boy  and 
man,  the  hard  and  needy  life  of  a  backwoodsman,  a  farmer,  a 
river  boatman,  and,  finally,  by  his  own  efforts  at  self-education, 
of  an  active,  respected,  influential  citizen,  in  the  half-organized 
and  manifold  interests  of  a  new  and  energetic  community. 
From  his  boyhood  up  he  lived  in  direct  and  vigorous  contact 
with  men  and  things,  not  as  in  older  States  and  easier  condi- 
tions with  words  and  theories  ;  and  both  his  moral  convictions 
and  his  intellectual  opinions  gathered  from  that  contact  a 
supreme  degree  of  that  character  by  which  men  knew  him, 
that  character  which  is  the  most  distinctive  possession  of  the 
best  American  nature,  that  almost  indescribable  quality  which 
we  call  in  general  clearness  or  truth,  and  wnich  appears  in 
the  physical  structure  as  health,  in  the  moral  constitution  as 
honesty,  in  the  mental  structure  as  sagacity,  and  in  the  region 
of  active  life  as  practicalness.  This  one  character,  with  many 
sides,  all  shaped  by  the  same  essential  force  and  testifying 
to  the  same  inner  influences,  was  what  was  powerful  in  him 
and  decreed  for  him  the  life  he  was  to  live  and  the  death 
he  was  to  die.  We  must  take  no  smaller  view  than  this  of 
what  he  was.  Even  his  physical  conditions  are  not  to  be  for- 
gotten in  making  up  his  character.  We  make  too  little  always 
of  the  physical ;  certainly  we  make  too  little  of  it  here  if  we 
lose  sight  of  the  strength  and  muscular  activity,  the  power  of 
doing  and  enduring,  which  the  backwoods  boy  inherited  from 
generations  of  hard-living  ancestors,  and  appropriated  for  his 
own  by  a  long  discipline  of  bodily  toll.  He  brought  to  the 
solution  of  the  question  of  labor  in  this  country  not  merely  a 
mind,  but  a  body  thoroughly  in  sympathy  with  labor,  full  of 
the  culture  of  labor,  bearing  witness  to  the  dignity  and  excel- 
lence of  work  in  every  muscle  that  w^ork  had  toughened  and 
every  sense  that  work  had  made  clear  and  true.  He  could  not 
have  brought  the  mind  for  his  task  so  perfectly,  unless  he  had 
first  brought  the  body  whose  rugged  and  stubborn  health  was 
always  contradicting  to  him  the  false  theories  of  labor,  and 
always  asserting  the  true. 

As  to  the  moral  and  mental  powers  which  distinguished  him, 
all  embraceable  under  this  general  description  of  clearness  of 
truth,  the  most  remarkable  thing  is  the  w^ay  in  which  they 
blend  with  one  another,  so  that  it  is  next  to  impossible  to  exam- 
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ine  tliem  in  separation.  A  great  many  people  have  discussed 
very  crudely  whether  Abraham  Lincoln  was  an  intellectual  man 
or  not ;  as  if  intellect  were  a  thing  always  of  the  same  sort, 
which  you  could  precipitate  from  the  other  constituents  of  a 
man's  nature  and  weigh  by  itself,  and  compare  by  pounds  and 
ounces  in  this  man  with  another.  The  fact  is,  that  in  all  the 
simplest  characters  that  line  between  the  mental  and  moral 
natures  is  always  vague  and  indistinct.  They  run  together, 
and  in  their  best  combinations  you  are  unable  to  discriminate, 
in  the  wisdom  which  is  their  result,  how  much  is  moral  and 
how  much  is  intellectual.  You  are  unable  to  tell  whether  in 
the  wise  acts  and  words  which  issue  from  such  a  life  there  is 
more  of  the  righteousness  that  comes  of  a  clear  conscience,  or 
of  the  sagacity  that  comes  of  a  clear  brain.  In  more  complex 
characters  and  under  more  complex  conditions,  the  moral  and 
the  mental  lives  come  to  be  less  healthily  combined.  They 
cooperate,  they  help  each  other,  less.  Thsy  come  even  to  stand 
over  against  each  other  as  antagonists  ;  till  we  have  that  vague 
but  most  melancholy  notion  which  pervades  the  life  of  all  elab- 
orate civilization,  that  goodness  and  greatness,  as  we  call  them, 
are  not  to  be  looked  for  together,  till  we  expect  to  see  and  so 
do  see  a  feeble  and  narrov/  conscientiousness  on  the  one  hand, 
and  a  bad,  unprincipled  intelligence  on  the  other,  dividing  the 
suffrages  of  men. 

It  is  the  great  boon  of  such  characters  as  Mr.  Lincoln's,  that 
thoy  reunite  what  God  has  joined  together  and  man  has  put  asun- 
der. In  him  was  vindicated  the  greatness  of  real  goodness  and 
the  goodness  of  real  greatness.  The  twain  were  one  flesh.  Not 
one  of  all  the  multitudes  who  stood  and  looked  up  to  him  for 
direction  with  such  a  loving  and  implicit  trust  can  tell  you  to- 
day whether  the  wise  judgments  that  he  gave  came  most  from 
a  strong  head  or  a  sound  heart.  If  you  ask  them,  they  are 
puzzled.  There  are  men  as  good  as  he,  but  they  do  bad  things. 
There  are  men  as  intelligent  as  he,  but  they  do  foolish  things. 
In  him  goodness  and  intelligence  combined  and  made  their  best 
result  of  wisdom.  For  perfect  truth  consists  not  merely  in  the 
right  constituents  of  character,  but  in  their  right  and  intimate 
conjunction.  This  union  of  the  mental  and  moral  into  a  life  of 
admirable  simplicity  is  what  we  most  admire  in  children  ;  but  in 
them  it  is  unsettled  and  unpractical.  But  when  it  is  preserved 
into  manhood,  deepened  into  reliability  and  maturity,  it  is  that 
glorified  childlikeness,  that  high  and  reverend  simplicity,  which 
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shames  and  baffles  the  most  accomplished  astuteness,  and  is  chosen 
by  God  to  fill  his  purposes  when  he  needs  a  ruler  for  his  people, 
of  faithful  and  true  heart,  such  as  he  had  who  was  our  President. 

Another  evident  quality  of  such  a  character  as  this  will  be 
its  freshness  or  newness,  if  we  may  so  speak.  Its  freshness  or 
readiness,  —  call  it  what  you  will,  —  its  ability  to  take  up  new 
duties  and  do  them  in  a  new  way,  will  result  of  necessity  from  its 
truth  and  clearness.  The  simple  natures  and  forces  will  always 
be  the  most  pliant  ones.  Water  bends  and  shapes  itself  to  any 
channel.  Air  folds  and  adapts  itself  to  each  new  figure.  They 
are  the  simplest  and  the  most  iniinitely  active  things  in  nature. 
So  this  nature,  in  very  virtue  of  its  simplicity,  must  be  also  free, 
always  fitting  itself  to  each  new  need.  It  will  always  start  from 
the  most  fundamental  and  eternal  conditions,  and  work  in  the 
straightest  even  although  they  be  the  newest  ways,  to  the  pres- 
ent prescribed  purpose.  In  one  word,  it  must  be  broad  and  inde- 
pendent and  radical.  So  that  freedom  and  radicalness  in  the 
character  of  Abraham  Lincoln  were  not  separate  qualities,  but  the 
necessary  results  of  his  simplicity  and  childlikeness  and  truth. 

Here  then  we  have  some  conception  of  the  man.  Out  of 
this  character  came  the  life  which  we  admire  and  the  death 
which  we  lament  to-day.  He  was  called  in  that  character  to 
that  life  and  death.  It  was  just  the  nature,  as  you  see,  which 
a  new  nation  such  as  ours  ought  to  produce.  All  the  condi- 
tions of  his  birth,  his  youth,  his  manhood,  which  made  him  what 
he  was,  were  not  irregular  and  exceptional,  but  were  the  normal 
conditions  of  a  new  and  simple  country.  His  pioneer  home  in 
Indiana  was  a  type  of  the  pioneer  land  in  which  he  lived.  If 
ever  there  was  a  man  who  was  a  part  of  the  time  and  country 
he  lived  in,  this  was  he.  The  same  simple  respect  for  labor  won 
in  the  school  of  work  and  incorporated  into  blood  and  muscle  ; 
the  same  unassuming  loyalty  to  the  simple  virtues  of  temper- 
ance and  industry  and  integrity ;  the  same  sagacious  judgment 
wldch  had  learned  to  be  quick-eyed  and  quick-brained  in  the 
constant  presence  of  emergency  ;  the  same  direct  and  clear 
thought  about  things,  social,  political,  and  religious,  that  was 
in  him  supremely,  was  in  the  people  he  was  sent  to  rule. 
Surely,  with  such  a  type-man  for  ruler,  there  would  seem  to  be 
but  a  smooth  and  even  road  over  which  he  might  lead  tlie 
people  whose  character  he  represented  into  the  new  region  of 
national  happiness  and  comfort  and  usefulness,  for  which  that 
character  had  been  designed. 
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But  then  we  come  to  the  beginning  of  all  trouble.     Abra- 
ham Lincoln  was  the  type-man  of  the  country,  but  not  of  the 
whole  country.     This  character  which  we  have  been  trying  to 
describe  was  the  character  of  an  American  under  the  discipline 
of  freedom.     There  was  another  American  character  which  had 
been  developed  under  the  influence  of  slavery.     There  was  no 
one  American  character  embracing  the  land.     There  were  two 
characters,  with  impulses  of  irrepressible  and  deadly  conflict. 
This  citizen  whom  we  have  been  honoring  and  praising  repre- 
sented one.     The  whole  great  scheme  with  which  he  was  ulti- 
mately brought  in  conflict,  and  which  has  finally  killed  him, 
represented  the  other.     Beside  this  nature,  true  and  fresh  and 
new,  there  was  another  nature,  false  and  effete  and  old.     The 
one  nature  found  itself  in  a  new  world,  and  set  itself  to  dis- 
cover the  new  ways  for  the  new  duties  that  were  given  it.     The 
other  nature,  full  of  the  false  pride  of  blood,  set  itself  to  repro- 
duce in  a  new  world  the  institutions  and  the  spirit  of  the  old, 
to  build  anew  the  structure  of  the  feudalism  which  had  been 
corrupt  in  its  own  day,  and  which  had  been  left  far  behind  by 
the  advancing  conscience  and  needs  of  the  progressing  race. 
The  one  nature  magnified  labor,  the  other  nature  depreciated  and 
despised  it.     The  one  honored  the  laborer,  and  the  other  scorned 
him.     The  one  was  simple  and  direct ;  the  other,  complex,  full 
of  sophistries  and  self-excuses.     The  one  was  free  to  look  all 
that  claimed  to  be  truth  in  the  face,  and  separate  the  error  from 
the  truth  that  might  be  in  it  ;  the  other  did  not  dare  to  inves- 
tigate, because  its  own  established  prides  and  systems  were 
dearer  to  it  than  the  truth  itself,  and  so  even  truth  went  about 
in  it  doing  the  work  of  error.     The  one  was  ready  to  state 
broad   principles,   of   the  brotherhood  of   man,  the   universal 
fatherhood  and  justice  of  God,  however  imperfectly  it  might 
realize  them  in  practice  ;   the  other  denied  even  the  principles, 
and  so  dug  deep  and  laid  below  its  special  sins  the  broad  foun- 
dation of  a  consistent,  acknowledged  sinfulness.     In  a  word, 
one  nature  was  full  of  the  influences  of  Freedom,  the  other 
nature  was  full  of  the  influences  of  Slavery. 

In  general,  these  two  regions  of  our  national  life  were 
separated  by  a  geographical  boundary.  One  was  the  spirit  of 
the  North,  the  other  was  the  spirit  of  the  South.  But  the 
Southern  nature  was  by  no  means  all  a  Southern  thing.  There 
it  had  an  organized,  established  form,  a  certain  definite,  estab- 
lished institution  about  which  it  clustered.     Here,  lacking  ad- 
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vantage,  it  lived  in  less  expressive  ways  and  so  lived  more 
weakly.  There,  there  was  the  horrible  sacrament  of  slavery, 
the  outward  and  visible  sign  round  which  the  inward  and 
spiritual  temper  gathered  and  kept  itself  alive.  But  who 
doubts  that  among  us  the  spirit  of  slavery  lived  and  thrived  ? 
Its  formal  existence  had  been  swept  away  from  one  State  after 
another,  partly  on  conscientious,  partly  on  economical  grounds, 
but  its  spirit  was  here,  in  every  sympathy  that  Northern  winds 
carried  to  the  listening  ear  of  the  Southern  slaveholder,  and 
in  every  oppression  of  the  weak  by  the  strong,  every  proud 
assumption  of  idleness  over  labor,  which  echoed  the  music  of 
Southern  life  back  to  us.  Here  in  our  midst  lived  that  worse 
and  falser  nature,  side  by  side  with  the  true  and  better  nature 
which  God  meant  should  be  the  nature  of  Americans,  and  of 
which  He  was  shaping  out  the  type  and  champion  in  His  chosen 
David  of  the  sheepfold. 

Here  then  we  have  the  two.  The  history  of  our  country 
for  many  years  is  the  history  of  how  these  two  elements  of 
American  life  approached  collision.  They  wrought  their  sepa- 
rate reactions  on  each  other.  Men  dobate  and  quarrel  even 
now  about  the  rise  of  Northern  Abolitionism,  about  whether 
the  Northern  Abolitionists  were  right  or  wrong,  whether  they 
did  harm  or  good.  How  vain  the  quarrel  is  !  It  was  inevi- 
table. It  was  inevitable  in  the  nature  of  things  that  two  such 
natures  living  here  together  should  be  set  violently  against 
each  other.  It  is  inevitable,  till  man  be  far  more  unfeeling 
and  untrue  to  his  convictions  than  he  has  always  been,  that  a 
great  wrong  asserting  itself  vehemently  should  arouse  to  no 
less  vehement  assertion  the  opposing  right.  The  only  wonder 
is  that  there  was  not  more  of  it.  The  only  wonder  is  that  so 
few  were  swept  away  to  take  by  an  impulse  they  could  not  re- 
sist their  stand  of  hatred  to  the  wicked  institution.  The  only 
wonder  is,  that  only  one  brave,  reckless  man  came  forth  to  cast 
himself,  almost  single-handed,  with  a  hopeless  hope,  against  the 
proud  power  that  he  hated,  and  trust  to  the  influence  of  a  soul 
marching  on  into  the  history  of  his  countrymen  to  stir  them  to 
a  vindication  of  the  truth  he  loved.  At  any  rate,  whether  the 
Abolitionists  were  wrong  or  right,  there  grew  up  about  their 
violence,  as  there  always  will  about  the  extremism  of  extreme 
reformers,  a  great  mass  of  feeling,  catching  their  spirit  and 
asserting  it  firmly,  though  in  more  moderate  degrees  and 
methods.     About  the  nucleus  of  Abolitionism  grew  up  a  great 
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American  Antislavery  determination,  which  at  last  gathered 
strengtli  enough  to  take  its  stand  to  insist  upon  the  checking 
and  limiting  the  extension  of  the  power  of  slavery,  and  to  put 
the  type-man,  whom  God  had  been  preparing  for  the  task, 
before  the  world,  to  do  the  work  on  which  it  had  resolved. 
Then  came  discontent,  secession,  treason.  The  two  American 
natures,  long  advancing  to  encounter,  met  at  last,  and  a  whole 
country,  yet  trembling  with  the  shock,  bears  witness  how  terri- 
ble the  meeting  was. 

Thus  I  have  tried  briefly  to  trace  out  the  gradual  course  by 
which  God  brought  the  character  which  He  designed  to  be  the 
controlling  character  of  this  new  world  into  distinct  collision 
with  the  hostile  character  which  it  was  to  destroy  and  absorb, 
and  set  it  in  the  person  of  its  type-man  in  the  seat  of  highest 
power.  The  character  formed  under  the  discipline  of  Freedom 
and  the  character  formed  under  the  discipline  of  Slavery  devel- 
oped all  their  difference  and  met  in  hostile  conflict  when  this 
war  began.  Notice,  it  was  not  only  in  what  he  did  and  was 
towards  the  slave,  it  was  in  all  he  did  and  was  everywhere  that 
we  accept  Mr.  Lincoln's  character  as  the  true  result  of  our  free 
life  and  institutions.  Nowhere  else  could  have  come  forth  that 
genuine  love  of  the  people,  which  in  him  no  one  could  suspect 
of  being  either  the  cheap  flattery  of  the  demagogue  or  the  ab- 
stract philanthropy  of  the  philosopher,  which  made  our  Presi- 
dent, while  he  lived,  the  center  of  a  great  household  land,  and 
when  he  died  so  cruelly,  made  every  humblest  household  thrill 
with  a  sense  of  personal  bereavement  which  the  death  of  rulers 
is  not  apt  to  bring.  Nowhere  else  than  out  of  the  life  of  free- 
dom could  have  come  that  personal  unselfishness  and  generosity 
which  made  so  gracious  a  part  of  this  good  man's  character. 
How  many  soldiers  feel  yet  the  pressure  of  a  strong  hand  that 
clasped  theirs  once  as  they  lay  sick  and  weak  in  the  dreary 
hospital !  How  many  ears  v/ill  never  lose  the  thrill  of  some 
kind  word  he  spoke  —  he  who  could  speak  so  kindly  to  promise 
a  kindness  that  always  matched  his  word !  How  often  he  sur- 
prised the  land  with  a  clemency  which  made  even  those  who 
questioned  his  policy  love  him  the  more  for  what  they  called 
his  weakness,  —  seeing  how  the  man  in  whom  God  had  most 
embodied  the  discipline  of  Freedom  not  only  could  not  be  a 
slave,  but  could  not  be  a  tyrant !  In  the  heartiness  of  his  mirth 
and  his  enjoyment  of  simple  joys  ;  in  the  directness  and  shrewd- 
ness of  perception  which  constituted  his  v/it     in  the  untired, 
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undiscoiiragecl  faith  in  human  nature  which  he  always  kept ; 
and  perhaps  above  all  in  tlie  jjlainness  and  quiet,  unostentatious 
earnestness  and  independence  of  his  religious  life,  in  his  humble 
love  and  tiust  of  God  —  in  all,  it  was  a  character  such  as  only- 
Freedom  knows  how  to  make. 

Now  it  was  in  this  character,  rather  than  in  any  mere 
political  position,  that  the  fitness  of  Mr.  Lincoln  to  stand  fortli 
in  the  struggle  of  the  two  American  natures  really  lay.  We 
are  told  that  he  did  not  come  to  the  Presidential  chair  pledged 
to  the  abolition  of  Slavery.  When  will  we  learn  that  with  all 
true  men  it  is  not  what  they  intend  to  do,  but  it  is  what  the 
qualities  of  their  natures  bind  them  to  do,  that  determines 
their  career!  The  President  came  to  his  power  full  of  the 
blood,  strong  in  the  strength,  of  Freedom.  He  came  there 
free,  and  hating  Slavery.  He  came  there,  leaving  on  record 
words  like  these  spoken  three  years  before  and  never  contra- 
dicted. He  had  said,  "A  house  divided  against  itself  cannot 
stand.  I  believe  this  Government  cannot  endure  permanently, 
half  slave  and  half  free.  I  do  not  expect  tlie  Union  to  be  dis- 
solved ;  I  do  not  expect  the  house  to  fall ;  but  I  expect  it  will 
cease  to  be  divided.  It  will  become  all  one  thing  or  all  the 
other."  When  the  question  came,  he  knew  which  thing  he 
meant  that  it  should  be.  His  whole  nature  settled  that  ques- 
tion for  him.  Such  a  man  must  always  live  as  he  used  to  say 
he  lived  (and  was  blamed  for  sa3'ing  it),  "  controlled  by  events, 
not  controlling  them."  And,  with  a  reverent  and  clear  mind, 
to  be  controlled  by  events  means  to  be  controlled  by  God. 
For  such  a  man  there  was  no  hesitation  when  God  brought 
him  up  face  to  face  with  Slavery  and  put  the  sword  into  his 
hand  and  said,  "Strike  it  down  dead."  He  was  a  willing  serv- 
ant then.  If  ever  the  face  of  a  man  v/riting  solemn  words 
glowed  with  a  solemn  joy,  it  must  have  been  the  face  of  Abr;i- 
ham  Lincoln,  as  he  bent  over  the  page  where  the  Emancipation 
Proclamation  of  18G3  was  growing  into  shape,  and  giving  man- 
hood and  freedom  as  he  wrote  it  to  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
his  fellow-men.  Here  was  a  work  in  which  his  whole  nature 
could  rejoice.  Here  was  an  act  that  crowned  the  whole  cul- 
ture of  liis  life.  All  the  past,  the  free  boyhood  in  the  woods, 
the  free  youth  upon  the  farm,  the  free  manhood  in  the  honor- 
able citizen's  em[)loynients  —  all  his  freedom  gathered  and  com- 
pleted itself  in  this.  And  as  the  swarthy  multitudes  came  in, 
ragged,  and  tired,  and  hungry,  and  ignorant,  but  free  forever 
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from  anything  but  the  memorial  scars  of  the  fetters  and  the 
whip,  singing  rude  songs  in  which  the  new  triumph  of  free- 
dom struggled  and  heaved  below  the  sad  melody  that  had  been 
shaped  for  bondage ;  as  in  their  camps  and  hovels  there  grew 
up  to  their  half-superstitious  eyes  the  image  of  a  great  Father 
almost  more  than  man,  to  whom  they  owed  their  freedom,  — 
were  they  not  half  right  ?  For  it  was  not  to  one  man,  di-iven 
by  stress  of  policy,  or  swept  off  by  a  whim  of  pity,  that  the 
noble  act  was  due.  It  was  to  the  American  nature,  long  kept 
by  God  in  his  own  intentions  till  his  time  should  come,  at  last 
emerging  into  sight  and  power,  and  bound  up  and  embodied 
in  this  best  and  most  American  of  all  Americans,  to  whom  we 
and  those  poor  frightened  slaves  at  last  might  look  up  together 
and  love  to  call  him,  with  one  voice,  our  Father. 

Thus,  we  have  seen  something  of  what  the  character  of 
Mr.  Lincoln  was,  and  how  it  issued  in  the  life  he  lived.  It 
remains  for  us  to  see  how  it  resulted  also  in  the  terrible  death 
which  has  laid  his  murdered  body  here  in  our  town  among 
lamenting  multitudes  to-day.  It  is  not  a  hard  question,  though 
it  is  sad  to  answer.  We  saw  the  two  natures,  the  nature  of 
Slavery  and  the  nature  of  Freedom,  at  last  set  against  each 
other,  come  at  last  to  open  war.  Both  fought,  fought  long, 
fought  bravely ;  but  each,  as  was  perfectly  natural,  fought 
with  the  tools  and  in  the  ways  which  its  own  character  had 
made  familiar  to  it.  The  character  of  Slavery  was  brutal, 
barbarous,  and  treacherous ;  and  so  the  whole  history  of  the 
slave  power  during  the  war  has  been  full  of  ways  of  warfare 
brutal,  barbarous,  and  treacherous,  beyond  anything  that  men 
bred  in  freedom  could  have  been  driven  to  by  the  most  hateful 
passions.  It  is  not  to  be  marveled  at.  It  is  not  to  be  set 
down  as  the  special  sin  of  the  war.  It  goes  back  beyond  that. 
It  is  the  sin  of  the  system.  It  is  the  barbarism  of  Slavery. 
When  Slavery  went  to  war  to  save  its  life,  what  wonder  if  its 
barbarism  grew  barbarous  a  hundredfold  I 

One  v/ould  be  attempting  a  task  which  once  was  almost 
hopeless,  but  which  now  is  only  needless,  if  he  set  himself  to 
convince  a  Northern  congregation  that  Slavery  was  a  barbarian 
institution.  It  would  be  hardly  more  necessary  to  try  to  prove 
how  its  barbarism  has  shown  itself  during  this  war.  Tlie  same 
spirit  which  was  blind  to  the  wickedness  of  breaking  sacred 
ties,  of  separating  man  and  v/ife,  of  beating  women  till  they 
dropped  down  dead,  of  organizing  licentiousness  and  sin  into 
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commercial  systems,  of  forbidding  knowledge  and  protecting 
itself  with  ignorance,  of  putting  on  its  arms  and  riding  out 
to  steal  a  State  at  the  beleaguered  ballot  box  away  from  free- 
dom —  in  one  word  (for  its  simplest  definition  is  its  worst  dis- 
honor), the  spirit  that  gave  man  the  ownership  in  man  in  time 
of  peace,  has  found  out  yet  more  terrible  barbarisms  for  the 
time  of  war.  It  has  hewed  and  burned  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 
It  has  starved  and  mutilated  its  helpless  prisoners.  It  has 
dealt  by  truth,  not  as  men  will  in  a  time  of  excitement,  lightly 
and  with  frequent  violations,  but  with  a  cool,  and  deliberate, 
and  systematic  contempt.  It  has  sent  its  agents  into  Northern 
towns  to  fire  peaceful  hotels  where  hundreds  of  peaceful  men 
and  women  slept.  It  has  undermined  the  prisons  where  its 
victims  starved,  and  made  all  ready  to  blow  with  one  blast 
their  wretched  life  away.  It  has  delighted  in  the  lowest  and 
basest  scurrility  even  on  the  highest  and  most  honorable  lips. 
It  has  corrupted  the  graciousness  of  women  and  killed  out  the 
truth  of  men. 

I  do  not  count  up  the  terrible  catalogue  because  I  like  to, 
nor  because  I  wish  to  stir  3^our  hearts  to  passion.  Even  now, 
you  and  I  have  no  right  to  indulge  in  personal  hatred  to  the 
men  who  did  these  things.  But  we  are  not  doing  right  by  our- 
selves, by  the  President  that  we  have  lost,  or  by  God  who  had 
a  purpose  in  our  losing  him,  unless  we  know  thoroughly  that 
it  was  this  same  spirit  which  we  have  seen  to  be  a  tyrant 
m  peace  and  a  savage  in  war,  that  has  crowned  itself  with  the 
working  of  this  final  woe.  It  was  the  conflict  of  the  two 
American  natures,  the  false  and  the  true.  It  was  Slavery  and 
Freedom  that  met  in  their  two  representatives,  the  assassin 
and  the  President ;  and  the  victim  of  the  last  desperate  strug- 
gle of  the  dying  Slavery  lies  dead  to-day  in  Independence  Hall. 

Solemnly,  in  the  sight  of  God,  I  charge  this  murder  where 
it  belongs,  on  Slavery.  I  dare  not  stand  here  in  His  siglit, 
and  before  Him  or  you  speak  doubtful  and  double-meaning 
words  of  vague  repentance,  as  if  we  had  killed  our  President. 
We  have  sins  enough,  but  we  have  not  done  this  sin,  save  as 
by  weak  concessions  and  timid  compromises  we  have  let  tlie 
spirit  of  Slavery  grow  strong  and  ripe  for  such  a  deed.  In  tlie 
barbarism  of  Slavery  the  foul  act  and  its  foul  method  had  their 
birth.  By  all  tlie  goodness  tliat  there  was  in  him ;  by  all  the 
love  we  had  for  him  (and  who  shall  tell  how  great  it  was);  by 
all  the  sorrow  that  has  burdened  down  this  desolate  and  dread- 
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f ul  week,  —  I  charge  this  murder  where  it  belongs,  on  Slavery. 
I  bid  you  to  remember  where  the  charge  belongs,  to  write  it  on 
the  doorposts  of  your  mourning  houses,  to  teach  it  to  your 
wondering  children,  to  give  it  to  the  history  of  these  times, 
that  all  times  to  come  may  hate  and  dread  the  sin  that  killed 
our  noblest  President. 

If  ever  anything  were  clear,  this  is  the  clearest.  Is  there 
the  man  alive  who  thinks  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  shot  just 
for  himself  ;  that  it  was  that  one  man  for  whom  the  plot  was 
laid  ?  The  gentlest,  kindest,  most  indulgent  man  that  ever 
ruled  a  State  !  The  man  who  knew  not  how  to  speak  a  word 
of  harshness  or  how  to  make  a  foe  !  Was  it  he  for  whom  the 
murderer  lurked  with  a  mere  private  hate  ?  It  was  not  he, 
but  what  he  stood  for.  It  was  Law  and  Liberty,  it  was  Gov- 
ernment and  Freedom,  against  which  the  hate  gathered  and  the 
treacherous  shot  Avas  fired.  And  I  know  not  how  the  crime  of 
him  who  shoots  at  Law  and  Liberty  in  the  crowded  glare  of  a 
great  theater  differs  from  theirs  who  have  leveled  their  aim  at 
the  same  great  beings  from  behind  a  thousand  ambuscades  and 
on  a  hundred  battlefields  of  this  long  war.  Every  general  in 
the  field,  and  every  false  citizen  in  our  midst  at  home,  who  has 
plotted  and  labored  to  destroy  the  lives  of  the  soldiers  of  the 
Republic,  is  brother  to  him  who  did  this  deed.  The  American 
nature,  the  American  truths,  of  which  our  President  was  the 
anointed  and  supreme  embodiment,  have  been  embodied  in 
multitudes  of  heroes  who  marched  unknown  and  fell  unnoticed 
in  our  ranks.  For  them,  just  as  for  him,  character  decreed  a 
life  and  a  death.  The  blood  of  all  of  them  I  charge  on  the 
same  head.     Slavery  armed  with  Treason  was  their  murderer. 

Men  point  out  to  us  the  absurdity  and  folly  of  this  awful  crime. 
Again  and  again  we  hear  men  say,  "  It  was  the  worst  thing  for 
themselves  they  could  have  done.  They  have  shot  a  represen- 
tative man,  and  the  cause  he  represented  grows  stronger  and 
sterner  by  his  death.  Can  it  be  that  so  wise  a  devil  was  so  fool- 
ish here  ?  Must  it  not  have  been  the  act  of  one  poor  madman, 
born  and  nursed  in  his  own  reckless  brain  ?  "  My  friends,  let 
us  understand  this  matter.  It  was  a  foolish  act.  Its  folly  was 
only  equaled  by  its  wickedness.  It  was  a  foolish  act.  But  when 
did  sin  begin  to  be  wise  ?  When  did  wickedness  learn  wisdom? 
When  did  the  fool  stop  saying  in  his  heart,  "  There  is  no  God," 
and  acting  godlessly  in  the  absurdity  of  his  impiety  ?  The  cause 
that  Abraham  Lincoln  died  for  shall  grow  stronger  by  his  death, 
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—  stronger  and  sterner.  Stronger  to  set  its  pillars  deep  into  the 
structure  of  our  nation's  life  ;  sterner  to  execute  the  justice  of 
the  Lord  upon  his  enemies.  Stronger  to  spread  its  arms  and 
grasp  our  whole  land  into  freedom  ;  sterner  to  sweep  the  last 
poor  ghost  of  Slavery  out  of  our  haunted  homes.  But  while 
we  feel  the  folly  of  this  act,  let  not  its  folly  hide  its  wicked- 
ness. It  was  the  wickedness  of  Slavery  putting  on  a  foolishness 
for  which  its  wickedness  and  that  alone  is  responsible,  that 
robbed  the  nation  of  a  President  and  the  people  of  a  father. 
And  remember  this,  that  the  folly  of  the  Slave  power  in  strik- 
ing the  representative  of  Freedom,  and  thinking  that  thereby 
it  killed  Freedom  itself,  is  only  a  folly  that  we  shall  echo  if  we 
dare  to  think  that  in  punishing  the  representatives  of  Slavery 
who  did  this  deed,  we  are  putting  Slavery  to  death.  Dis- 
persing armies  and  hanging  traitors,  imperatively  as  justice 
and  necessity  may  demand  them  both,  are  not  killing  the  spirit 
out  of  which  they  sprang.  The  traitor  must  die  because  he 
has  committed  treason.  The  murderer  must  die  because  he 
has  committed  murder.  Slavery  must  die,  because  out  of  it, 
and  it  alone,  came  forth  the  treason  of  the  traitor  and  the 
murder  of  the  murderer.  Do  not  say  that  it  is  dead.  It  is 
not,  while  its  essential  spirit  lives.  While  one  man  counts 
another  man  his  born  inferior  for  the  color  of  his  skin,  while 
both  in  North  and  South  prejudices  and  practices,  which  the 
law  cannot  touch,  but  which  God  hates,  keep  alive  in  our 
people's  hearts  the  spirit  of  the  old  iniquity,  it  is  not  dead. 
The  new  American  nature  must  supplant  the  old.  We  must 
grow  like  our  President,  in  his  truth,  his  independence,  his 
religion,  and  his  wide  humanity.  Then  the  character  by  which 
he  died  shall  be  in  us,  and  by  it  we  shall  live.  Then  peace 
shall  come  that  knows  no  war,  and  law  that  knows  no  treason ; 
and  full  of  his  spirit  a  grateful  land  shall  gather  round  his 
grave,  and  in  the  daily  psalm  of  prosperous  and  righteous  living, 
thank  God  forever  for  his  life  and  death. 

So  let  him  lie  here  in  our  midst  to-day,  and  let  our  people 
go  and  bend  with  solemn  thoughtfulness  and  look  upon  his  face 
and  read  the  lessons  of  his  burial.  As  he  paused  here  on  his 
journey  from  the  Western  home  and  told  us  what  by  the  help 
of  God  he  meant  to  do,  so  let  him  pause  upon  his  way  back  to 
his  Western  grave  and  tell  us  with  a  silence  more  eloquent  than 
words  how  bravely,  how  truly,  by  the  strength  of  God,  he  did 
it.     God  brought  him  up  as  he  brought  David  up  from  the 
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sheepfolds  to  feed  Jacob,  his  people,  and  Israel,  his  inheritance. 
He  came  up  in  earnestness  and  faith,  and  he  goes  back  in  tri- 
umph. As  he  pauses  here  to-day,  and  from  his  cold  lips  bids 
us  bear  witness  how  he  has  met  the  duty  that  was  laid  on  him, 
what  can  we  say  out  of  our  full  hearts  but  this  —  "  He  fed  them 
with  a  faithful  and  true  heart,  and  ruled  them  prudently  with 
all  his  power."  The  Shepherd  of  the  People!  that  old  name 
that  the  best  rulers  ever  craved.  What  ruler  ever  won  it  like 
this  dead  President  of  ours  ?  He  fed  us  faithfully  and  truly. 
He  fed  us  with  counsel  when  we  were  in  doubt,  with  inspira- 
tion when  we  sometimes  faltered,  with  caution  when  we  would 
be  rash,  with  calm,  clear,  trustful  cheerfulness  through  many 
an  hour  when  our  hearts  were  dark.  He  fed  hungry  souls  all 
over  the  country  with  sympathy  and  consolation.  He  spread 
before  the  whole  land  feasts  of  great  duty  and  devotion  and 
patriotism,  on  which  the  land  grew  strong.  He  fed  us  with 
solemn,  solid  truths.  He  taught  us  the  sacredness  of  govern- 
ment, the  wickedness  of  treason.  He  made  our  souls  glad  and 
vigorous  with  the  love  of  liberty  that  was  in  his.  He  showed 
us  how  to  love  truth  and  yet  be  charitable  —  how  to  hate  wrong 
and  all  oppression,  and  yet  not  treasure  one  personal  injury  or 
insult.  He  fed  all  his  people,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest, 
from  the  most  privileged  down  to  the  most  enslaved.  Best  of 
all,  he  fed  us  with  a  reverent  and  genuine  religion.  He  spread 
before  us  the  love  and  fear  of  God  just  in  that  shape  in  which 
we  need  them  most,  and  out  of  his  faithful  service  of  a  higher 
Master  who  of  us  has  not  taken  and  eaten  and  grown  strong  ? 
"  He  fed  them  with  a  faithful  and  true  heart."  Yes,  till  the 
last.  For  at  the  last,  behold  him  standing  with  hand  reached 
out  to  feed  the  South  with  mercy  and  the  North  with  charity, 
and  the  whole  land  with  peace,  when  the  Lord  who  had  sent 
him  called  him  and  his  work  was  done  I 

He  stood  once  on  the  battlefield  of  our  own  State,  and  said 
of  the  brave  men  who  had  saved  it,  words  as  noble  as  any  coun- 
tryman of  ours  ever  spoke.  Let  us  stand  in  the  country  he  has 
saved,  and  which  is  to  be  his  grave  and  monument,  and  say  of 
Abraham  Lincoln  what  he  said  of  the  soldiers  who  had  died  at 
Gettysburg.  He  stood  there  with  their  graves  before  him,  and 
these  are  the  words  he  said :  — 

"  We  cannot  dedicate,  we  cannot  consecrate,  we  cannot  hal- 
low this  ground.       The  brave  men  who  struggled  here  have 
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consecrated  it  far  beyond  our  power  to  add  or  detract.  The 
world  will  little  note  nor  long  remember  what  we  say  here,  but 
it  can  never  forget  what  they  did  here.  It  is  for  us,  the  living, 
rather  to  be  dedicated  to  the  unfinished  work  which  they  who 
fought  here  have  thus  far  so  nobly  advanced.  It  is  rather  for 
us  to  be  here  dedicated  to  the  great  task  remaining  before  us, 
that  from  these  honored  dead  we  take  increp.sed  devotion  to 
that  cause  for  which  they  gave  the  last  full  measure  of  devo- 
tion ;  that  Ave  here  highly  resolve  that  these  dead  shall  not 
have  died  in  vain ;  and  this  nation,  under  God,  shall  have  a 
new  birth  of  freedom,  and  that  government  of  the  people,  by  the 
people,  and  for  the  people  shall  not  perish  from  the  earth." 

May  God   make   us  worthy  of   the   memory   of   Abraham 
Lincoln  I 


O   CAPTAIN!   MY   CAPTAIN  1 1 

By  WALT  WHITMAN. 

0  Captain  !  my  Captain  !  our  fearful  trip  is  done, 
The  ship  has  weathered  every  rack,  the  prize  we  sought  is  won, 
The  port  is  near,  the  bells  I  hear,  the  people  all  exulting, 
While  follow  eyes  the  steady  keel,  the  vessel  grim  and  daring ; 
But  0  heart !  heart !  heart ! 
0  the  bleeding  drops  of  red, 
Where  on  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 
Fallen  cold  and  dead. 

O  Captain!  my  Captain!  rise  up  and  hear  the  bells j 

Else  up  —  for  you  the  flag  is  flung  —  for  you  the  bugle  trills, 

For  you  bouquets  and  ribboned  wreaths  —  for  you  the  shores  a  crowd- 

For  you  they  call,  the  swaying  mass,  their  eager  faces  turning; 
Here  Captain !  dear  father  ! 
This  arm  beneath  your  head ! 

It  is  some  dream  that  on  the  deck, 
You've  fallen  cold  and  dead. 

My  Captain  does  not  answer,  his  lips  are  pale  and  still, 
My  father  does  not  feel  my  arm,  he  has  no  pulse  nor  will, 

1  By  permission  of  Horace  C.  Traubel  and  Small,  Maynard  &  Co. 


And  Sheridan  twenty  miles  away" 
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The  ship  is  anchored  safe  and  sound,  its  voyage  closed  and  done, 
From  fearful  trip  the  victor  ship  comes  in  with  object  won; 
Exult,  0  shores,  and  ring,  0  bells  ! 
But  I  with  mournful  tread. 
Walk  the  deck  my  Captain  lies, 
Fallen  cold  and  dead. 


c«>J<«Oo— 

SHERIDAN'S   RIDK 

By  THOMAS  BUCHANAN  READ. 

Up  from  the  South  at  break  of  day. 

Bringing  to  Winchester  fresh  dismay. 
The  affrighted  air  with  a  sliudder  bore. 
Like  a  herald  in  haste,  to  the  chieftain's  door. 
The  terrible  grumble,  and  rumble,  and  roar, 
Telling  the  battle  was  on  once  more, 

And  Sheridan  twenty  miles  away. 

And  wider  still  those  billows  of  war, 
Thundered  along  the  horizon's  bar ; 
And  louder  yet  into  Winchester  rolled 
The  roar  of  that  red  sea  uncontrolled, 
Making  the  blood  of  the  listener  cold. 
As  he  thought  of  the  stake  in  that  fiery  fray 
And  Sheridan  twenty  miles  away. 

But  there  is  a  road  from  Winchester  town, 

A  good,  broad  highway  leading  down ; 

And  there  through  the  flush  of  the  morning  light, 

A  steed  as  black  as  the  steeds  of  night, 

Was  seen  to  pass,  as  with  eagle  flight. 

As  if  he  knew  the  terrible  need; 

He  stretched  away  with  his  utmost  speed. 

Hills  rose  and  fell,  but  his  heart  was  gay; 

With  Sheridan  fifteen  miles  away. 

Still  sprung  from  those  swift  hoofs,  thundering  South, 
The  dust,  like  smoke  from  the  cannon's  mouth ; 
Or  the  trail  of  a  comet,  sweeping  faster  and  faster. 
Foreboding  to  traitors  the  doom  of  disaster. 
The  heart  of  the  steed,  and  the  heart  of  the  master 
31 
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Were  beating  like  prisoners  assaulting  their  walls, 
Impatient  to  be  where  the  battlefield  calls ; 
Every  nerve  of  the  charger  was  strained  to  full  play 
With  Sheridan  only  ten  miles  away. 

Under  his  spurning  feet  the  road 

Like  an  arrowy  Alpine  river  flowed, 

And  the  landscape  sped  away  behind 

Like  an  ocean  flying  before  the  wind, 

And  the  steed,  like  a  bark  fed  with  furnace  ire. 

Swept  on,  with  his  wild  eye  full  of  fire. 

But  lo !  he  is  nearing  his  heart's  desire ; 

He  is  snuffing  the  smoke  of  the  roaring  fray, 

With  Sheridan  only  five  miles  away. 

The  first  that  the  general  saw  were  the  groups 

Of  stragglers,  and  then  the  retreating  troops ; 

What  was  done  ?  what  to  do  ?  a  glance  told  him  both, 

Then  striking  his  spurs,  with  a  terrible  oath, 

He  dashed  down  the  line,  'mid  a  storm  of  huzzas. 

And  the  wave  of  retreat  checked  its  course  there,  because 

The  sight  of  the  master  compelled  it  to  pause. 

With  foam  and  with  dust,  the  black  charger  was  gray ; 

By  the  flash  of  his  eye,  and  the  red  nostril's  play, 

He  seemed  to  the  whole  great  army  to  say, 

"  I  have  brought  you  Sheridan  all  the  way 

From  Winchester,  down  to  save  the  day ! " 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  for  Sheridan  ! 

Hurrah !  hurrah  for  horse  and  man ! 

And  when  their  statues  are  placed  on  high, 

Under  the  dome  of  the  Union  sky. 

The  American  soldiers'  Temple  of  Fame, 

There  with  the  glorious  general's  name, 

Be  it  said,  in  letters  both  bold  and  bright, 

"  Here  is  the  steed  that  saved  the  day. 
By  carrying  Sheridan  into  the  fight. 

From  Winchester,  twenty  miles  awa^^  1" 


JULIA   WAKD  HOWE 
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BATTLE   HYMN    OF   THE   REPUBLIC. 

By  JULIA  WARD  HOWE. 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord : 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored; 
He  hath  loosed  the  fatal  lightning  of  His  terrible  swift  sword : 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 

I  have  seen  Him  in  the  watch  fires  of  a  hundred  circling  camps ; 
They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  evening  dews  and  damps  j 
I  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim  and  flaring  lamps ; 

His  day  is  marching  on. 

I  have  read  a  fiery  gospel  writ  in  burnished  rows  of  steel : 
"  As  ye  deal  with  My  contemners  so  with  you  My  grace  shall  deal ; 
Let  the  Hero,  born  of  woman,  crush  the  serpent  with  his  heel ! 

Since  God  is  marching  on." 

He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall  never  call  retreat: 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  His  judgment  seat; 
Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him;  be  jubilant,  my  feet! 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 

In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was  born,  across  the  sea, 
With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  transfigures  you  and  me : 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to  make  men  free. 

While  God  is  marching  on. 


-ooXKoo- 


MR.   PUNCH'S  TRIBUTE  TO  LINCOLN. 

By  SHIBLEY  BROOKS. 


[Shirley  Brooks,  an  Euglisli  journalist  and  humorist,  was  born  in  1825,  and 
in  early  manhood  was  articled  to  a  solicitor.  His  first  humorous  writing  was 
done  in  1847  for  "  The  Jlan  in  the  Moon,"  and  the  "  Puppet  Show  "  (1848).  He 
was  a  member  of  the  staff  of  the  Mwning  Chronicle,  being  gallery-reporter  for 
five  sessions  in  the  House  of  Commons  as  well  as  leader  writer.  In  1851  he 
joined  the  staff  of  Punch,  and  was  thereafter  a  contributor  to  its  columns  until 
his  death  in  February,  1874.     The  work  by  which  he  was  best  known  was  his 
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"  Essence  of  Parliament,"  which  ho  wrote  for  twenty  years  during  the  sessions. 
At  the  death  of  !\rark  Lemon,  in  1870,  Brooks  succeeded  him  as  editor,  and 
occupied  that  poiitiou  at  the  time  of  his  death. j 

You  lay  a  wreath  on  murdered  Lincoln's  bier, 
You,  who  with  mocking  pencil  wont  to  trace, 

Broad  for  the  self-complacent  British  sneer, 

His  length  of  shambling  limb,  his  furrowed  face, 

His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands,  his  unkempt,  bristling  hair, 

His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  ill  at  ease. 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair. 

Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  of  art  to  please ; 

You,  whose  smart  pen  backed  up  the  pencil's  laugh, 
Judging  each  step  as  though  the  v/ay  were  plain  : 

Reckless,  so  it  could  point  its  paragraph 
Of  chief's  perplexity,  or  people's  pain ; 

Beside  this  corpse,  that  bears  for  winding  sheet 
The  stars  and  strij)es  he  lived  to  rear  auuvv, 

Between  the  mourners  at  his  head  and  feet. 
Say !  scurrile  jester,  is  there  room  for  you  ? 

Yes :  he  had  lived  to  shame  me  from  my  sneer  5 

To  lame  my  pencil,  and  confute  my  pen ; 
To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  princes'  peer. 

This  railsplitter  a  true-born  king  of  men. 

My  shallow  judgment  I  had  learned  to  rue, 

Koting  how  to  occasion's  height  he  rose ; 
How  his  quaint  wit  made  home  truth  seem  more  true  ? 

How,  ironlike,  liis  temper  grew  by  blows. 

How  humble,  yet  how  hopeful,  he  could  be ; 

How,  in  good  fortune  and  in  ill,  the  same ; 
Nor  bitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  he. 

Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feverish  for  fame. 

He  went  about  his  work  —  such  work  as  few 
Ever  had  laid  on  head  and  heart  and  hand  — 

As  one  who  knows  where  there's  a  task  to  do, 

Man's  honest  will  must  Heaven's  good  grace  command. 
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Who  trusts  the  strength  will  with  the  burden  grow, 
That  God  makes  instruments  to  work  his  will, 

If  but  that  will  we  can  arrive  to  know 

Nor  tamper  with  the  weights  of  good  and  ill. 

So  he  went  forth  to  battle  on  the  side 
That  he  felt  clear  was  Liberty's  and  Eight's, 

As  in  his  peasant  boyhood  he  had  plied 
His  warfare  with  rude  Nature's  thwarting  mights; 

The  uncleared  forest,  the  unbroken  soil, 

The  iron  bark  that  turns  the  lumberer's  ax, 
The  rapid,  that  o'erbears  the  boatman's  toil, 

The  prairie,  hiding  the  mazed  wanderer's  tracks, 

The  ambushed  Indian,  and  the  prowling  bear,  — 
Such  were  the  deeds  that  helped  his  youth  to  train. 

Kough  culture,  but  such  trees  large  fruit  may  bear, 
If  but  their  stocks  be  of  right  girth  and  grain. 

So  he  grew  up,  a  destined  work  to  do, 

And  lived  to  do  it ;  four  long-suffering  years, 

111  fate,  ill  feeling,  ill  report,  lived  through. 
And  then  he  heard  the  hisses  change  to  cheers, 

The  taunts  to  tribute,  the  abuse  to  praise, 

And  took  both  with  the  same  unwavering  mood ; 

Till,  as  he  came  on  light,  from  darkling  days, 
And  seemed  to  touch  the  goal  from  where  he  stood, 

A  felon  hand,  between  the  goal  and  him. 

Reached  from  behind  his  back,  a  trigger  pressed. 

And  those  perplexed  and  patient  eyes  were  dim; 
Those  gaunt,  long-laboring  limbs  were  laid  to  rest ! 

The  words  of  mercy  were  upon  his  iips, 

Forgiveness  in  his  heart  and  on  his  pen, 
When  this  vile  murderer  brought  swift  eclipse 

To  thoughts  of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 

The  Old  World  and  the  New,  from  sea  to  sky, 

Utter  one  voice  of  sympathy  and  shame : 
Sore  heart,  so  stopped  when  it  at  last  beat  high ; 

Sad  life,  cut  short  just  as  its  triumph  came ! 
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A  deed  accurst !     Strokes  have  been  struck  before 
By  the  assassin's  hand,  whereof  men  doubt 

If  more  of  honor  or  disgrace  they  bore ; 

But  thy  foul  crime,  like  Cain's,  stands  darkly  out. 

Vile  hand,  that  brandest  murder  on  a  strife. 

Whate'er  its  grounds,  stoutly  and  nobly  striven ; 
And  with  the  martyr's  crown  crownest  a  life 

With  much  to  praise,  little  to  be  forgiven. 


o>*ico 


THE   BLUE   AND   THE   GRAY. 

By  F.  M.   finch. 

[Frakcis  Miles  Finch,  an  American  poet,  was  born  at  Ithaca,  N.Y., 
June  9,  1827.  A  graduate  of  Yale  College,  he  was  for  some  time  a  lawyer  in 
Ithaca  and  in  recent  years  has  been  dean  of  the  Cornell  University  Law  School. 
He  is  the  author  of  the  well-known  lyrics,  "  Nathan  Hale  "  and  "  The  Blue  and 
the  Gray."] 

The  women  of  Columbus,  Mississippi,  animated  by  noble  sentiments,  have 
shown  themselves  impartial  in  their  offerings  made  to  the  memory  of  the  dead. 
They  strewed  flowers  alike  on  the  graves  of  Confederate  and  of  National  soldiers. 

By  the  flow  of  the  inland  river, 

Whence  the  fleets  of  iron  have  fled. 
Where  the  blades  of  the  grave  grass  quiver, 
Asleep  lie  the  ranks  of  the  dead :  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day; 
Under  the  one,  the  blue. 
Under  the  other,  the  gray. 

These  in  the  robings  of  glory. 

Those  in  the  gloom  of  defeat, 
All  with  the  battle  blood  gory, 
In  the  dusk  of  eternity  meet:  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day ; 
Under  the  laurel,  the  blue, 
Under  the  willow,  the  gray. 

From  the  silence  of  sorrowful  hours, 
The  desolate  mourners  go. 
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Lovingly  laden  with  flowers, 
Alike  for  the  friend  and  the  foe :  — ' 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day ; 
Under  the  roses,  the  blue, 
Under  the  lilies,  the  gray. 

So,  with  an  equal  splendor. 

The  morning  sun  rays  fall, 
With  a  touch  impartially  tender. 

On  the  blossoms  blooming  for  all :  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day ; 
Broidered  with  gold,  the  blue, 
Mellowed  with  gold,  the  gray. 

So,  when  the  summer  calleth. 
On  forest  and  field  of  grain, 
With  an  equal  murmur,  falleth 
The  cooling  drip  of  the  rain :  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day; 
Wet  with  the  rain,  the  blue. 
Wet  with  the  rain,  the  gray. 

Sadly,  but  not  with  upbraiding, 
The  generous  deed  was  done ; 
In  the  storm  of  the  years  that  are  fading, 
No  braver  battle  was  won :  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day; 
Under  the  blossoms,  the  blue. 
Under  the  garlands,  the  gray. 

No  more  shall  the  war  cry  sever, 
Or  the  winding  rivers  be  red ; 
They  banish  our  anger  forever 

When  they  laurel  the  graves  of  our  dead  I 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 

Waiting  the  judgment  day  ,• 
Love  and  tears  for  the  blue, 
Tears  and  love  for  the  gray. 
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THE   PLACE   WHERE   MAN   SHOULD    DIE. 

Bv  MICHAEL  JOSEPH  BARRY. 

How  little  recks  it  where  men  lie, 

When  once  the  moment's  past 
In  which  the  dim  and  glazing  e3'e 

Has  looked  on  earth  its  last,  — 
Whether  beneath  the  sculptnvcd  urn 

The  coffined  form  shall  rest, 
Or  in  its  nakedness  return 

Back  to  its  mother's  breast ! 

Death  is  a  common  friend  or  foe, 

As  different  men  may  hold, 
And  at  his  summons  each  must  go, 

The  timid  and  the  bold ; 
But  wheu  the  spirit,  free  and  warm, 

Deserts  it,  as  it  must. 
What  matter  where  the  lifeless  form 

Dissolves  again  to  dust  ? 

The  soldier  falls  '/aid  corses  piled 

Upon  the  battle  olain. 
Where  reinless  war  steeds  gallop  wild 

Above  the  mangled  slain; 
But  though  his  corse  be  grim  to  see, 

Hoof-ticimpled  on  the  sod. 
What  recks  it,  when  the  spirit  free 

Has  soared  aloft  to  God  ? 

The  coward's  dying  eyes  may  close 

Upon  his  downy  bed. 
And  softest  hands  his  limbs  compose, 

Or  garments  o'er  them  spread. 
But  ye  who  shun  the  bloody  fray, 

When  fall  the  mangled  brave. 
Go —  strip  his  coffin  lid  away 

And  see  him  in  his  grave ! 


&' 


'Twere  sweet,  indeed,  to  close  our  eyes, 

With  those  we  cherish  near. 
And,  wafted  upwards  by  their  sighs, 

Soar  to  some  calmer  sphere. 
But  whether  on  the  scaffold  high. 

Or  in  the  battle's  van, 
The  fittest  place  where  man  can  die 

Is  where  he  dies  for  man ! 
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